
    

    
      Cross Contamination

      
      The Harlowes, a happy family of three is corrupted and degraded
      by the villainous Cross family.

      Cast:

      Victor Cross: Suave, Handsome, Intelligent, Arrogant, Cultured.
      Daren’s black boss has corrupted dozens of women in the past, and
      has it down to a science. He works effortlessly to manage the
      downfall the unsuspecting Harlowes.

      Renee Cross: Bratty, Confident, Beautiful, Popular, Dominant.
      Victor's only child. Renee is excited to finally be 18 and ready to
      follow in her father’s twisted footsteps. The Harlowes are Renee
      and Victor's first collaborative project. Although this is her
      first corruption, she shows extreme talent.

      Daren Harlowe: Wimpy, Pathetic, Submissive. Daren has lived a quiet
      life with his beautiful family, letting more confident and
      successful people steamroll him. Victor immediately saw him for the
      potential cuck that he is, and, with Renee’s sinister influence, he
      is rapidly descending into cuckold obsession and attraction to his
      own daughter.

      Gina Harlowe: Confident, Driven, Sexy. Gina is a motivated career
      woman who always gets what she wants. She has built a career from
      never accepting defeat, and she definitely wears the pants in her
      household. Victor loves nothing more than breaking women like her
      down. Can she resist his skills at corruption?

      Cassie Harlowe: Innocent, Cute, Bright. Cassie is a popular, smart
      senior at her high school who is looking forward to a bright future
      secured by her top grades. Unfortunately for her, Renee rules the
      school from behind the scenes with an iron fist, and SHE thinks it
      would be better if Cassie was a bimbo slut. Can Cassie overcome her
      naivete and realize how her 'friend' Renee is perverting her?

      Planned to be a long series. Thanks for reading!

      

    


    

    
      Cross Contamination

      
      Authors note:

      This is the start of a longer story that will contain extreme
      themes including: cuckolding, humiliation, incest and moral
      degradation. If you don't like those themes, this story may not be
      for you.

      SPOILER: I understand that for some readers, stories about
      unfaithful wives have to include revenge or reconciliation for the
      protagonist in order to feel cathartic and satisfying. Fair warning
      that this is not intended to be that kind of story. The Harlowes
      are doomed, and the Cross family will not face justice.

      All characters depicted are over the age of 18. Thanks for
      reading!

      Cross Contamination, Chapter 1: The Unfair Key Party

      "I mean, I'm sorry honey, but I think we have to go."

      Gina gave Daren a cool look from across the room as she hurried to
      get her coffee ready. Even when annoyed, she was a stunningly
      beautiful woman, with long, dirty blond hair and deep blue eyes.
      Her body was curvy, but no one would call her fat. She had big,
      firm breasts that made Daren's heart beat fast when he saw them
      even after over a decade of marriage. She was short, a head shorter
      than his unimpressive 5'8, but her strong confidence and forceful
      personality made you forget her small size when you spoke to
      her.

      Daren was a little intimidated by her. Always had been, since they
      first started dating. He comforted himself with the fact that he
      was far from the only one who felt that way. "Hurricane Gina" was
      her nickname around her law office, she had once told him,
      laughing. You either went with the flow or got wrecked.

      "And why is that, Daren? So you can suck up to your asshole boss?"
      The words were sharp, but they were accompanied by the lopsided
      grin that told him she was joking. He felt a glimmer of hope that
      he could negotiate this successfully.

      "Well yes," he admitted sheepishly, "Mr. Cross does control a lot
      of the job assignments, and being on his good side would certainly
      be helpful." For some reason, from the first day he was hired, his
      towering, muscular black boss treated him with nothing but
      disrespect. Somehow it seemed like he had sized up Daren
      immediately as a joke. Most of the best assignments in his
      marketing department had since gone to Charlie, his rival.

      "But it is more than that, baby." He tried to keep his voice from
      being whiny. Gina hated that, and it might ruin any chance he had
      of convincing her. "This annual party is only for the inner circle
      and higher ups at the company. It's a big deal! The very fact that
      they are inviting me could mean big things for me. For us!"

      " Hey dad! Can you put this in the mailbox for me?" Their daughter
      Cassandra rushed out of her room, holding an envelope in hand. She
      had turned eighteen just a few months ago, and was the apple of
      Daren's eye. On days like this, when she was flushed with
      excitement, Daren couldn't help but worry about how many boys must
      be getting interested in her. She had his dark hair and pale skin,
      but recent years had shown that she had definitely inherited her
      mother's body. He eyed the clothes she was wearing, Shorts cut
      above the knee, showing off a bit more pale thigh than he was
      comfortable with, and a v- necked shirt that went a little too deep
      in his opinion, showing a hint of her naturally ample
      cleavage.

      "Sure thing, sweetie. Are you sure you couldn't wear anything, I
      don't know, a little less revealing?"

      She rolled her eyes, but there was no venom there. "Gross dad!
      Don't worry," she said, lightly punching him on the arm, "I don't
      have any time for boys right now, just college applications."

      "Listen to your father. " Said Gina firmly, "whether you ate
      searching for it or not, those sort of clothes will attract the
      wrong dort of attention from the boys. The women in this family
      command respect."

      Cassie frowned and rolled her eyes dramatically, "Thanks Gina.
      Maybe I will follow your example and have a baby before I turn 19."
      Gina and Cassie's relationship had been pretty rocky over the past
      few months. Cassie had stopped calling Gina mom a few weeks back,
      and it was constant sniping back and forth on a daily basis.

      Before her taunt could turn into a full argument, Cassie turned
      back to him, pointing to the envelope in his hand, "Please, in the
      mailbox before you leave for work, Daddy. Love you! I have to catch
      the bus, bye!" And with that, she rushed out the door, Gina
      scowling after her.

      Despite Cassie's rudeness to her mother, Daren couldn't help but
      smile. Cassie was too old to still call him daddy, but she knew
      that he still thought of her as his innocent little daughter, and
      humored him sometimes.

      Gina grumbled as she poured her coffee, and Daren approached her to
      hug her from behind. She sighed and dissolved from her stiff anger,
      leaning into him and accepting the embrace. "I'm just not sure how
      to connect with Cass anymore," she said sadly.

      "A lot of daughters and mothers go through a phase like this," said
      Daren soothingly, "It will pass."

      Gina nodded, but still looked troubled. " I'm just not sure what we
      did wrong raising her."

      "Well," said Daren lightly, "We could always try again. Get things
      right with a younger sibling" He rubbed his hands lightly on Gina's
      belly. She grabbed his hands and moved them away, spinning out of
      the hug.

      "I don't want to talk about that right now." She said flatly. Daren
      let it go. It was an old argument, and there was no use having it
      again right now.

      But, luckily, he hadn't soured the moment. Gina favored him with a
      warm smile, and knew he had won this time. She stared into his
      eyes, and her expression grew serious. "Fine, we'll go to this
      party." She reached up and straightened his tie, giving him a deep
      and aggressive kiss. "I love you Daren, but I don't like Victor
      Cross. I don't like the way he looks at me." Her face was set with
      a distracted frown, and the tie momentarily grew uncomfortably
      tight. "Victor Cross is going to try something someday if he and I
      keep attending the same functions. I can sense it just by looking
      at him. He's that kind of creep."

      Then she relaxed with a sigh, and Daren coughed as he readjusted
      his tie. " I can tell a man to go to hell with no problem at all,
      Daren Harlowe. But I know you want to kiss some ass. So if you want
      me to be polite, it's your responsibility to keep Mr. Cross well
      behaved tonight. Got it?"

      Daren gulped, and said "Yes, dear." as his wife kissed him on the
      cheek and ran out the door to make it to her job at the law
      firm.

      ...

      The party was just as fancy as Daren had imagined it. He could see
      elegantly dressed guests entering the ballroom as they drove past.
      He was glad that he had insisted that they both dress up. Gina was
      looking fabulous in a slinky little black dress, and he was doing
      his best to look dashing in his tailored suit. They had to park
      somewhat far away, and,as they got closer to the entrance, he
      noticed that the other guests exiting cars (all chauffeured of
      course) were wearing masks of various animals. Gina was quick to
      notice as well.

      "You didn't tell me that this was a masquerade, Daren!" She hissed
      angrily, grabbing his arm.

      "They didn't tell me either, dear." He fumbled for some sort of
      excuse. "I'm sure that they will be able to loan us something, we
      can't be the only ones."

      And in this case, much to his relief, he was correct. In the cloak
      room the attendant was very understanding.

      "Of course sir," he said sympathetically, "This happens all the
      time. We have some masks prepared for just such an eventuality." He
      stepped out for a moment and returned with two masks in hand.

      To Gina he presented a cute little mask with stylized cottony fluff
      and little ears. "A lamb," said Gina archly, studying the mask,
      "how...innocent."

      To Daren he presented a goat mask with large horns. A goat mask
      could be made to look manly and intimidating, almost satanic. This
      mask however, looked somewhat bug eyed and foolish.

      "Is everything to your liking sir? Madam? I could certainly see if
      we have other masks available..." His tone clearly implied that the
      attendant didn't have much hope.

      "No, these will be fine," said Daren firmly. Gina shot him a
      dubious look. Was he really ok with them looking so silly? Gina had
      seen the other guests' masks, and none of them were as cutesy as
      hers or as idiotic as his. Daren's mind was made up. Maybe this was
      some sort of test, but if it was, then the only way to pass was to
      show that it didn't bother him. And so, with little choice, they
      donned their masks and entered the floor of the party.

      ...

      The party buzzed with conversation. Small groups of animal masked
      men and women drank cocktails and ate hors d'oeuvres. There seemed
      to be a heavy sense of anticipation in the air as they made their
      way into the crowd. Daren heard the phrases "fresh meat" and
      "completely rigged", but he couldn't put context to the words. Gina
      clung to his arm, a concerned frown on her face. She had thought
      this would be just another stuffy office party, not this strange,
      opulent affair. As they pushed through a circle of masked guests,
      Daren noticed two large glass bowls filled with pink and blue
      plastic tags in the center of the room.

      He was about to turn to Gina and ask what she thought they were
      for, when he heard someone clinking a fork against a glass, and a
      loud deep voice calling for quiet.

      "Welcome my friends, to the yearly ball of the beasts!" Although
      the tall man was wearing a ebony bull mask which shrouded his face,
      his height, muscles, and dark skin made his identity obvious.
      Victor Cross. "Where we can all get in touch with the more...primal
      side of our natures"

      "I know that we have a few newcomers with us this year, so let me
      run through how this little evening will work." He seemed to stare
      directly at Daren and Gina with a shining, predatory grin. But he
      couldn't know them on sight, right? They were wearing masks. Gina
      held his arm with a grip that indicated he would be yelled at
      later.

      "Everyone will take turns drawing a number from the bowl. Mem will
      take a blue number, Ladies a pink number. Then, you will find your
      numbered table, and get ready for a long night of red hot... dinner
      and conversation." He winked lazily at the crowd, which laughed
      heartily.

      "But joking aside," He continued smoothly, "Although some little
      beasts have gotten a bit saucy in the past with their assigned
      date, there is no obligation here at all. If dinner and
      conversation is as far as you want things to go, you wouldn't be
      the first or the last."

      "So without further ado, ladies and gentlemen, let's pick some
      numbers!" He raised his hands wide, and was greeted with loud
      applause.

      "This is some weird kinky shit, Daren," said Gina, looking around
      the room suspiciously, "Let's just get out of here. It doesn't
      sound like there will be much opportunity for ass kissing anyway,
      if they are just planning on playing this fucking key party game
      all night."

      "And let's start with our newcomers!" Daren heard the loud deep,
      confident voice boom across the hall as the crowd turned to look at
      them. He had a choice to make. He could walk out, make Gina happy,
      and endure the whispers and laughs behind his back next monday.
      Everyone would say that he was too scared to play the game, or that
      he couldn't trust his wife to eat dinner with another man. ...Or he
      could man up, grit his teeth, have dinner conversation with a
      random lady, and survive the night. He was sure Gina wouldn't be
      happy, but she could endure an evening of boring conversation with
      some old executive and survive. He certainly didn't have to be
      worried about her being tempted to do anything else. He was more
      worried that she would knock out any man who tried. He could feel
      Gina's eyes burning into the side of his head, and the heat of the
      crowd's attention facing towards them. He made his choice.

      "You heard him honey, all you have to do is have dinner with
      someone. Then we can make our excuses and leave." It seemed like
      Gina was trying to say something else, but Daren had already walked
      forward and plunged his hand into the fishbowl with the blue number
      tags. Withdrawing his hand, he saw the number 00.

      Victor Cross peered over his shoulder, and seemed to be suppressing
      a laugh as he said. "Well well, ladies and gentlemen! Table Zero!
      What luck for a first time draw." The crowd also seemed to be
      suppressing giggles, some of them unsuccessfully.

      "Well Mr. Goat, the waiters will show you to your table."

      The waiters escorted him to a table on the far edge of the
      ballroom, in a somewhat dimly lit corner. As he sat, he could see
      Gina, silently seething, walk quickly to the pink colored fishbowl
      and retrieve a tag.

      "Table 1!" Cried out the bull masked Mr Cross, a strange note of
      triumph in his voice. "Couldn't ask for a better seat."

      Based on the numbers, Daren was hoping that zero and one would be
      close together, but no such luck. Table one turned out to be a
      central, well lit table on a small raised platform. It was far from
      where Daren was sitting. Gina sat, crossing her arms and legs in an
      annoyed posture, shooting daggers at him from across the
      room.

      "And now, my turn," Said Victor Cross with a sharp grin across his
      chiseled face. He snatched a tag right from the top of the mens'
      bowl and read it.

      "Table 1" He said, the cocky grin never leaving his face.

      ...

      Gina Harlowe was seething as she sat at the table she had drawn.
      She had warned her spineless husband that something was strange
      about this party, and yet here they were. She couldn't wait for the
      night to be over, and to stop feeling Victor Cross's piercing eyes
      crawling all over her body from behind his bull mask.

      She had had a run in with him at Daren's office Christmas party the
      year before. Well, no. Correction. It wasn't big enough to call a
      run in. She and Daren had been making awkward small talk with
      Victor, and Victor, as usual, was making barely veiled disparaging
      remarks about Daren in the form of jokes. It made her as angry then
      as it did now. Daren, her loving husband, was a kind, sweet, and
      thoughtful man, and the fact that swaggering assholes like Victor
      thought they would walk all over him made her grind her teeth in
      rage.

      Daren had suddenly walked away to try to catch the attention of a
      coworker, and for a moment it was just Victor and Gina alone by the
      punchbowl. And in that moment ... it was hard to describe, but
      suddenly she had been very aware that Daren was a big, attractive,
      muscular man, and she was a short and relatively weak woman. She
      had felt strangely... pliable. In his power. She wasn't sure what
      had happened, but those thoughts couldn't have come from her. She
      hated guys who saw things that way: Big, strong, tough, dominant
      men and weak, submissive, soft, girls. What a joke. She certainly
      never thought things like that herself! It must have been a sexist
      vibe given off by that man, but as she looked into his eyes at that
      moment, she knew that he could see those feelings in her. His deep
      brown eyes had followed her for the rest of the night, seeming to
      drink in her body, and she had sworn never to be in the same room
      as him again.

      She was so lost in recollection it took her a moment to notice that
      Cross himself had sat at the table across from her.

      Oh hell no.

      She is about to stand when Cross placed a large brown hand over
      hers, emphasizing the difference in size. "Gina, Gina, don't be so
      hasty."

      She snatched her hand away, instantly denying to herself the fact
      that his touch has sent a shiver up her spine.

      "I said sit down, girl." His voice was deep and strong. Before she
      knew what was happening, she had sat. Then, a split second later,
      when she had time to think, she started to get angry.

      "You think you can just order me around because my husband works
      for you?" she asked derisively. But she didn't get back up. "I
      probably make more than you!"

      "Yes, I've heard. A high powered lawyer," Victor said, warmly,
      "Very Ally Mcbeal. Do you wear shoulder pads to work?"

      What a smug condescending prick. "Don't need them. Everyone knows
      that I'm a killer."

      "Really? A tiger huh? You look more like a little lost lamb to me."
      He said with a chuckle.

      "Give me one reason why I shouldn't just get up and walk out the
      door."

      "And leave your poor little goat man alone at table Zero?" He
      gestured over his shoulder at Daren sitting by himself in the
      corner of the room, and Gina couldn't help it. She snorted a laugh.
      He just looked so ridiculous. She turned back to Victor, and didn't
      even notice the subconscious comparison her mind made between her
      silly looking husband and the dominant, suave man in front of
      her.

      "Fine Gina, I'll give you a reason." Victor deftly gestured to a
      waiter, who began pouring two glasses of wine.

      "I'm sure that you make a good amount at your job, but I am also
      sure that your household would struggle without poor little Daren's
      income." He swirled the wine beneath his nose before nodding at the
      waiter and waving him away.

      "Daren's sales numbers are, frankly, abysmal. He doesn't pull his
      weight. Charlie outperforms him 3 to 1 at least. And, on a personal
      level, I just find him weak. Contemptible. Below me. I have been
      thinking about firing him for months, since before last Christmas
      in fact. But something made me change my mind around that time." He
      leered across the table at Gina. "Can you guess what that might
      be?"

      His direct gaze made Gina's face flush for reasons she refused to
      examine. "Are you serious?" she said incredulously, "What you just
      admitted to me is all kinds of illegal. If you even tried to fire
      him after this conversation, especially after..." Her faced grew
      even more flushed, "Laying out some kind of sick quid pro quo, I
      could nail your ass to the wall in any courtroom in the
      state."

      "But you won't, Gina." Victor Cross was completely at ease, sipping
      wine and lounging in his perfectly tailored suit. "This
      conversation never happened. And I have plenty of numbers clearly
      demonstrating that your pathetic little husband is underperforming.
      It would be very difficult to prove that he was fired for any other
      reason."

      Gina gritted her teeth. His logic was twisted, but it wasn't
      wrong.

      "So what do you want from me then? Sex? Never going to happen." She
      proclaimed it suddenly and fiercely, even as the thought of being
      forced into sex with this jerk sent a shameful pulse of heat
      through her.

      Victor threw back his head and laughed warmly, and seemingly
      genuinely. " Never say never little lamb. But no, not right now."
      Gina couldn't believe the arrogance of this man. It took her breath
      away. She found she was literally breathing heavily. "I just want
      to play a little game. If you win, I guarantee that I will never
      fire your husband. I can't speak to anyone else in the
      organization, but it won't come from me."

      "And what do you get if you win?" asked Gina in a voice not nearly
      as firm and strong as she wanted it to be. Filthy images flashed
      across her mind despite her best efforts. This man had some sort of
      twisted charisma. An animal magnetism which was mixing her up. But
      she wasn't worried. Gina wasn't some sort of creature of instinct
      who couldn't control herself. She wouldn't be doing anything with
      Victor no matter what his leering eyes made her imagine.

      Victor grinned broadly, as though he could read her dirty thoughts.
      "You would agree to meet me socially for drinks. Just the two of
      us, no husband allowed. No more than that."

      "This game seems weighted in my favor."

      "I agree. Think of it as an incentive to convince you to
      play."

      Gina mulled the proposal. Well, it couldn't hurt to hear what he
      had to say. She could always shoot him down later if it seemed like
      he was up to something.

      "What game did you have in mind?"

      ...

      Daren sat by himself, watching in disbelief as, after a second of
      looking like she would storm out, his wife sat and began having a
      conversation with Mr. Cross. Well, one crisis averted. He watched
      nervously as other couples split and pulled tags from the
      fishbowls, finding their tables scattered across the room. He
      wondered which woman he would be paired with. Was Kate from
      reception at the party? No, stop it Darren, he told himself, your
      whole goal is to get through this with nothing but polite
      conversation. But as the line got shorter, and the fishbowls grew
      emptier, he began to grow impatient. He just wanted this farce done
      with, and the anticipation was killing him.
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      He began to notice some nearby tables discreetly pointing in his
      direction, and some stifled giggles. The line was nearly through,
      and before long, the last woman, in a feathery owl mask stepped up.
      Well, this must be it, he decided. She looked nice, as far as he
      could tell through the mask. She would probably be understanding of
      his desire to keep things polite but platonic. But the owl masked
      lady walked away to sit at table 34, next to another man sitting
      alone, and the waiters began to roll the empty fishbowls
      away.

      His eyes wide in incomprehension, Daren heard a loud roar of
      laughter from the nearby tables. People turned to him a laughed,
      now openly pointing. A chubby man in a wolf mask, a busty swan
      masked lady on his arm, walked up to slap Daren on the back.

      "Fucking table zero man! Hahaha you should see your face!" The mask
      covered his face well, but the voice and the scruffy stubble
      beneath the mouth made his identity clear. Charlie Fontaine, his
      least favorite person, and personal rival at work.

      "W-well," Daren stuttered, a tic he couldn't shake in times of
      stress or high emotion, "I don't get it, wasn't everyone supposed
      to be in p-pairs."

      "W-w-w-well Hardon," said Charlie, mocking Daren's stutter and
      using the loathed nickname that Charlie had saddled him with,
      "Everybody has to bring a date except Mr. Cross, and that leaves
      numbers uneven. So one poor lonely boy has to be over here all by
      himself."

      'Don't worry Hardon, you could always pull your little dick out and
      jerk off if the humiliation gets to be too much for you" Laughed
      Charlie as he groped the ass of the giggling swan woman beside him.
      "I think we are all likely to get some pretty great spank material
      tonight, if you catch my drift." He gestured with his head towards
      the center of the room. Towards table one? What was he implying?
      But he was already walking away, fondling the tits of the swan
      woman who was screaming in mock protest.

      Spank material? He could see Gina in rapt conversation with Mr
      Cross, who was leaning across the table towards her. He eyes were
      shining, her lips parted. Although she looked angry, there was a
      flushed and flustered look there that Daren was not used to seeing.
      Normally she was ice cold when she was angry. Alarmingly, Daren
      felt his penis stir in his pants. What was that reaction about? Why
      did seeing Gina and Mr. Cross, his hated boss together send his
      mind racing and his pants tightening?

      ...

      "Simple, little lamb. I want to play truth or dare." Said Victor,
      swirling his wine.

      "What is this, a preteen sleepover?" Scoffed Gina.

      "Strip truth or dare.First one completely naked is the loser"

      "And there it is. Another man who thinks with his dick."

      "You make it hard not to Gina." She felt a spasm of anger at his
      open flirtation with a married woman, but she felt something deeper
      as well, something more primal.

      "You're playing a losing game, Cross. Truth or Dare is the easiest
      game in the world if you aren't a gossipy teenage girl. I just have
      to pick truth every time."

      "Then it should be easy to win." Said Victor, supremely
      confident.

      Gina's mind worked quickly. It really did seem like this game would
      be easy to win, and it would give her a chance to humiliate this
      raging asshole. She seethed as she saw him smiling across from her,
      for some reason completely confident that he could beat her in a
      game where she had an advantage. God, sge wanted to knock him down
      a peg in front of all his rich asshole friends. She struggled to
      find the catch. She couldn't think of one.

      "Well Ms. Harlowe?"

      "...Fine, let's play."

      ...

      Daren tried to ignore the looks of mockery and pity turned his way
      from all corners of the room, but he was only so strong. The shame
      was starting to burn. Nothing seemed to be happening so far at
      table one at least, but he was glad the tables were fairly high;
      although he still didn't know why, seeing his wife and his boss
      have a heated discussion on the other side of the room had given
      him a rock hard erection. He was so distracted that he almost
      didn't notice as a slim young figure flounced across the room and
      sat across from him.

      She was a stunning young black woman with a cascade of shining,
      straight, dark hair. velvety Cafe au lait skin, soft looking lips
      which curved in a mischievous grin, and breasts that seemed huge on
      her slim frame. She was wearing a fox mask, with a deep orange
      low-cut dress to match. She smiled at him at him as she said "Table
      zero, huh. That's reeealy tough, mister..." She looked at him
      expectantly.

      "H-Harlowe." He said automatically, extending a hand awkwardly
      across the table to shake.

      "Oh my God," she gasped in mock outrage. "This whole thing is
      supposed to be anonymous, Mr Harlowe, I can't believe you told me
      your name." She ignored the hand, which Daren was forced to drop
      awkwardly.

      "Wait," she said, eyes sparkling, leaning across the table with
      keen interest. Daren couldn't help but get an eyeful of delicious,
      smooth, light brown flesh as she leaned forward. "You aren't
      related to Cassie Harlowe, are you?"

      Daren wasn't sure if he should answer, but her mesmerizing brown
      eyes locked on his drew it out of him. "Yes, she's my
      d-daughter."

      "No way! That hot little piece came from a wimp like you? No
      offense." She threw out the insult with a giggle.

      "How do you know her?" The Woman gave him an appraising look. "I
      guess fair is fair. She's in my grade at school."

      Whoa, this girl was a lot younger than he thought! She must have
      sensed the guilt in his eyes.

      "Haha, relax Mr. Harlowe. You haven't done anything but look. Not
      that I would let you do anything else anyway," She said with a
      momentary sneer, "Besides, I'm all grown up, see?" She ran her
      hands seductively over the front of her body.

      Daren tried to change the subject. "So, are y-you and Cassie
      friends?"

      A strange smile played on the young woman's lips. "I wouldn't say
      that Mr Harlowe, but we know each other. We see each other in the
      halls. Shes on the volleyball team and I'm in cheer, so we see each
      other for sports stuff"

      Daren tried very hard not to think about the young woman in a cheer
      uniform.

      "That's your wife at table one, isn't it Mr. Harlowe?"

      Daren didn't know how she knew that, but in the moment it didn't
      matter. He whipped his head around to look. "Yes. Why?"

      "Because I think she is about to take her dress off."

      ...

      "I'll let you start." Said Victor with supreme confidence, leaning
      back in his chair.

      "Fine. Truth or Dare."

      "Dare". His dark eyes were taunting her, burning into hers. She
      could feel a wet heat growing inside her.

      "Stand up on this table right now and declare your
      resignation."

      He laughed softly and toasted her with his glass. "No exaggeration
      on your part, Gina, A killer indeed." Then he silently slipped his
      shoes off his feet and set them to the side."

      "My turn. Truth or Dare."

      "Truth." Said Gina automatically and confidently.

      "How many times do you masturbate a month?"

      She felt a blush staining her cheeks. So this was his ploy, to
      embarrass her with the questions. Well the joke was on him. There
      was no way he could know the accurate number. And yes, maybe that
      number was a little... high. She was often stressed, and sometimes
      Daren couldn't...well, couldn't offer her what she needed in the
      moment. She just needed to pick a realistic number, not zero, but
      not high enough to be embarrassing.

      "Four. About once a week."

      Victor laughed and shook his head, then shook a finger at
      her.

      "What?"

      "No no no, dear Gina, you have to do better than that if you want
      to win. Take off some clothes."

      "Bullshit, I was telling the truth."

      Suddenly he seemed bigger, she could see the muscles defined
      clearly through his suit. His voice got low and insistent. "Some
      clothes, little lamb, or I will take them off myself."

      Fine, she would do what he said. Not because she wanted to obey
      him. Definitely not that. Just because it wasn't worth the
      argument. She removed one earring with a sullen look and dropped it
      on the table.

      "A pair is one item, my dear," Victor said mildly, gesturing to his
      removed pair of shoes, "Otherwise we will be here all night.

      She removed the other and placed it with annoyance next to the
      other.

      "My turn. Truth or Dare?" Snapped Gina.

      "Since you are playing hardball, I'm going to say truth."

      "Is your company involved with any illegal activities?"

      "Yes." Said Victor with a cocky grin.

      "Such as?"

      "You have to wait your turn if you want another question."

      Gina seethed. Such a petty trick. "Fine, no need to ask, I pick
      truth."

      Victor raised his eyebrows at the rush, but continued with his
      question.

      "Have you ever fantasized about being fucked by a black man?"

      Sweat trickled down Gina's face behind the mask. He couldn't know
      for sure, right? She could easily say no, in a light, easy voice,
      and move on. Everybody had a kinky fetish that they thought about
      once in a while, like when she was on work trips and Daren wasn't
      around, she would often bring along her trusty vibrator, and think
      about some fun, kinky scenarios to get herself off after a
      stressful day. But those were just fantasies, they were
      meaningless. Unconnected to real world desires. Besides, wasn't
      that image that flashed in her mind in the heat of self-passion, of
      the hulking black brute roughly conquering her little white pussy a
      bit...racist? If you really thought about it? Could she really
      admit that to the big black man watching her with knowing eyes from
      across the table.

      "No. Never." She said in a whisper. But her voice cracked, and she
      knew she was beaten. Victor didn't even have to say anything, he
      just raised his eyebrows, and she meekly removed her high heels and
      set them aside. Shame burned on her face, and she noticed with
      humiliation that she could feel a wet spot in her panties.

      "It's your turn, Gina. I choose truth." Said Victor knowingly,
      placing a large strong hand over her small delicate one. A shiver
      went up her spine again, and this time she didn't, or maybe could
      pull away.

      What was she going to ask again? His piercing eyes, his strong hand
      holding hers made it hard to focus. Maybe she could turn the tables
      on him, ask him an embarrassing question. She felt dizzy.

      "Do you ever fantasize about fucking married white women?"

      Victor leaned in close with an evil smile on his lips.

      "I don't need to fantasize about that, little lamb. Do you know
      why?"

      "Why?" She tried to make her voice strong, but it came out as a
      throaty whisper.

      "Because I do it all the time. Truth or Dare Gina."

      "Truth..."

      "Do you love your husband?"

      "Yes" This answer came easily and truthfully, and Gina felt a wash
      of relief, then of shame as she realized she had doubted herself.
      The answer only made Victor smile wider, like it was the answer he
      wanted to hear.

      "I choose Truth, Gina."

      She shook herself, and slowly drew her hand away. He was trying to
      distract her as a ploy to win. No more freebie questions.

      "Is your company involved in money laundering operations?"

      Victor tilted his head and gave her a chagrined look, then removed
      his suit jacket and hung it over a chair. At least he had gone
      without a tie tonight.

      "Truth or Dare, little lamb."

      "Truth" Gina felt weak and shaky. This felt much harder than she
      thought it would be.

      "Are you satisfied with the way your weak little husband fucks
      you?"

      The question hit her like a punch in the gut. Ok yes, it was true,
      maybe Daren was a little more... passive in bed than she would
      like. But that was because of her own dominant tendencies, which he
      tried to accommodate. It was fine. Sweet. Tender. Yes, she was
      satisfied. No, there was no connection to her fantasies about black
      men dominating her, making her submit, cumming in her mouth while
      they loomed above her... The fantasies were meaningless. She didn't
      want a black man to dominate her in real life. She couldn't accept
      it. Wouldn't accept it.

      "Of course." She said firmly, not realizing that she had accepted
      the description of her husband in the question by answering how she
      did.

      "That's a lie, little lamb." Victor reached across the table and
      titled her chin upwards from where she had bowed it in shame. His
      eyes bored into hers, his cocky grin making her furious and wet and
      humiliated. "And now you are going to take your dress off for
      me."

      ...

      Daren watched in disbelief and his wife, her face red under the
      mask, lifted her little black dress over her head and dropped in in
      a puddle on the ground, revealing lacy white lingerie. It matched
      the cute and innocent lamb mask much better than the dress. It
      clung to her curvy body seductively, showing off her wide hips,
      large breasts, and toned, tanned body. Why was she wearing nice
      underwear? Was she planning on surprising him tonight? ... Or had
      she thought something like this might happen?

      "Oh my God Mr. Harlowe!" Said the fox masked girl in an excited
      squeak, "Your wife is soooo hot!" She bounced in her seat in glee,
      pleasantly bouncing her clearly braless tits.

      "I wonder if she is going to get naked right here in front of
      everyone." She whispered excitedly, as he noticed that most of the
      eyes in the room were raptly focused on table one, where the show
      was ongoing. "A little slutty if you ask me, Mr. H. You must be
      suuuuuper embarrassed."

      And he was. But he couldn't look away, couldn't tear his eyes off
      his wife's heaving tanned tits barely held in by the lacy white
      fabric. At the confident, cocky black man across from her who had
      somehow convinced his fiery, confident wife to act like his
      personal whore.

      He felt sudden pressure pressing at his straining crotch under the
      table, looked down to see a slim brown foot in a fancy blue heel
      pressing on it.

      "Oh my god, you bad little pervert." Said the girl in a stage
      whisper, holding back a giggle, "Is seeing another man play around
      with your wife giving you a boner?"

      She rubbed her foot up and down, causing a delicious friction.
      "It's not good to hold it in, Mr. H. You got to let all of your
      emotions out. Let them out from here." She pressed her foot harder
      on his cock. "Then you can think through all of this stuff
      clearly."

      "Here!" She said cheerfully, crawling under the table. Where was
      she...? What was she planning to...?" He saw delicate brown fingers
      unbutton his pants and zip down the fly. He stared down into her
      big soft eyes, at her soft lips parted in a mocking smile. Was she
      going to?

      "Gross, old man!" She said playfully, swatting at a leg. "Im just
      giving you a little push, it's not like I'm going to suck your
      little dick or anything."

      "You just need to watch what happens to your wife and jerk your
      little dicky. You wouldn't be the only one." And a quick glance
      around showed him she was right, rhythmic disturbances of the
      tablecloth were happening across the ballroom, some assisted by
      partners, some not. "But because I feel so bad for you in your
      little humiliating nightmare, I will help you out a little." Her
      eyes twinkled as she looked up at him from between his legs, and
      behind his pale, average sized dick. "I'll help talk you off as you
      enjoy the show."

      He looked back up at table one to see his wife's magnificent tits
      free in the air, nipples looking painfully swollen, as Mr. Cross
      removed his pants. He could take it anymore. He gripped his rock
      hard penis as his whole body burned with shame. "Awww, so cute,"
      crooned the girl between his legs, "You look less like a goat and
      more like a lost little puppy."

      "Well puppy, start stroking, and I'll tell you what I think is
      going to happen between your wife and my dad..."

      ...

      She did it. Why did she do it? She could have refused. Slapped him
      in the face and stormed out. Maybe Daren got fired, maybe not. She
      could hear conversations die around the room as the cool air hit
      her body. Feel the burning eyes roam her curves. She tried to keep
      her legs together. She couldn't let anyone see the growing damp
      patch.

      She tried to remain collected. Calm. She took a deep breath. She
      was a woman who was in charge of herself... She was a woman who
      stripped to her lacy underwear in public because a big strong man
      told her too. She felt the humiliation down to her core, and belly
      and pussy roiled at the feeling.

      She tried to appear calm and focused as she perched on the edge of
      her chair.

      "Truth again, Gina." Drawled Victor as his eyes drank in every inch
      of her. His eyes locked on her tits, and she felt her nipples start
      to stiffen through the thin fabric.

      "Is your company involved in tax fraud?"

      He silently removed both socks. This was it, her way to win! He had
      the advantage in number of clothing items, and he was ahead. But
      all she had to do now was be honest, and keep hammering him with
      these legal questions.

      "I choose truth, you asshole!" " she said triumphantly.

      "Alright, fine. Do you enjoy sucking cock?"

      Her already hard nipples stiffened further and she squirmed in her
      seat. Alright, honesty. She could do this.

      "Yes and No."

      "That's a pretty wishywashy answer."

      "It's the truth. The way I feel about it is complicated." Said
      Gina, shrugging.

      Victor seemed to consider this. Then he nodded. "Fair enough. I
      choose truth. Hit me."

      "Is your company involved in smuggling operations?"

      Victor smiled and removed his shirt, revealing rippling ebony
      muscles.

      "Truth or dare, Gina?"

      "Truth of course!"

      "Do you only enjoy sucking big cocks?"

      How. How did he guess? He was smirking, holding back a laugh. She
      had enjoyed oral sex with a few well endowed college boyfriends:
      the feeling of submission and service had turned her on. But she
      had never been able to enjoy the act with Daren. She had told
      herself that it was because she was a different person. A grown
      mature woman who felt secure enough to no longer need that tingling
      taboo of submission to male dominance. But even she had to admit
      now that she had just been lying to herself. But she wouldn't admit
      it to him, that laughing, smirking asshole across from her. She
      wouldn't give him the satisfaction.

      With a swift movement, Gina reached behind herself and unclasped
      her bra, flinging it to the ground. Her tender swollen nipples felt
      almost scorched by not only the cool air, but the hot eyes of the
      crowd, by the inferno of Victor's hungry gaze. She realized now
      that by denying him her humiliation through telling the truth, she
      had only sentenced herself to the worse humiliation of giving him
      the view he had always wanted. Practically presenting her tits for
      his inspection.

      "I choose truth, Gina."

      "Is your company involved in wage theft?" She was getting
      desperate. She was running out of crimes common for large
      companies. But this one was a solid bet. Victor grimaced and
      removed his pants.

      " And now a question for you. You choose truth I assume?" She
      nodded her head.

      Suddenly he stood, naked except for black silk boxers. They left
      nothing to the imagination. She could see his enormous cock bulging
      against the fabric. Oh God, was it only half hard? Her question was
      answered as he loomed above her, a tower statue of muscle. A
      monument to male dominance. Her eyes grew wide, her breathing
      shallow. She squirmed in her seat as he bent over her, gripping her
      chin again in a strong hand once again and forcing her downcast
      eyes to meet his.

      "Do you think you or your pathetic husband could stop me if I
      decided to make you my woman?"

      "No" she said in a trembling whisper.

      "Sounds like my little lamb is finally being honest with herself.
      Give me a truth question"

      She had to get her head straight. She was intoxicated by his scent.
      This could win everything.

      "Is your company involved in banking fraud?" Victor looked
      conflicted, then stepped away and slowly dropped his silk boxers to
      the ground. His massive black cock sprang free into the air,
      rapidly growing to its full, intimidating size.
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      Gina felt stunned. It was over. She almost laughed in relief,
      sinking back into her chair with a smile. She began reaching for
      her bra when Victor asked her "And what is it that you think you
      are doing, dear Gina?"

      "It's over Victor. I win. Look at you. You're naked."

      Victor smiled and raised his hand, tapping at the black bull mask
      on his face. "Not quite, little lamb. Not quite."

      He grinned. "Truth or Dare?"

      Gina gulped, the tension and arousal flooding back in a wave.
      "Truth"

      "Is your husband jerking off at this very moment?"

      Gina took a moment to understand the question. "What the
      fuck?"

      ...

      As Daren's eyes locked on the stage, his boss's rippling muscles,
      his wife's bare tits, the fox girl began speaking to him in a low,
      sultry, rhythmic voice. First matching the pace of his stroking,
      then seeming to take control, as he started to match the pace of
      her voice instead.

      "Tonight is just the first step, puppy. I've seen my dad do it
      dozens of times. He has a talent, a real gift for finding hot women
      married to pin-dicked pathetic losers. Tonight is all about
      planting the seed in her head. Making her think about him. Getting
      her obsessed. It's not about taking her pussy. Not yet. That will
      happen later. And wow, will it happen! Again and again, all night
      loooong, hours and hours of hot, naughty, sweaty fucking. But for
      now, after tonight, she's going to think it was a one time deal.
      You watch puppy, she is going to come to you tonight with the same
      thing they always say: I don't know what came over me. I was drunk.
      He forced me. Maybe she will even believe it. But my dad is a
      patient man. And the hard truth is that my dad is smarter than her.
      You can already see it." The girl was so close he could feel her
      hot breath on his swollen cock. "She has stopped thinking with her
      brain and started thinking with her cunt. And when that happens,
      it's already over. She is going to be his. It's already a done
      deal. And do you know what you are going to be? A prop. A sex toy.
      A marital aid. Someone they keep around to make their nasty, dirty
      sex that much hotter, that much more taboo. And the really funny
      thing is (to me at least) is that you are going to fucking love it.
      Oh the shame, the humiliation! It's going to make you rock hard
      every time you even think about puppy! Let alone see it. And you
      will see it puppy, I really think you will, just not tonight. My
      Dad loves forcing pathetic husbands to watch him conquer their
      wives. And I think your wife will grow to love forcing you to watch
      too. I think she loves you now, and maybe she always will. But she
      will grow to love humiliating you more, because she will do
      anything to please him, because she is going to start loving him
      more and more every day, until you get squeezed out."

      He was so close, huffing and puffing, jerking his dick as fast as
      he could.

      "And the best part is puppy, now that I'm eighteen, I can get
      involved as well, Dad promised me! It will be lots of fun, I Just
      know it. I'll be with you every step of the way! Now let it all out
      puppy, all of that shame juice. Squirt all that dirty stuff out and
      maybe things will make sense again." But her dark, joyful eyes knew
      better. And Daren's eyes were so glued to table one that he didn't
      even notice that she had been filming his jerking session for some
      time, and captured his groan as he splattered the underside of the
      table. Luckily she had moved away fast enough to dodge the loser's
      slime.

      ...

      What kind of ploy was this exactly? She realized with shame that
      she hadn't really been thinking about Daren much in the last few
      minutes, but this had to be horrible for him. There was no way he
      was twisted enough to get off on something like this. In any case,
      the question was flawed.

      "That's not fair, I can't be expected to know the answer to
      that."

      Victor shrugged, making his muscles move in a highly fascinating
      way across his chest.

      "I don't remember agreeing to any rules. Answer if you want or not.
      You could even quit the game right now if you wanted to."

      Trying to escape, was he? She had him on the ropes. He had only one
      item of clothing remaining and she had two. She couldn't back down
      now.

      "Ok fine. No, obviously my husband is not jerking off right
      now."

      Victor chuckled as he reached to the table for his phone, tapped it
      a few times, and pushed it towards her. Her stomach flipped. The
      video was in HD, clear as day. It was a live stream. Someone
      filming from below was capturing her husband grunting, tugging his
      pale little dick, head turned towards the stage. Jerking it.
      Getting off on her degradation. She felt a twist of anger, and a
      surprising twist of lust as well.

      "Well little lamb, I'm sorry, but that answer was just not true.
      I'm afraid those panties are coming off." And, suddenly he bent
      down, gently lifting her off her chair, causing her to yelp in
      surprise. Then Victor laid her back onto the table. With a devilish
      look on his handsome fave, he slowly peeled down her now soaking
      wet panties, leaving a glistening strand of fluid for a moment as
      they pulled away from her soaking pussy.

      No way, this couldn't be happening. Heads and hands bobbed in laps
      as all of her husband's coworkers saw her exposed, tits jiggling
      with rapid breaths, wet pussy glistening in the soft lighting. She
      was in awe, terrified of the huge black man looming above her. She
      skipped the formalities, in her rush to end her humiliation. What
      was another crime that she could ask about to finish this
      game?

      "Is your company involved in.... Involved in... shit!"

      His cocky grin seemed to fill the sky above her. His massive cock,
      obscenely drooling precum, sat positioned directly above her
      throbbing, soaked pussy. She could only think of one crime.

      "Is your company involved in prostitution?" It was a long shot, but
      maybe he wouldn't want to...

      "Yes" said his deep voice above her.

      What? No, this couldn't be happening! He was supposed to refuse to
      answer! Now he would get another turn!

      "Dare or Dare, little lamb."

      "What?" Said Gina, confused, unable to break her eyes away from the
      monstrous cock, hovering so close above her pussy that she could
      feel its heat, "But truth, I want truth though."

      "Don't you think we understand each other perfectly by this point?
      I think we have the truth. It's time for action now." He said it
      all in a deep, forceful voice. It sounded like it made sense. Did
      it make sense? The truth questions had been hard. Maybe a dare
      would be easier.

      "Um... Dare." She said in a faltering voice.

      Victor's smile shone like a supernova, it made her feel lost and
      scared.

      "Give me a kiss."

      That was it? That wouldn't be so hard! She tried to hop confidently
      to her feet, but her knees were weak. She stumbled and fell, knees
      on the ground, feet to the sides. Her stomach butterflies, her legs
      jelly. The crowd, watching the shameful display, tittered at her
      clumsiness. She tried to rise, but a strong black hand reached down
      to the top of her head and stopped her, holding her down.

      "Give me a kiss, little lamb." Oh no. No no no. He couldn't mean...
      Victor loomed above her, arms crossed over his bulging chest, legs
      wide. His eyes flicked down meaningfully, directing her gaze
      between his legs. His shining ebony cock jutted out in the air
      above her. Towering over her. Strong. Dominant. The definition of
      male power and control. And now she was being commanded to kiss it.
      To demonstrate her total humiliating submission to this cocky,
      arrogant prick of a man. To degrade herself and her femininity in
      front of this leering crowd. Her hatred of this man and her love
      for her husband warred with her drive to win at any cost and the
      insidious desire to be dominated that Victor had been instilling in
      her all night. Her head felt fuzzy. She hesitated, confused.

      "Gina." Said Victor in a clear, resonant voice. He was no longer
      smiling. "Kiss. It."

      Her strange new desire to submit momentarily overwhelmed Gina. She
      raised herself up onto her knees, grabbing Victor's muscular legs,
      one in each hand. Then she leaned forward and gently, but firmly
      planted her soft lips on the bulging head of Victor's cock. Her
      eyes were big and round as she gazed at the hard, gloating eyes
      above her. Her lips came away slimy with precum.

      "Good job, beautiful, " Victor said warmly. "Well done." But his
      hand was firm on her shoulder. He wouldn't let her rise.

      She was suddenly hit by an overwhelming wave of guilt, humiliation,
      and fear. She was afraid of this huge man, what he could do to her.
      What he could make her do to him. What he could make her want to
      do.

      "Are you... are you going to make me suck your cock in front of all
      these people?" Her voice was thick, and she felt a strange blend of
      shame, arousal, and anticipation as juices slipped down her
      leg.

      Victor gave her a hard grin. "Not if you don't want to, little
      lamb. But I think you will. And I think that counts as a truth
      question." He was cheating, but at this point Gina was beyond
      caring.

      "Truth or dare Gina"

      "Dare"

      "Suck my cock, you horny little slut."

      She gripped his cock in her hand, feeling the heaviness, the
      warmth, the slickness. And then she glanced over her shoulder at
      her husband. Not even watching anymore. His head in his hands, sad
      and defeated. Her usual fire roared back.

      "Never." She whispered.

      "What's that, lamb?"

      "Never!" She yelled, tearing off her lamb mask. "Do you hear me
      Victor Cross? I swear that I will never, never let that freakish
      cock of yours past my lips. Ever!"

      But her moment of triumph curdled when she saw VIctor's face, and
      the cocky grin still plastered there.

      "Ladies and gentlemen, " said Victor, turning to the crowd,
      unashamed of his impressive nakedness, "Now that she is unmasked,
      we can see that this evening's entertainment has been provided by
      none other than the lovely Gina Harlowe! Isn't Daren a lucky
      man?"

      Gina cringed as dozens of smartphones took pictures of her unmasked
      face and exposed body, still kneeling in front of the masked Victor
      Cross.

      As Gina struggled and failed to use her hands to completely conceal
      her nudity, she heard Victor laughingly say "I'm looking forward to
      our date, Gina!"

      ...

      That night, Gina and Daren kissed and made up. After seeing his
      wife degraded on a stage in front of his coworkers, Daren was
      limply apologetic about asking her to go in the first place. When
      she asked, he said the whole thing was horrible to him and he
      couldn't watch. She said that Victor Cross had coerced her with
      blackmail, that she had been drunk, maybe something was put in the
      wine. She didn't know what came over her. Even after the ordeal,
      they both went to bed as a supposedly happy couple. But both of
      their minds kept spinning late into the night.
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      Renee leaned back in the rolling chair, relaxed and happy. Things
      looked like they were finally going her way. The chair made a
      rhythmic squeaking noise from the work happening below, but Renee
      paid it no mind as she scrolled through her phone. Picture after
      picture of that clown of a white woman and her big bare titties.
      Video stills of that pathetic little worm tugging his little
      dicklet. It was almost too perfect. And the best part was that
      these two losers were that little bitch's mommy and daddy.

      She tapped the head of the petite blond woman who had been
      enthusiastically tonguing her pussy. "What have you heard about
      Cassie Harlowe, slave? Are people still talking about her for prom
      queen?"

      The woman's eyebrows drew together in a look of concern, not
      wanting to say anything to displease her mistress, but feeling
      compelled to answer. It was too funny, the dumb look on her face
      combined with the shiny wetness of Renee's juices covering her
      chin. She had no idea how much she looked like the little bimbo she
      had become.

      "Well, you know, yes mistress." She said in a high pitched valley
      girl accent. Renee had forced it on her at first, but by now she
      was slipping into it accidentally even when they weren't together.
      "I like, totally don't get it, but she's, like, suuuper
      popular."

      Renee sighed. That was because Cassie was naturally beautiful,
      smart, and sweet. That was why it had taken Renee so long to find a
      lever, something that she could use to get her under her thumb like
      everyone else at this school. But now she had it: something that
      would allow her to craft perfect little Cassie's fall from grace.
      She had a feeling that with what she had planned, she could make
      her fall a looooong way.

      "When is your next appointment, Ms. Chambers?" Said Renee with a
      mocking emphasis on the title she should have been using, as a
      student.

      "Well, mistress," whined the blonde in a little girl voice, "I have
      another student coming in about ten minutes to talk about next
      semester's schedule."

      "Great!" Said Renee with a wide smile. She lazily reached one
      silky, coffee colored leg around Ms. Chambers head, ignoring her
      half-hearted protests, drawing her in, "Then it sounds like you
      have 9 more minutes to "Counsel" my pussy."

      She flipped through the photos again as her orgasm built, and she
      imagined the horrible things that were going to happen to Cassie
      Harlowe.

      ...

      Gina was trapped. Powerless. Completely at his mercy. He towered
      above her, impossibly big and wide. His cock was huge, swollen and
      dripping. It looked hard as iron and soft as velvet. It was dark
      brown, but seemed to glow from within. Frightening, but
      unbelievably tempting. And above it floated his chiseled face,
      locked in the curved, arrogant grin. A grin that said she was his,
      no matter how she felt about it. She could smell him, almost taste
      him, with the memory of his precum on her lips flashing into her
      mind, how she had shamefully darted the tip of her tongue out,
      because she had to know how it tasted. Flashbulbs flashed around
      her. A faceless, jeering crowd surrounded them, anonymous witnesses
      to her debasement. Her submission. She could feel the rage building
      in her, the shame...but also the animal lust. She couldn't resist
      any longer, she leaned forward, locking her eyes with his, opening
      her mouth in a soft "Ahhhh" shape. His grin grew wider, meaner, the
      laughter of the crowd swelled...

      Gina woke in a tangle of sweaty sheets, her mind racing and her
      pussy aching and wet. She looked over at the clock. 3 AM. So much
      for getting a good night's rest. It had been a week since that
      horrible night at Daren's fucking party, and she had been doing her
      best to keep Victor and the whole situation out of her mind.

      Despite Gina's resolution to put the event behind her, she had
      found herself obsessively checking sleazy websites to make sure
      that no nude photos had been posted of her kneeling in front of
      black cock. As a consequence, she had been forced to look at many
      many photos of women who were not her kneeling in front of black
      cock. It was simply precautionary research, of course. There was no
      other reason she would want to see photos like that. All that
      research must be why the subject had come up in her dreams. Well,
      now she was wide awake. And horny, maybe hornier than she had ever
      been. She slipped a finger into her panties, and couldn't stop
      herself from letting out a soft moan.

      Well, what else did she keep Daren around for, if it wasn't moments
      like these?

      "Baby!" She hissed, "Wake up!"

      In response, he grunted and turned over.

      "Your wife needs you, stud," She whispered, and straddled him,
      Reaching for his crotch.

      "What? What time is it honey?" Said Daren in a muzzy, half-asleep
      voice, "What are you doing?"

      "Trying to have sex with my husband, silly." Said Gina in a flirty
      voice. Damn it Daren, read the mood. This is important. She planted
      soft, wet kisses on her husband's neck.

      "Nooo baby, not now. I need to sleep. You know I have a big meeting
      tomorrow. Let's try tomorrow night, or, better yet, Friday."

      And with that, he turned over, and in seconds started to
      snore.

      Typical. Gina huffed her frustration, and collapsed to her side of
      the bed. What did she expect? When had Daren ever risen to the
      occasion in bed? Well if he wanted to miss out, maybe she would
      just have to take care of the job herself. She rolled over and
      pulled open her beside drawer, moved aside some magazines placed
      for camouflage, and took out her trusty vibrator.

      Mmmm, yes that felt good. Maybe even better than Daren would have.
      This was definitely the right choice. Now she could just cum and
      get that asshole out of her head. The fucking prick, with his
      expensive haircut, and his stupid fucking smile, and his massive
      black... Gina realized with a start that she had begun feeling even
      better, and was, in fact, close to the edge already. She quickly
      pulled the vibrator away from her pussy. What the fuck? Her brain
      and her pussy must still be all mixed up from that sex dream she
      had been having. Time to return to safer mental waters. She
      imagined some of her college boyfriends. That was a tried and true
      fantasy. It usually made her a little guilty, fantasizing about
      other men, but right now it seemed safe, almost quaint. Ted,
      winning an important game in intramurals with a crucial last minute
      basket, and pointing to her on the side-lines, in a tight top and
      short little skirt. Stripping off those same clothes for him later,
      with him still elated, still feeling powerful from the game. The
      image was usually a winner, but this time it felt a little flat,
      hollow. Something was missing. She moved the vibrator aggressively,
      pressing it tightly to her sticky, throbbing pussy. No, it wasn't
      working. Gina writhed her body, pinching a nipple, craving release.
      What had that fucker done to her? That fucking son of a bitch, that
      onyx statue of a man. Did he think that he had won? That he had
      defeated her completely? Was she just a weak loser in his eyes? A
      little cocksucker that he could toy with? She removed the vibrator
      from her clit again and pounded the bed in frustration, barely
      holding back a scream of rage as she realized that she had gotten
      within a hair's breadth of orgasm again when her mind had drifted
      to Victor. Daren muttered and shifted in his sleep like the useless
      lump he was. There was only one solution.

      Gina grabbed her phone from the bedside table and typed "porn" in
      the search bar. She had rarely, if ever, done so before and didn't
      really know what to look for. She clicked the first link, seeing a
      site for sharing video clips pop up. She typed "Big Cock" in the
      search bar, then after some thought, changed it to "Big White
      Cock", and clicked search. Well, there certainly wasn't a lack of
      videos. She found a thumbnail that looked interesting and started
      watching, returning her vibrator to her waiting pussy.

      A large muscular bald man was pumping what was indeed a very large
      white cock into the little pussy of a cute dark haired girl half
      his age. The video was fine, pretty hot actually, apart from
      looking a little fake and unnatural. But for some reason it just
      wasn't doing the trick. She clicked a video from the recommended
      bar on the side of the screen. A pale redhead was kneeling at the
      feet of another large muscular white man, licking and sucking and
      worshiping with a good show of enthusiasm. She liked it, and it
      looked less fake then the last one, but it still wouldn't quite get
      her there. Gina let out a soft, frustrated sound in her throat as
      she twisted a nipple in her hand. She tried another video. Another.
      She turned the vibrator up a setting, which made it uncomfortable.
      She switched it back. She tried getting on all fours while
      watching. Another video. She tried sucking her own nipples. Her
      breasts had been big enough to do so since she was a teen, but she
      had always avoided the act, even when boyfriends asked her to. It
      always seemed a bit too dirty, something that a slut would do. Now
      she did it. And it felt good, but it didn't make her cum. She
      switched through videos rapidly, until she accidentally hit one
      that she hadn't intended to.

      A small blond woman was having her pussy stretched by a massive
      black dick. Her large fake breasts were bouncing uncontrollably as
      she let out loud, cartoonishly fake moans with a practiced look of
      ecstasy on her face. Gina felt a tingle run up her spine as heat
      grew in her pussy. She knew the whole point was to avoid imagery
      like this, but she couldn't look away. She felt a massive orgasm
      building in her, rumbling forward unstoppably like a massive
      freight train. Her legs began to tremble and shake. A sweet, low
      moan escaped her lips without her intending it. Her legs spread
      wide and her toes began curling. With a trembling hand, she reached
      for the phone to betray herself, to make it even sweeter. She let
      her pride, her anger, and her dignity go, and let her pussy decide.
      She skipped ahead to the end of the video, to see what she wanted:
      the blond woman kneeling at the dark man's feet as he jerked his
      cock directly above her moaning face, splattering it with his hot
      cum. And she came with him, splattering her sheets, moaning loudly,
      and bucking her hips against the vibrator. Daren mumbled another
      question about what was going on, but she ignored him until he went
      back to sleep. She felt so satisfied, so deliciously fulfilled,
      that she couldn't even think any unpleasant thoughts about what had
      just happened. She smiled softly and warmly and fell into a deep
      restful sleep. So restful, that the next day she didn't have a
      clear memory of what had happened. But deep inside her mind, new
      links had been strengthened.

      ...

      "Of course I'm going to go," said Gina decisively, "it sounds like
      it's your job on the line." She was once again working quickly to
      make her normal large mug of morning coffee, and had the focused
      energy that Daren thought of as distinctly "Gina". He just wished
      that she didn't seem so confident about this particular
      issue.

      "I mean, maybe, but he might have just been saying that in order
      to... you know."

      "In order to do what, Daren Harlowe?" Gina gave him a cold flat
      look from across the kitchen. She had been totally unwilling to
      have any discussion at all about the events of the party. It had
      quickly become a totally taboo subject between them. She moved past
      it, and resumed making her coffee. "I don't believe your boss about
      most things Daren, but I believe him about that. Fair or not, he is
      definitely considering firing you."

      She grabbed her full mug and walked right up to him, staring right
      up into his eyes. Her presence and strength of personality were as
      captivating as usual, and she had turned the dial up to eleven this
      morning.

      "You know that with the new car and the renovations to the house
      last summer, we can't really afford to go down to one income right
      now. Not to mention Cassie starting college in less than a year.
      The places she has been applying to aren't cheap, Daren." She
      patted him gently on the cheek and gave him a sharp smile, "Let me
      take care of it for you, baby. Victor Cross might act tough, but
      we'll see how he does against me when he isn't on his home
      turf."

      Daren felt his resistance waver, but he had to try one last time.
      "B-but, honey, going on a date? Don't you think that that's a
      little..." He wasn't sure how he wanted to finish the sentence.
      Risky? Disrespectful to him? Encouraging to Victor? But he was
      saved from having to finish the sentence by Gina. "Oh come on
      Daren, it's not a date. More like a meeting. It takes two people
      agreeing in order to make a date." She clicked her way towards the
      door on her high heels, throwing over her shoulder: "Just watch
      babe, Victor Cross is about to learn exactly how much of a bitch I
      can be when I get mad."

      ...

      When Cassie Harlowe got out of bed that morning, she was just
      positive that it was going to be another great day. The last of her
      college applications were written and mailed, with plenty of top
      schools and safeties included, just to be sure. Things were going
      really well on the volleyball team as well. She had been a little
      nervous at first that she would find it too difficult, and that it
      might cut into her homework time too much, but all the girls were
      so nice and supportive, and it turned out to be really fun. She
      knew her mom would have liked for her to join cheer, but Gina would
      just have to deal with the disappointment. Gina had been a control
      freak for Cassie's whole life, but she certainly wasn't going to
      control Cassie's senior year. She just wished her mom could see her
      as a grown woman, and show her a little respect. She wasn't asking
      for much.

      Despite their tension, it made her a little sad that her mom had
      already left the house by the time she reached the kitchen. "Sorry
      sweetie," said her Dad with a wry grin, " you know how she is,
      'hurricane Gina'. I think she had an early meeting today." Poor
      sweet daddy, thought Cassie with a loving smile, always making
      excuses for her wrecking ball of a mom. Gina had probably just
      forgotten that she had agreed to eat breakfast as a family more
      often. Cassie made a mental note to try to get ready a little
      earlier, so they could spend more time together. She knew they were
      both stubborn women, but suspected that her mother wanted an end to
      the fighting just as much as she did. And she would get it. As soon
      as she showed Cassie a bit more respect.

      Well at least she would always be close to dear old dad. She gave
      him a tight hug. "Well, can you stay for some breakfast, daddy?"
      She asked in her sweetest voice. She knew that her father had a
      really hard time resisting when she played up the sweet little
      daughter act. But today he seemed distracted for some reason. "I'm
      afraid not, pumpkin, I've got a work thing as well. But I'll try to
      speak to your mother about breakfast. Tomorrow maybe." And with
      that he was out the door as well.

      Huh, what was going on with those two?

      ...

      The whole mood of the day shifted as soon as Cassie got on the bus.
      Something was definitely... off. The whole bus had the mood of a
      loud conversation that had suddenly gone quiet. Although the little
      kids clearly had no idea what was going on, they caught the mood
      from the Seniors and also turned to watch her get on. She could
      feel the eyes of the other bus riders as she moved towards the
      back. The kids were just curious, but she got a weird vibe of ...
      contempt? Pity? From the older girls. But it was the boys who were
      the main problem. She could feel, and in some less subtle cases,
      see their eyes crawling all over her. Some of them practically had
      their mouths open and drooling. Her face had turned bright red by
      the time she slumped in the seat next to her friend Kelsey. As she
      sat it seemed like the whole rest of the bus erupted into whispers.
      Kelsey seemed like she was avoiding looking her in the eye.

      "What the heck? What is going on Kelsey?" She almost gasped, "Why
      is everyone acting so weird?"

      "Nothing," mumbled Kelsey, turning towards the window, her face
      almost as red as Cassie's.

      "Kelsey come on," said Cassie, noticing pointed fingers and
      whispers seeming to come from everywhere further back in the bus,
      "This is freaking me out." Some of the boys seemed to be staring at
      their phones, looking at her, and then back and forth.

      "Ok, Cassie I'll tell you," Said Kelsey in a miserable tone, "but
      don't shoot the messenger, ok?"

      Cassie gulped, waiting for the shoe to drop.

      "Some of the Senior boys have been sending around a really gross
      picture, and everybody is saying that it's your mom."

      ...

      Daren had a truly terrible day at work. It had been much the same
      for the past week: the laughter and smirks behind his back, the
      hilarious "jokes" about how lucky of a man he was, and the sudden
      huge jump in casual disrespect. It was though anyone who had been
      at the party suddenly couldn't see him as a man anymore, and the
      worst part was, even those who hadn't been there had seen the
      pictures. Charlie had made sure of that.

      He had announced the Monday after the party that he was trying to
      get the best shots that he could together for a personal project,
      and asked everyone to send in all the pictures they had taken, and
      had shared some of the best ones around the office in an email
      recounting the events of the party.

      "Hey Hardon!" Called Charlie from his office as Daren passed, "Come
      in here a second, I got something to show you." As much as Daren
      didn't want to, he knew that denying Charlie his fun would only
      cause him to make a scene. So he shuffled meekly into the
      office.

      "Check this out, Hardon, I've been working on this all week." He
      roughly turned his monitor so that Daren could see. It was a layout
      for a calendar, with the pictures taken from the party. January had
      his lamb-masked wife removing an earring with a steely glint in her
      eye, the angle giving a great view of her cleavage in the little
      black dress.The rest followed in roughly chronological order. Gina
      removing her high heels, showing a shapely, smooth leg. Gina with
      her dress covering her face as she pulled it off. Several months of
      Gina standing in a defiant wide-legged pose while wearing only a
      lacy bra and panties, shot from different angles, likewise, several
      of Gina casting her bra aside defiantly, showing her magnificent
      tits to the crowd. Gina laid back on the table, her swollen pussy
      freshly revealed, her face in open mouthed dismay that could be
      mistaken for a moan. The last couple were of her kneeling at
      Victor's feet. One shot emphasized her ass, another her tits, but
      they all showed the scene as erotically and graphically as
      possible. Charlie must have had dozens to comb through to find the
      very best ones.

      Daren fought to keep himself from getting aroused. He had only seen
      this play out from a distance, and these porny angles were having
      an effect on him.

      "But you haven't seen Miss December yet, Hardon," said Charlie with
      a chuckle, "Waaaay less sexy than the others, but I think the humor
      makes up for it." He scrolled down to show Daren the image for
      December. Oh fuck. It was Daren himself, shot from a low angle,
      foolish looking goat mask on his face, mid moan and he came all
      over himself. No wonder everyone had know if was him right away,
      the goat mask did nothing to disguise him at all.

      "I'm thinking that I get these bad boys printed up, sell them
      around the office for 20 dollars a pop," said Charlie with a
      snicker, " What do you think, Hardon? I think I'd make a killing.
      Tell you what, because you and your lovely wife contributed so
      much, I'll kick you back a dollar for each copy sold. 5 dollars if
      she lets me shoot a couple more, we've got a lot of duplicate
      scenes."

      "Y-you can't do this Charlie. It's illegal!" Squeaked Daren in a
      fit of fear and shame.

      Charlie Roared with laughter. "Don't worry Hardon, just a little
      joke! Of course I'm not going to sell them. I can't spread this
      good shit around. I'm just making one of these for personal use."
      He patted Daren roughly on the shoulder. "But I saved the best one
      for a special place of honor," said Charlie, minimizing the
      calendar project, "So I can see it everyday." His desktop
      background was his beautiful wife, her deep blue eyes soft,
      submissive, and upturned, as she planted a firm kiss on the tip of
      his boss's big black cock.
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      ...

      Cassie's stomach flipped and tied in knots as she sped walked into
      her homeroom and put her head on her desk, covering her head to try
      to avoid the burning stares she felt in every direction. She didn't
      look up until she heard someone sit beside her and gently touch her
      shoulder.

      It was Peter, one of her best friends from middle school. And
      secretly her crush, although she would never tell him that in a
      million years. He was the last thing she needed right now, just
      another confusing layer on an already confusing day. But he didn't
      look at her with the slimy eyes that the other guys had today. He
      looked at her with sincere concern.

      "I'm so sorry Cassie. I want you to know that I didn't look. I
      mean, I saw it pop up in the senior boys' group chat, but I just
      scrolled right past it." He was a little awkward, but at least he
      was trying to be empathetic.

      "It's not my mom." Said Cassie fiercely.

      "Of course not," said Peter with wide eyes, 'but you know how guys
      can be, they think with their dicks."

      "And I really don't get it," Said Cassie, trying to hold back
      tears, "Even if it was her, I don't see why that means every guy
      has to try to get a look at my..." and she made a gesture over
      herself encompassing much of her body before collapsing to the desk
      again, miserable.

      "Men are pigs, honey," said a smooth and confident voice from the
      desk on her other side. Cassie turned and saw Renee, the beautiful
      and confident captain of the cheer squad sitting and checking her
      makeup in her phone camera. "They think they got a peek under your
      mother's clothes, so they are curious how you match up."

      Well that isn't comforting, thought Cassie darkly, but she had to
      admit that it made a lot of sense.

      "You have seen the photo, right Cassie?" said Renee with a
      questioning look, turning to her.

      "No! Why would I want to see that?"

      "Yeah," said Peter loyally, "I didn't look at it either, why would
      she be interested?"

      "Oh girl, I really think you should though!" Said Renee with wide
      eyes, placing a delicate hand on Cassie's shoulder. "This whole
      shitty thing blowing up is because of this photo, how can you
      respond to it if you don't have all the info?"

      What she was saying didn't sound wrong, but Cassie still wasn't
      sure that she wanted to see a nude photo of any lady, especially
      one who was supposed to look like her mom.

      "Here," said Renee firmly, and scrolled through her phone for a
      moment, 'I'm a member of the senior boys group chat. You know,
      spying on the enemy," she said with a mischievous wink, " Don't
      tell anybody."

      Then without further discussion, she clicked the phone down on the
      desk in front of Cassie, with a photo brought up full screen.

      Cassie was speechless as her eyes roamed over the photo. It showed
      a short curvy woman kneeling on the ground, her face covered by a
      ridiculous wooly little lamb mask, but the rest of her wasn't
      covered at all. And above her could clearly be seen a big
      black...oh my gosh.

      Cassie had to admit that she could see why the boys were going a
      little crazy. She herself was feeling a little flushed, and her
      lips parted slightly as she started breathing a little more
      heavily. It wasn't that she was into girls, definitely not, of
      course she wasn't, she would know! It was just that the situation
      itself, the kneeling, the mask, the black you-know-what, it was all
      so dirty.

      Her eyes roamed over the full boobs, the hard nipples with large
      areolas, the thick thighs, and the slightly glistening vagina,
      topped by a neatly trimmed patch of blonde public hair. She was
      suddenly hyper aware of her own body. Were her boobs that big? Her
      thighs? Would she look like that, if she were... in that situation?
      She had a sudden impulse to run her hands over her body. But no,
      that would be giving the boys what they wanted to see. But what
      would it feel like to run your hands over a body like that?

      "Uhhh, hello," Said Renee with a giggle, snatching away her phone,
      "Earth to Cassie. I told you to take a quick look, not drool over
      it like the boys."

      "Not cool, Renee!" Said Peter hotly, leaping to her defense, "you
      know this whole thing has been shitty for her. She was probably
      just shocked when you forced her to look at it. "

      "You're right Peter," said Renee contritely. "That was a tasteless
      joke. Let me know if you need to talk later Cassie, I'm here for
      you." With that she gave Cassie's hand a squeeze, then turned away
      as the teacher started class.

      Cassie smoothed her pants and tried to calm down. She was glad that
      she had worn layers today, and she wrapped the flannel shirt she
      was wearing around her body and shivered a little. There was no
      possible way that fascinating woman in the porn photo was her mom.
      That wasn't what Cassie's body was like, right?

      ...

      Gina's day at work was busy, like any other. At her law firm there
      was no room for slacking, not if you wanted to come out ahead of
      the competition. And right now the competition was fierce, with
      several candidates neck and neck for a high level job that had just
      opened up in the firm. What made it even more infuriating was that
      besides her, one of the main people in contention was some little
      pissant just out of law school.

      Knock Knock Knock.

      Gina looked up from the papers on her desk to see the little
      shitstain in question striding into her office with the confident
      swagger of the young and good looking. Xavier Mason, God's gift to
      women, or so he wanted people to believe. He had a thin little
      beard on his tanned face. He was good looking enough, but spoiled
      it by going around with what he thought was a smoldering gaze, but
      which really just made him look pouty. God, it made her blood boil
      that the higher ups were considering him, just because he was
      brimming with unearned confidence, and, more importantly, was
      male.

      "Afternoon, Gina," said Xavier in his smarmy little voice, "how is
      the Rexler case coming?" He nudged aside some papers so that he
      could sit on the corner of her desk, which made Gina raise her
      eyebrows in disbelief.

      But it seemed like Xavier was mentally incapable of taking a hint.
      "I saw some of the details of that one myself," he said with an
      affected chuckle, "tricky case! But if anyone can handle it, it's
      you, Harlowe."

      "I'm so glad that I have your approval to work on my case, Xavier."
      Said Gina Icily, "What brings you to my office?"

      Even someone as thickheaded as Xavier couldn't miss the tone at
      this point. He laughed and held up his hands in mock surrender: "I
      come in peace Gina! Don't shoot!" He waited for a reaction as
      though he had hoped that this would soften his older coworker a
      little. He certainly didn't get any such reaction from Gina, who
      continued staring at him with a steely glint in her eye.

      He plunged on anyway: "I was just hoping that we could meet up
      after work sometime soon. Get to know each other better. Might be
      worth it to get a little more insight into your... rival." And...
      yes, there he went, turning his stupid fucking pout up to eleven.
      How could a man be this dumb? How could anyone misread a
      relationship this badly?

      "I'm married, Xavier." said Gina flatly, holding up her ring
      finger, then cut Xavier off as he began to protest, "And I dislike
      you on a personal level. I have no desire to get to know you any
      better than I already do. You seem to have the impression that this
      is some sort of 'two sexy colleagues of the opposite sex have
      chemistry sparked by their rivalry situation' when it is really a
      'older female colleague has no respect for her inexperienced
      dumbass of a coworker' situation"

      Xavier stared at her with his mouth open.

      "Get the fuck out of my office Xavier."

      It probably would have been better if she had reined it in a little
      (who knows what Xavier would say about this around the office), but
      she needed the win, and Xavier was skilled at being a punching bag
      at least.

      Suddenly her phone rang.

      "This is Gina Harlowe."

      "Ms. Harlowe, this is Helen Chambers over at South High School. We
      have your daughter in the office right now, and we need either you
      or your husband to come pick her up."

      "What? Why, what happened to her?"

      "Well Ms. Harlowe, it's about the clothes that your daughter is
      wearing..."

      ...

      Cassie was doing her best to make it through the day being noticed
      as little as possible, keeping her head down, walking quickly, and
      sitting in the backs of classes. The photo she had seen kept
      bouncing around her head. Connecting that photo with the boys'
      stares made them even more dirty, like she could see that photo
      reflected in their eyeballs.

      Lunch was the worst yet, as it seemed like the whole lunch room was
      turning around to catch glances once people realized where she was
      sitting. Kelsey and Peter tried to start some light conversations,
      but they died as quickly as they were brought up. At least she only
      had three more classes to go. Gym, Advanced 2d art, and AP History.
      In advanced 2d art it would be easy to hide behind an easel, and AP
      History was full of nice, academically serious students who would
      probably be cool. Gym was the tricky one. They were doing a track
      and field unit, which involved changing into shorts and a tank top,
      which would only give the boys a better opportunity to stare. On
      the other hand, their teacher, Mr. Farrow, clearly didn't care much
      about this unit, and with his lax supervision, she could probably
      just hide out with some of the girls she knew in the class.

      The lunch bell rang, Kelsey and Peter gave sympathetic goodbyes,
      and there was nothing left to do but be brave and see what gym held
      for her.

      Cassie changed quickly into her gym clothes, and did her best to
      walk surrounded by girls on the way out to the track. She mentally
      thanked her earlier self for opting for a longer pair of shorts and
      a loose tank top rather than some of the tighter gym clothes, which
      were more fashionable. She did get a few looks from the boys. It
      seemed like there was no avoiding that now, but it didn't seem much
      worse than earlier in the day. Out on the track, Coach Farrow was
      even more distracted than usual. For some reason he was deep in
      conversation with Renee, wearing skin tight joggers and essentially
      a sports bra, as usual. Renee was smiling sweetly and touching him
      on the arm, punctuating the conversation with a laugh. Coach Farrow
      seemed... nervous? Maybe he was uncomfortable with Renee's flirty
      energy. Cassie certainly thought it was a little weird. But it was
      working in her favor today. All she had to do was find one of the
      groups of girls that lazily walked around the track instead of
      running, and stick with them today.

      She immediately saw a group with some of the girls from the
      volleyball team that she was friendly with, and started walking up
      behind them to join them. As she got closer, she heard their
      conversation. "...I know right!" said Ada, a cute petite girl that
      Cassie knew a little, "It has to be her mom. I mean, you've seen
      her body right? They are just too close!"

      "Well, I promised Mark that I would take a little peek in the
      showers!" said Britney, Ada's tall, slim best friend to a chorus of
      giggles from the surrounding girls, "That way we can compare and
      find out for sure. All the boys are super curious!"

      "Good idea Brit," said Ada, gasping with laughter, "Let's get a
      good look at those big titties! If we're really being honest, I
      think we all want to see the comparison too!"

      Cassie quietly slipped away, her heart pounding. She had been so
      worried about the boys she hadn't even considered that the girls
      could be just as bad. And she had almost gotten naked in the
      showers with them without even worrying about it. Well, no problem,
      she just wouldn't shower. She couldn't be the first one ever to
      refuse.

      The rest of the class passed in a blur, and if the boys and other
      girls were undressing her with their eyes, then she honestly didn't
      notice, too preoccupied with how to dodge the showering situation.
      Showers had never seemed like that big of a deal to her before
      today. Sure, she sometimes caught herself checking out other girl's
      bodies a little, but that was normal. She was sure someone had
      taken a peek at her at some point too. They could all be mature
      about it. But now the whole situation sent hot butterflies loose in
      her stomach. A whole room of other girls, their eyes fixed, waiting
      for her nudity to be revealed. It sounded like a nightmare. She
      couldn't stop thinking about it.

      She did her best to just casually walk right past the locker room,
      heading straight to her next class. She could come back and get her
      other clothes at the end of the day. But Coach Farrow was standing
      in the middle of the hallway, looking uncomfortable.

      "Where are you headed, Cassie?" He said in a strange tone.

      "Nowhere Coach," squeaked Cassie, unable to believe that her plan
      had gone wrong this quickly, "J-just to class."

      "I'm afraid not," said Coach Farrow, almost sadly, shaking his head
      "All students have to shower before going to their next class. New
      school policy." And he waved his clipboard to shoo her back to the
      girls' locker room.

      Cassie's heart was pounding as she slipped into the locker room, as
      quietly as possible. The rest of the girls were already in the
      showers, with their gym bags scattered around the room. Cassie had
      a new plan, she would just sneakily wet her hair, change into her
      regular clothes, then sneak out. If she was fast enough, she could
      finish before the other girls were done.

      She had barely started to wet her hair in the sink before her plan
      went wrong.

      "Oh, hey Cassie, what are you doing?" chirped Renee, walking out of
      the shower without a towel on, "Aren't you going to shower?"

      Renee leaned forward, arching her back slightly as she checked her
      makeup in the mirror. Cassie definitely wasn't into girls, but it
      was hard to deny that Renee oozed sex from every pore. She was
      slim, but with curves in just the right places, and ripe boobs that
      hung softly from her petite frame like they were begging to be
      squeezed. Her skin was the color of milky coffee, and her look was
      completed by a cute heart shaped face with a little snub nose and
      big pouty lips. It helped that she usually wore a teasing
      expression that made everyone think about sex. At least, it made
      Cassie think that way. The water droplets on her skin made her body
      look shiny, wet, and almost pornographic, and wait... were her
      nipples hard? It had to be just because the locker room air was
      cold...

      "Earth to Cassie!" Said Renee with an evil smile, clicking her
      manicured fingers in front of Cassie's face, "This isn't a peep
      show, girl."

      Cassie flushed with embarrassment and tried to stutter out an
      excuse, but Renee cut her off, "I'm just joking, you silly bitch,
      we're all girls here, I know you weren't checking me out!" Her
      glittering eyes seemed to say that she meant just the opposite.
      "Now get in that shower babe, or you'll be late for your next
      class."

      And now the other girls, wrapped in towels, were coming out of the
      shower as well. And she could see chatter die down, to be replaced
      by whispers, giggles, and grins. Anticipation filled the air.

      Cassie sat down on a bench and began slowly taking off her shoes
      and socks, playing for time. The other girls changed into their
      clothes as well, but painfully slowly, many of their eyes locked on
      her at all times.

      "Strip Bitch!" Came a yell from one end of the room, but the echo
      made it hard to tell who had said it. Some of the other girls burst
      out laughing.

      "Yeah Cassie, take off your clothes. Or are you just here to look
      at other girls' tits like you normally do?" Said Ada nearby, a
      smirk on her face.

      What?!? Was that her reputation? That wasn't true, I mean, not that
      often ast least. No more than any of the other girls, she was
      sure.

      She was out of excuses. She pulled her tank top over her head, to a
      chorus of sarcastic wolf whistles. Her shorts came off next.
      Finally, she had no other options, she grabbed the edges of her
      sports bra and pulled it over her head, letting her giant breasts
      jiggle free in the steamy locker room air. This time she was
      greeted not with sarcasm, but with studious silence, as all of the
      other girls in the locker room, most of them now fully clothed,
      stared brazenly at her naked tits. She covered them up immediately,
      but the whispers were already starting as she removed her
      panties.

      "Oh yeah. I can totally see it."

      "Same size, same shape."

      "Same hard, slutty nipples." This one got a laugh. And Cassie
      realized with horror that her nipples were definitely hard. Diamond
      hard. It must be the cold air, right? But Cassie didn't reel cold,
      she felt burning hot.

      She hunched over a little, trying to hide, trying to block their
      burning gaze from her most private places.

      She felt a delicious warm softness press into her back, punctuated
      with two hard points. Renee hugged her from behind, her large, wet,
      warm breasts squashing against her back, skin to skin. Her hard
      nipples scraping, poking, impossible to ignore. "Just hurry to the
      shower, babe." Whispered Renee, her lips close to her ear. "Nobody
      is still in there."

      And she did hurry, almost slipping on the floor, which made her
      throw her arms out for balance, giving the entire locker room one
      last good, unobstructed look at her tits as they bounced from the
      near fall. She could hear the catcalls trailing after her as she
      entered the showers, her face burning, and, for some reason she
      couldn't understand, her vagina growing wet.

      ...

      "Come in, Harlowe." Said Victor Cross, his back turned. Daren could
      see clouds of smoke wafting up from his boss's customary after
      lunch cigar, "I have a few things I'd like to discuss."

      Daren moved cautiously into the room. It was very rare to be called
      in to speak with Mr. Cross, and it was usually bad news.

      "Just getting ready for a date tonight, and I thought I'd pick your
      brain." Mr. Cross swiveled around in his leather chair. He was
      flipping through what looked like a catalog of lingerie while
      smoking. Daren couldn't believe it, was his boss really going to
      ask him for tips on how to romance his wife? He had to refuse. But
      how could he put his foot down without getting fired?

      Then Victor seemed to think of something and snapped his fingers.
      "But first, you just got a call from South high school. Something
      about... what was it, Lucia?" Daren had been so nervous, he hadn't
      even noticed that Mr. Cross's tall, leggy, latina assistant was
      sitting in the corner, a legal pad and pen in hand.

      "It seems," said Lucia with amusement, checking her legal pad, then
      looking up into Daren's eyes, "That your daughter was caught
      wearing something wildly inappropriate at school."

      "That's right," said Victor with a chuckle, "your daughter is in
      trouble for wearing slutty clothes. I get it. At that age,
      awakening to her body, trying to get all the boys to look at her,
      to want her. She just needs a man to settle her down. How old is
      she now? 18 right? Lucia, make a note of that." Lucia gave a wide,
      shiny smile as she wrote quickly on the legal pad.

      Cassie, in inappropriate clothes? Sure, sometimes she showed a
      little more cleavage than he was comfortable with, but surely no
      more than the other girls. He didn't even know she owned any
      clothes that could get her sent home from school...

      "Anyway," said Victor, waving a dismissive hand. "I told them to
      bother Gina about it. She no doubt has more expertise in sluttiness
      and knowing when you've gone too far, than you do anyway. She can
      provide some guidance. In any case, you are needed here."

      Well, Gina wouldn't be happy about that. But it seemed like Victor
      had made the decision for them, and it was easier to just go
      along.

      "So," said Victor, leaning forward on his desk and arching his
      hands, "What is Gina's favorite restaurant?"

      Daren's mind raced, his eyes darting around the room. How could he
      avoid this. Was there a way that he could firmly decline, but also
      not make Victor angry with him. Maybe it would be better to take a
      stand here, no matter the consequences, rather than continue the
      slippery slope of being walked over by this domineering
      man.
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      Daren had just about gotten the courage, and opened his mouth to
      say no, when Mr. Cross brought a palm down on the desk with a hard
      slap.

      "You think that I'm playing around with you, you little worm?" He
      spoke with a cold anger and disdain that took Daren aback. He knew
      his boss didn't like him, but his voice dripped with unexpected
      disgust and loathing. "The only reason. The only reason I didn't
      fire you the Monday after the party is because I thought you might
      be useful to me. And the only reason that I don't also kick your
      ass is that it might make Gina dislike me at this stage. So, you
      could say no, and make your little stand, and I could toss your ass
      out on the street, and use my business connections to make sure you
      can't get another advertising job at any large firm in the United
      States. Then, I would take Gina on a date anyway, and things might
      take me a little bit longer, but the result would be the same
      either way. Or, you could give me some pretty tame information,
      keep your job, and enjoy the show. Sound good?"

      Daren's mouth opened and closed. It was probably not a good idea to
      take advice from the man taking his wife out on a date, but what
      could he do? He tried to imagine coming home to tell Gina he had
      been fired after all the effort she put in to keep him in his job.
      ...and Mr. Cross was just so forceful, staring at him with a stern
      frown, eyes hard. Daren had never been good at this kind of thing,
      standing up to authority.

      "Visconti's" He said in a choked whisper.

      "What's that Harlowe? I couldn't hear you."

      "V-visconti's is her favorite restaurant." He said miserably. In
      the corner, Lucia giggled as she took notes on the pad.

      "Hmmmm, pretty good Italian, but I've had better. I know a place
      she will like more. Gina, make a reservation at Cassa Rossa
      tonight. Use my name, get a good seat."

      Daren couldn't help but think about how rarely they were able to go
      to Visconti's, how much he had struggled to get a
      reservation.

      "Next," said Victor briskly, "What sort of gift does she like,
      flowers? Jewelry?"

      Daren drew his eyebrows together in thought. "Well, she doesn't
      like jewelry much," He said tentatively, "She said it looks too
      gaudy and attention seeking. She also says necklaces make her feel
      like a dog."

      Victor Grinned "Lucia, write that down, the whole thing. Flowers
      then, at least tonight."

      "Next topic, What type of cologne does your wife like?"

      "Uhhh," Daren was at a loss. "I guess I'm not sure?"

      Victor rolled his eyes. "Why am I not surprised? Are you wearing
      something she bought you right now?" Daren nodded sheepishly.

      "Lucia, smell the man."

      Lucia uncrossed her long smooth legs, crossed the room, and moved
      close, her warm expressive face inches from his neck. He could feel
      her hot breath.

      "Woody, spices, vanilla." Said Lucia in a sultry voice, "Midrange."
      She added with a slight sneer.

      Victor snapped his fingers. "Send that scent profile to my stylist,
      Lucy, he'll get me a scent that is similar, but better."

      Victor turned cold eyes back to Daren.

      "One last question. What turns your wife on?"

      Daren blinked in disbelief. "Excuse me?"

      "You heard me!" Said Victor with contempt, "Gina. What gets her
      hot? You know, in bed? You do have sex with your wife,
      right?"

      "I... well I m-mean... that is..." The open implication from Victor
      that he planned to fuck Daren's wife had taken him completely off
      guard, rendering him speechless. Unwanted images of his cocky,
      dismissive boss with his beautiful fiery wife filled his mind. His
      mind produced an image of Victor and Gina locked in an embrace,
      kissing deeply, Victor's large cock pressed against her tender
      belly, Gina's large tits squashed against his firm, muscled chest.
      He saw it so clearly it could have been real. At the same time,
      that mysterious fox woman's words from the other night seemed to
      ring in his ears, whispering about how Victor had already won, and
      his wife was as good as fucked. He tried to hunch slightly to hide
      the shameful boner that was stiffening in his pants.

      "Jesus Christ, Hardon!" Barked his boss, "it's not a complicated
      question! What makes your wife horny?"

      "I d-don't know." Daren mumbled lamely.

      Lucia completely lost her composure, snorting and giggling
      uncontrollably, tears in her eyes. Mr. Cross tried to shush her,
      but he was clearly holding back laughter himself.

      "You know what Hardon, don't worry about it," said Victor with a
      broad grin, "I'm pretty sure I know more about it than you already
      anyway." And with that he gestured for Daren to leave.

      Daren could hear their laughter all the way down the hall, as he
      scurried back to his cubicle, trying to hide the tent in his
      pants.

      ...

      Cassie took her time in the shower. She wasn't sure she could face
      the eyes of the girls again. And Renee. She must have known that
      hugging Cassie like that would press her big, firm breasts into
      Cassie's back. Warm, soft and wet, skin to skin, big hard nipples
      impossible to ignore, like little lumps of red hot metal. Cassie
      couldn't help but remember the eyes of all the girls on her, as
      Renee whispered in her ear. Cassie's hand snuck down between her
      legs. To make sure everything was clean.... Mmmmmm... Maybe it was
      important to get things especially clean today.

      Cassie heard a locker door slam, and then the locker room was
      silent. Cassie poked her head out of the showers. Everyone was
      gone. The coast was clear. Cassie cautiously walked out into the
      locked room, and caught her own eye in the mirrors above the sinks.
      The photo had been running through her mind all day. There was no
      one else around... maybe it wouldn't hurt to do a quick comparison.
      Cassie unwrapped her towel with a hand shaking from nerves, and
      dropped it to the floor.

      The other girls may have been bitches about it, but they weren't
      lying. The details of the photo were burned into her memory, and
      unless she was greatly mistaken, the resemblance was uncanny. Huge,
      natural boobs sprawled luxuriously across her chest. Wide hourglass
      hips and thick thighs framed her tight little vagina. The only
      difference was that the woman in the photo had been blond and tan
      (like her mom), while she was pale and brunette.

      She had never seen herself as a sexual object before, but in her
      mind, the same process that had affected her classmates was
      unavoidably taking place. Once that switch had been flipped, it was
      hard to see this body as anything other than a pornographic
      display.

      Cassie cupped a large breast from below, sliding her hand up to
      pinch the nipple. Then she slid a hand down her hip, feeling the
      curve as it made its way towards her moistening pussy. Oh God, was
      she turning herself on? No wonder the boys couldn't help
      themselves.

      She looked back up at the mirror and in shock saw a horny slut
      standing there, one leg up, hand working on her vagina, roughly
      squeezing her own breast. She jumped as though shocked. Time and
      place Cassie. She could sort through this confusing day in the
      privacy of her bedroom, but if someone walked into the locker room
      with her doing that it would be catastrophic.

      She hurried to her locker and opened it up.

      No way.

      Where were her clothes?

      Where was her gym bag for that matter?

      Now that she looked, the locker room looked suspiciously clean.
      There were none of the assorted clothes and towels that everyone
      left lying around normally. There was just one bright pink gym bag
      lying on a bench.

      Those girls had gone too far this time! She was going to have to
      report them to the principal. Cassie tried some of the other
      lockers to see if she could find some clothes to borrow, but all of
      them were either locked or empty.

      Well, I guess that just leaves one option. Cassie walked over to
      check out the pink gym bag,shivering slightly now that the hot
      shower air was dissipating. She noticed with confusion that it
      looked like there was some sort of envelope on the top.

      The Envelope read "To Kissy Swallowes" with little hearts over the
      "I"s and had a big pink lipstick print underneath. Crissie frowned.
      Kissy was an old middle school nickname that some bullies had given
      her when she had her first boyfriend in 7th grade. Luckily it
      hadn't made its way to high school. Until now at least. Swallowes
      was new, and she hoped that it didn't stick.

      Curious now, Cassie opened the envelope.

      Dear Kissy,

      You've got the body for it, so why not embrace your new role as the
      school slut? It's time to be the center of attention...Just Like
      Mommy!

      Love,

      An Admirer

      Crissie unzipped the bag, dreading what she would find.

      The two pieces of fabric inside were so small that it took Cassie a
      moment to recognize them as clothes.

      The first was a pink pleated skirt so small that it was more
      accurately just a fringe of cloth. It would cover next to
      nothing.

      The second was some sort of microshirt made of incredibly stretchy
      bubblegum-pink material. Cassie had to stretch it a little to see
      the design clearly: a cutesy stylized lamb face with rainbow bubble
      letters beneath that read "JUST LIKE MOMMY!"

      There were big pink platform shoes in the bag as well, and a black
      choker with a pendant that said "Mommy's Girl"

      Cassie snorted derisively. This bully must think she was pretty
      dumb. The obvious play was to wait until the end of the day, and
      when people came in for after-school sports, someone would lend her
      some clothes. There was absolutely no way that she was going to put
      on these clothes. What did they think she was, some kind of airhead
      bimbo slut? She may have had a confusing, terrifying day, but she
      was a smart, driven young woman. There was no way she would be
      stupid enough to play into the hands of her bully by putting these
      clothes on.

      Suddenly, she heard a loudspeaker crackle on in the hall outside
      the locker room.

      "Would Cassie Harlowe please come to the main office for a meeting
      with the Franz Foundation Scholarship representative? Cassie
      Harlowe, main office."

      Oh no! But Ms. Chambers had told her that he would be coming next
      week! That scholarship could be a significant way to help with her
      college tuition, and Cassie had even heard that sometimes colleges
      were more likely to accept Franz Foundation Scholarship recipients
      because it was so prestigious. It was so competitive that Cassie
      couldn't imagine that the representative would be impressed with a
      student who wouldn't even show up to a meeting. Cassie felt a whine
      of despair growing in her throat as she looked down at the fetishy
      clothes. What could she do?

      ...

      Renee wiped the last of the pink lipstick off with a makeup wipe
      and threw it in the trash, as Ms Chambers clicked off the
      loudspeaker Microphone.

      "So far, so perfect everybody!" She said cheerfully. Looking at the
      group assembled around the room.

      "Miss Chambers, make another, more urgent announcement in about 5
      minutes. We want to keep the mental pressure up. After that, wait
      until someone else has found her, and bring her back here to
      lecture her. After the bells rings though. That's important."

      "Felipe, you are pretending to be a big-shot scholarship guy. It's
      not a complicated part, just look a little disgusted when you see
      her, and then leave." Felipe was one of her father's fixers, and
      had the right sophisticated look. He nodded confidently.

      "Coach Farrow, Principal Wheaton, wait until she leaves the locker
      room, then track her down in the halls. Keep her right where she is
      until after the bell rings. She certainly won't come to the
      counseling office right away. No doubt she will cook up some kind
      of plan to get other clothes. Don't let her. You have the cameras
      to track her if you need to." Coach Farrow looked uncomfortable,
      but he would do what she wanted. He always did in the end.

      "No doubt the sight of her will cause a...commotion in the student
      body," Said Renee with an evil grin, "people are going to take
      pictures and video. That's ok. We want that. Don't let anyone touch
      her though, she's not ready for that kind of thing yet."

      "After that, I'll swoop in with a sympathetic ear. Remember, the
      idea isn't just to make her look like a slut. It's to make her feel
      like a slut. So really hit her with that victim blaming language;
      we need her to internalize it! Are we all set?" The four adults
      nodded, completely wrapped around this young woman's finger.

      "Alright then! Let's make a school legend!"

      ...

      Cassie turned the gym bad upside down, but no bra or panties
      fluttered out, not even skimpy ones.

      She pulled the skirt on first. It was as bad as she feared. It rode
      up naturally, and when it did her pussy was clearly visible. When
      she tugged it down enough to cover herself. It made a raunchy
      display of her belly and hips, like an arrow drawing the eye
      downward.

      In a lot of ways the shirt was even worse. When she tried to
      squeeze her breasts into the stretchy material, they held off only
      a moment before bursting free. Cassie realized with horror that the
      only reliable way to keep the shirt in place was to let the
      underside of her boobs out of the bottom, and rely on her nipples
      to keep the rest of the shirt in place partway up her
      breasts.

      No freaking way would she wear the choker or the shoes. She would
      rather go barefoot.

      She turned to the mirror, already knowing what she would see. It
      was worse than being nude. The "clothes" seemed designed to
      accentuate her dirtiest parts rather than hide them. She saw a
      voluptuous, horny slut, her partially exposed tits ready to fully
      pop out at any minute, her pussy just barely, tantalizingly
      covered. The cutesy mascot and slogan stretched across her
      showcased tits carried an obscene implication that any of the other
      students would recognize instantly. Was she really going to do
      this? Was it worth the risk that all the boys might see her this
      way? And why did that question stir up a sick heat in her
      belly?

      The loudspeaker crackled on again.

      "Cassie Harlowe, we need you in the office. This is important. The
      scholarship representative can't wait forever.'

      Cassie had a plan. She knew Kelsey was in Biology this hour. She
      would walk quickly there, somehow get her attention without other
      people seeing her, then get Kelsey to lend her some gym clothes. If
      she hurried, she might make it before the representative
      left.

      She peeked her head out of the door, looking first one way down the
      hall, then the other. She had maybe 10 minutes until the class
      period ended. She took a deep breath, which caused the ridiculous
      shirt to ride up alarmingly. Cassie tugged it back into place, then
      set off.

      It always felt a little strange to be walking in the halls during
      class when they were empty like this. It felt even stranger now,
      bare feet cold on the tile, cool air conditioned air brushing the
      underside of her breasts and her bare pussy beneath the inadequate
      covering of the skirt.

      Cassie was a woman on a mission, setting off at a quick walk
      towards the east stairwell: the fastest route to reach Kelsey's
      science classroom. Running was out of the question in this outfit:
      she would be risking exposure in several ways.

      Cassie felt ridiculously exposed, worse than naked. If someone saw
      her in this ridiculous fetish gear, there could be no good excuse,
      just humiliating judgment. She would be branded some kind of
      pervert forever. Maybe, in fact, it would have even been smarter to
      try this plan totally naked. Then if she got caught, she could
      accurately say that all of her clothes were stolen.

      Cassie's naked thighs rubbed together, and her boobs jostled and
      bounced distractingly as she neared the stairwell. She was unused
      to walking for any distance with this few clothes. Was her body
      always this bouncy and soft, or was the whole day's events making
      her especially aware of it?

      She was halfway up the stairs when she heard them. The voice of two
      boys on the stairs, talking to each other. Must be cutting
      class.

      "Oh yeah man, I would fuck the shit out of her. Her mom too!"

      "Haha, hell yeah man. They can both come get this. We can get a
      threesome going."

      "You think she puts out?"

      "Fucking of course, dude. Bitches with bodies like that can't help
      but want the D, it's in their genes or something. You saw how
      horned up she got just from guys paying attention to her
      today."

      Shit! They were blocking her way. The fact that she was hearing yet
      another demeaning conversation about herself barely registered at
      this point. She paused on the steps, wringing her hands. She
      couldn't wait too long, or the bell would ring. Should she try
      another way? Or just try to rush past them? No, then the story of
      her wearing this would get spread through the whole school.

      "Anyway, I'll catch you later, man. I'm headed out the side door
      before the period lets out and the teachers are in the
      halls."

      "Alright, later dude."

      Yes! That meant they were leaving. Cassie realized almost too late
      that it also meant that a boy would be coming down the stairs
      towards her. She turned and ran down the stairs, boobs popping
      free, skirt riding high on her waist. She raced for the shadows
      under the stairs and pressed herself against the wall. Seconds
      later, a burnout looking senior reached the bottom of the
      stairs.

      Luckily, he turned and walked down the hall without looking back,
      leaving the sweaty, trembling Cassie leaning for support against
      the wall, shirt bunched up over her tits, skirt up around her belly
      button, juicy pussy on display.

      Cassie realized with disgust that she was getting flustered. Hot
      and bothered. What exactly about this was turning her on? The risk
      to her reputation if caught? The thought of the judging eyes of the
      students on her barely covered body?

      Cassie adjusted her clothes, pulling the already strained stretchy
      skirt over now-swelling nipples. They actually held the shirt in
      place better, but made for a truly obscene display, as the skin
      tight material showed every contour of her engorged nipples and
      areola.

      She had even less time now. She had to make it to Kelsey's class
      fast. She hurried up the stairs as quickly as her bouncing breasts
      would allow, and sped walked down the science hallway. Almost
      there! Now how could she get Kelsey's attention without alerting
      the whole class?

      A chill went up her spine as she heard a stern voice behind her
      say: "Cassie? Cassie Harlowe? Good lord, girl! What on earth are
      you wearing?"

      Oh noooo, not Principal Wheaton! He had a serious demeanor, but the
      persistent rumors were that he was a total perv. Well, thought
      Cassie, steeling herself, the rumors about her were untrue, so
      maybe it went the same for him. Surely he would recognize the
      gravity of the situation and let her hide somewhere. Maybe he could
      even help to explain to the scholarship representative what was
      going on.

      She turned to face him, but any hope she had about the situation
      quickly died.Principal Wheaton's wrinkled face was pulled up in a
      cruel grin, and his eyes moved busily up and down her body.

      "I don't care how badly you want sex, Ms. Harlowe," said Principal
      Wheaton with a little chuckle, "School is just not the place to
      advertise your... assets so blatantly."

      "You don't understand, sir!" Cassie could hear the desperate whine
      in her voice, could see that it made the principal even more
      amused. Her pussy gave a little spasm as she realized that
      principal Wheaton was about to make this situation a lot worse.
      "The other girls, they took my clothes!"

      Principal Wheaton stalked close, eyes on her tits, then her thighs.
      "And so you decided to dress like a whore in school? I must admit,
      Cassie, it doesn't make much sense to me." He circled her as she
      hung her head and cringed, her nipples tightening, hardening more
      than she thought was possible. "You know, maybe what you need is a
      good spanking, like back in my day." He was almost visibly drooling
      at the thought. "Some firm discipline would set you straight." For
      a second, she thought she felt the trail of a thin finger trace
      along the curve of her ass, but then it was gone, and Principal
      Wheaton was still circling.
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      "I understand that I shouldn't be dressed this way, sir," said
      Cassie desperately, looking at the hall clock. "But could we
      discuss it in your office? Not out in the halls?"

      Principal Wheaton laughed a low, hoarse laugh. "So, you want to get
      me alone, huh? Have a "private conversation"? What a brazen
      proposition. And don't think I'm not tempted Ms. Harlowe," he said,
      his eyes lingering on her young, full body, "But you worked so hard
      to sneak out in those clothes, and I see no reason to spoil your
      fun. When you catch a kid smoking, you make them smoke a whole
      pack. Let's see what the other students think of your cute little
      outfit."

      And with that, the bell rang.

      Senior Students came pouring out of the Science classroom. Cassie
      tried to hide behind Principal Wheaton, but although he clearly
      enjoyed the accidental contact her body made with his, he was
      unwilling to help, and dodged out of her way.

      There were gasps when people saw what Cassie was wearing, followed
      by pointing fingers, laughs and shouts. Cassie's breath heaved in
      and out, her face turning bright red, the blush quickly spreading
      down to her chest. She could see herself in her mind as they saw
      her now. Crotch barely covered by a scrap of pink cloth, Wide
      curving hips emphasized and on display. Huge pale tits only
      partially restrained by a flimsy barrier. Hard, swollen nipples
      poking up through a winking, obscene message mocking her and her
      mother's debasement. The perfect slut. Phones were coming out of
      pockets, photos being snapped, videos recording. She could hear
      snippets of loud excited conversations from the dense crowd that
      was quickly forming around her.

      "Woooow"

      "...Total slut.."

      "Just Like Mommy! That's so hilarious!"

      "Built to take dick man, I'm telling you."

      "So that was her mom, and she's into it? That's fucked up!"

      "Wow, she looks like a pornstar!"

      This was too much, she backed up against the wall, the crowd
      pressing in a tight circle around her, phones waving. One boy was
      shoving his phone in low, trying to get a video under her skirt.
      She was torn between covering her face with her hands, and trying
      to use them to cover up more. She decided on the latter, and tugged
      her skirt down, exposing the top of her neatly trimmed pubes,
      thought about moving it back, decided it was too risky.

      She was horrified to realize that she was the horniest that she had
      ever been in her whole life. It was hard to think straight, with
      all of those eyes focused on her. The eyes that wanted her at the
      same time that they lost all respect for her. They all blended
      together, until she saw Peter there in the crowd, her best friend,
      her crush. She realized with a breaking heart that he too had his
      phone out, his eyes guilty, but bright and lustful as he stared at
      her body.

      "What is the meaning of this?!?" Ms Chambers, a pretty young
      counselor at the school, cleared her way through the crowd, with a
      suave looking older man in tow. "What are all of
      you...Cassie?"

      She looked shocked to see Cassie's state. The man behind her shook
      his head in bewilderment. "This is Cassie Harlowe?"

      "I am afraid so Mr. Jones"

      "I think I had better get going..." And the man turned to leave, a
      look of disgust on his face. No! The scholarship
      representative!

      "W-wait sir!" Said Cassie, desperate to explain, if she could just
      tell her side of the story maybe he would listen. But she threw her
      arm out a little too violently to call after him, and her stretchy
      little shirt finally betrayed her, rolling up on one side and
      freeing one stiff, bubblegum-pink nipple into the cool hallway air.
      She clapped a hand over it as quickly as she could, but based on
      the Oohs and Aahs from the crowd, many had already seen tit, and
      based on the number of phones out, it was probably captured from
      many angles.

      ...

      "We found this in the locker room." Said Ms. Chambers flatly,
      holding up Cassie's regular gym bag. "There was no 'bright pink gym
      bag' or 'bullying letter' to be found."

      Cassie hung her head in Ms. Chambers' office, still dressed in the
      porny clothes. Ms. Chambers had put down some newspaper before
      allowing her to sit on the padded chair. "So that...uh... nothing
      gets stained, dear." Honestly, she was probably right to do so.
      Despite her tears and anger and shame, Cassie's pussy was soaking
      wet. She would only find out later how many of the photos taken in
      the hall had captured the brilliant shine of wetness between her
      thighs.

      " I just don't understand Cassie," said Ms. Chambers sadly, "you
      are such a bright, talented young girl. I know that it can be
      tempting to get... attention from your peers, but there are better
      ways."

      Cassie had given up explaining already. Today, she had been totally
      and completely beaten by some anonymous bully. She thought of
      herself as smart and strong. Not someone to mess with. But someone
      had messed with her. She felt so defeated, so stupid, so degraded.
      Her reputation was ruined. And her head was all messed up, a effed
      up mix of anger, shame and horniness. The rest of the year was
      going to be hell, dodging the same looks she had gotten today. But
      worse now, because they didn't just have pictures of someone who
      looked like her mom. They had pictures of her.

      "If you're lucky, none of the colleges you applied to will catch
      wind of this little incident." Said Ms. Chambers archly. That sent
      a twist of fear through Cassie's gut. Her only hope now was to get
      into a good college and leave this town behind. Everyone here would
      forever know her as the "Just Like Mommy" slut. She was sure that
      those photos would be passed around for years, no matter how much
      the administration tried to suppress them Heck, principal Wheaton
      probably was keeping some copies for himself. She gritted her teeth
      and resolved herself. She would get into a great college and leave
      this little incident in the dust. Maybe she could still get in some
      applications for colleges with later application dates...

      "I've called your mother. She's coming to get you. I told her to
      bring a change of clothes. You can stay here in the meantime. I
      have to go discuss something with the Principal. I'll come get you
      when your mother gets here."

      And with that, Ms. Chambers left the office, leaving Cassie alone
      with her feelings. She sniffled a little and squirmed on the
      crinkly newspaper. Ms. Chambers had taken the gym bag with her for
      some reason. Couldn't she have just changed into her other
      clothes?

      The door softly opened and clicked shut. Cassie turned her head,
      expecting Ms Chambers to be back, realizing her mistake with the
      gym bag. Instead, she saw Renee, her face painted with
      concern.

      "I heard about what happened, Cass." Said Renee sympathetically,
      "Me and the other cheer girls are really upset that this happened
      to you."

      Renee drew closer, kneeling beside her next to the chair. "Come
      here," she said, holding her arms wide, "give me a hug." Cassie
      didn't hesitate, her face crumpled into a sob, and she tightly
      hugged Renee to her chest, her ample breasts squashing the "Just
      Like Mommy!" letters into Renee's equally impressive chest.

      "It wasn't me Renee! Someone took my clothes! No one will believe
      me!" She was crying now, tears running down her face. She buried
      her face into Renee's warm shoulder.

      "I know honey," said Renee gently, stroking her hair, her sadistic
      grin out of Cassie's sight, "I believe you. Me and all of the girls
      on the cheer squad are on your side."

      Cassie took a shuddering breath. "Did you see anything Renee? They
      must have planted the bag soon after I got into the showers."

      A flash of concentration moved across Renee's face. This girl
      really was sharp. She would have to stay on her toes. "Sorry Cass,
      I didn't see a thing, but I did leave pretty quickly." This seemed
      to satisfy her, and they were quiet for a moment, Cassie gently
      shuddering in Renee's arms.

      "Listen," said Renee, drawing back, practiced look of sympathy on
      her face, "I want to help you beat this. I'm busy tonight, but
      Melissa and Katie are going to have you over to Melissa's night for
      a girls night." Cassie looked nonplussed. She didn't even really
      know either girl. "No arguing girl! You shouldn't be alone tonight,
      you need friends. Let's plan a day out soon, just the two of us. I
      have some big ideas for how you can turn this whole thing around."
      Cassie looked unsure, but then smiled weakly and nodded. "Good
      girl. Just you watch, this whole thing will be over and in the past
      before you know it." Renee pulled Cassie in for another hug, and
      grinned widely over her shoulder. In fact, if she got what she
      wanted, this was just the beginning.

      ...

      Cassie walked out to the curb quickly, glad that the rest of the
      students were safely in classes once again and couldn't see her
      walk out for the pickup. That didn't stop the school security guard
      from copping an eyeful, so focused that he couldn't even do it
      subtly.

      Her mom stood on the curb next to her SUV looking annoyed and
      impatient, ready to let her daughter have the rough side of her
      tongue. She looked as fierce and beautiful as always, the woman
      that Cassie had looked up to since she was a little girl.

      As she turned and saw what Cassie was wearing, her eyebrows shot up
      over her sunglasses, clearly so shocked that she couldn't even
      start the angry speech she had been thinking of. Cassie was sure
      she would hear plenty of it, with some choice newly added parts, on
      the way home in the car. But she couldn't focus on that now. She
      was running her eyes over her mom's breasts, her thighs, her hair,
      her lips. Much the same way she was sure her mom was doing to her
      behind her sunglasses. It was the first time that either of them
      had considered the other as a sexual object. It would shift their
      relationship forever, subtly for now.

      Cassie knew as soon as she studied her mother's body.

      It had definitely been Gina in that picture.
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      "You're going to have to talk to your daughter." Said Gina darkly.
      She was leaning forward, peering into the mirror as she put the
      finishing touches on her makeup. Getting ready for her date. "You
      wouldn't believe what she was wearing when I got to school to pick
      her up."

      Daren couldn't imagine that it was that bad, and felt like Gina was
      changing the subject by bringing it up.

      "Well, I think you know more about that than I do, dear. You know,
      boys, and dressing appropriately." Gina shot him a questioning
      glance, but must have decided he didn't mean anything by it. "I'm
      serious," she said, turning back to the mirror, "She needs a strong
      male influence in her life. There is a reason that they say that
      strippers have daddy issues." She added the last part in a
      mutter.

      Daren had a brief image of Cassie as a stripper which he managed to
      clear out of his head with difficulty.

      "But like I was saying sweetie, we need to set some ground rules
      for what's going to happen tonight." He continued in a meek
      voice.

      Gina huffed, and began throwing her makeup into her makeup bag.
      "Nothing is going to happen at all, Daren Harlowe. At least not
      anything your dirty mind is imagining. What's going to happen is
      this: I will get him to the negotiating table, then play hard ball.
      Really grab him by the balls." She realized that she had misspoken
      and gave him a smirk and a side-long glance. "Figuratively.
      Obviously!" She looked incredible, with freshly done hair, a slinky
      little dress that showed off her curves, and killer done makeup,
      with heavy mascara, just like he liked it. She softened as she
      turned to him and snaked her hands around his waist.

      "Honey, you have absolutely nothing to worry about. This body..."
      she grabbed his hands and moved them up her hips "These lips..."
      she threw her arms around his neck and gave him a deep wet kiss,
      "And this heart..." She pulled one of his hands again towards one
      large breast and squashed it in. "They are all just for you baby. I
      love you Daren, and your jerk of a boss can't change that, no
      matter how hard he tries. Tell you what," and she pulled him close
      and whispered in his ear, "Tonight, I'll prove it to you." She knew
      he couldn't resist it when she whispered in his ears. It was a
      major turn on for him. He felt a smile spread across his
      face.

      Just then the doorbell rang, and Gina was grabbing her purse and
      hurried towards the door. "So stay up for me, tiger!" she called
      over her shoulder.

      "Where is Cassie anyway?" Daren quickly asked as she left.

      "Over to a friend's house," called Gina, opening the door.
      "Probably wanted to escape our wrath. She said she won't be back
      tonight. Ok, love you! Bye!"

      And with that, she was out the door, and Daren had the silent house
      to himself.

      ...

      Victor had insisted that she not drive herself, and instead sent a
      driver. He claimed that the restaurant they would meet at would be
      a surprise. Gina had her guard up from the start. The best strategy
      was to treat every gesture as an act of war.

      The car was nice, the driver polite. It moved with the silent glide
      that high-quality luxury vehicles always had. This car and driver
      couldn't come cheap. Was Victor Cross really this rich, or was he
      splurging in order to impress her?

      Eventually, the car pulled up to Cassa Rossa and the driver lept to
      open the door for her. She nearly gasped. She had been bothering
      Daren to get her a reservation here for months, but had always
      gotten the pained smile from him that meant he didn't want to say
      no, but also didn't think it was possible. What strings must Victor
      have pulled to get a reservation in under a week?

      Victor was waiting for her just inside the lobby. He was dressed to
      the nines, and holding a large expensive looking bouquet, which he
      handed to her with a smile. God damn it. Gina knew that she should
      be refusing, but the flowers were gorgeous, and the gesture seemed
      harmless enough.

      "Gina!" he said warmly, "so great to see you! You look fantastic
      tonight. I love your hair."

      "Victor." She said coldly with a curt nod. Don't give him an
      inch.

      "Well," he said, clapping his hands together with a smile "shall we
      sit?"

      "Yes, let's." Said Gina decisively, striding past him. She glanced
      to the side at him as they followed the waiter into the luxurious,
      dimly lit restaurant. It wasn't right that someone so cruel and
      manipulative was so handsome. Damn it, he even smelled great, with
      the kind of warm spicy smell that she loved.

      They were sitting at a table that seemed like the best in the
      house, set back from the main dining floor, with a good view of the
      restaurant as a whole. They sat, Victor ordered wine without
      looking at a menu, and then they were alone.

      "So Gina, how are you?"

      "Cut the crap, Victor." Gina fired back. She was ready to come in
      guns blazing tonight. "I'm not here for a romantic evening, I'm
      here to negotiate."

      Victor shrugged with a look of disinterest. "Well, unfortunately, I
      am here for a romantic evening. With a beautiful woman, I might
      add. I negotiate all day at work. I'm not really in the
      mood."

      Gina gave him a hard stare from across the table. "Well then it
      looks like we are at an impasse. You don't want to negotiate. I
      don't want to play along with your little romance fantasy."

      Victor grimaced wryly. "It does look that way."

      They sat for a moment in silence. Victor tried again. "Look, can't
      you just loosen up a little? I'm attracted to you, you are
      attracted to me, can't we just have fun tonight and not have it be
      any deeper than that?

      Gina gave a derisive bark of a laugh. "Ha! Me? Attracted to you?
      Don't flatter yourself."

      Victor gave a combative grin. "Well, although I know it's gauche of
      me to bring up the last time that we met, I saw a lot at the time
      that indicated otherwise."

      Gina flushed angrily. So he wanted to go there, huh? "That was a
      combination of an overheated situation and acting. If you think
      that anything that night proves that I'm attracted to you, you have
      a lot to learn about female sexuality."

      Victor seemed to be mulling this over. "Acting."

      "That's right."

      "If so, I'm impressed."

      Gina gave a mock bow.

      Victor seemed to come to a decision. "So let's put those acting
      skills to the test."

      Gina gave him a stony look. "What do you mean?"

      "I have a little game for you."

      "Absolutely not." This was the most important part of Gina's
      strategy. No games. It was a tactic to manipulate her, and nothing
      more.

      "Relax." Said Victor soothingly. "Just hear me out, it won't be
      anything like last time."

      Gina wavered. Fine, listening wouldn't change anything. She could
      still refuse later on.

      "All you need to do is pretend to be my girlfriend for this one
      night. Pretend to have a good time. Pretend to relax. If at the end
      of the night, if I agree that your acting was convincing, I will
      guarantee that I won't fire your husband."

      "You're so transparent," said Gina with a sneer, "It's just a ploy
      to get me to have sex with you. If I don't, then you'll just say
      that I wasn't convincing enough."

      "Of course not!" said Victor in a wounded voice, "consent means a
      lot to me. I would never force any woman to have sex with me.
      Especially a girlfriend. If it makes you feel better, I will state
      right up front that no sexual acts will be required for you to
      win."

      Gina narrowed her eyes. "What's the angle I'm not seeing? What part
      of the rules are going to let you force me to take my clothes
      off?"

      Victor shook his head, "You're a very cautious woman Gina. It's a
      good trait. But unnecessary here. I will give you my solemn word
      that your clothes will stay on for the rest of the evening, unless
      you decide to remove them of your own volition, and that there will
      be no prompting from me for you to do so."

      Gina looked for a loophole and found none. "And what do you get if
      I fail to convince you?"

      "Well, then all I want is for an opportunity to get what I'm
      looking for on a later date. We would become a couple. Boyfriend
      and girlfriend. Not just one date, but dating."

      "Aha, so that's your angle. It's an unwinnable game. Victory is
      based purely on your judgment, and you're biased."

      "True," said Victor with a smile. "Let me sweeten the deal. Let's
      say that you only lose if we both agree that you've done a poor job
      being convincing. That should swing the bias right back in your
      favor."

      Gina considered for a moment. This game seemed pretty tame. The
      opportunities for sexual shenanigans seemed nonexistent, and the
      game did seem to be rigged quite clearly in her favor.

      "Fine sweetie," she said with a big fake smile, "I'll play your
      little game, and I'll fucking win too!"

      Victor smiled right back, pleased as could be.

      ...

      An hour or so after Gina left, when he was absolutely sure that
      Cassie wouldn't be coming home, Daren guiltily brought his laptop
      out to the living room and began searching for porn.

      It wasn't something that he was proud of, but it was something he
      had done fairly frequently in the past week. He had just been too
      stressed, and this helped him take the edge off. He certainly
      needed the edge taken off tonight. He had opened a few tabs with
      interesting looking videos, and with his pants around his ankles
      and his hard cock in his hand, he was ready to begin.

      Ding-dong.

      Oh shit. Daren jumped up as though touched by a live wire. He had
      always felt guilty while masturbating ever since his strict
      upbringing in childhood, and being caught doing it was a personal
      nightmare of his.

      Ding-Dong. Ding-Dong.

      Daren took a deep breath, willing his erection to go down as he
      buckled his pants and walked to the door.

      Ding-Dong Ding-Dong

      He could see a slim, dark skinned shape through the frosted glass,
      and frowned as he moved to open the door.

      The young black woman smiled brilliantly as the door opened and
      squealed, "Puppy!" as she jumped on him, flinging her arms around
      his back and nuzzling his chest. He was uncomfortably aware of how
      her young, full chest crushed against his.

      His boner, nearly gone down, caught a second wind and stiffened at
      the unexpected female contact to his body.

      He firmly pushed the young woman back into the doorway.

      "Who are you, exactly?" He asked, trying to keep his voice
      polite.

      "Awww, puppy, that hurts my feelings. After I came all this way to
      help you tonight." She gave a cute little pout. "I'm your
      daughter's friend, Renee, from school. We met before at a party."
      She leaned forward conspiratorially and whispered "Remember?" while
      making a long slow jerk off motion with her hand.

      Oh God, he did remember. The girl in the fox mask. Victor's
      daughter. Who had seen him at his worst. Egged him on when he was
      at his lowest. Not exactly who he wanted to see tonight.

      "Well, aren't you going to invite me in, Mr. H? Your neighbors
      might be curious as to why you're talking to a young girl like me
      for this long." Daren looked around the block. She had a point.
      Well, he could invite her into the entryway, find out what she
      wanted, and send her away.

      She walked in confidently, and peered around the entryway,
      crinkling her nose. Then she turned back to Daren, looking down at
      the bulge in his pants, just beginning to deflate again. "Oh Mr.
      Harlowe, that's not for little old me, is it?" She asked with mock
      innocence.

      Daren's face reddened, and he couldn't keep the stammer out of his
      voice as he asked,

      "W-why are you here?"

      "I'm here to be your Cuckysitter, Puppy! Yaaaay!" She threw a peace
      sign and gave a brilliant smile.

      Daren was stunned. "C-cuckysitter?"

      "You got it Mr. H! Like a babysitter, but for cucks!"

      Daren couldn't believe his ears. What could you even say to
      something like that? "Uh... Renee was it?" The girl nodded
      encouragingly. "That's not something that I am interested
      in."

      "Oh, but puppy! It's soooo important. A lot of cucks go to a
      reeeeal dark place when their wives are out with their bulls." She
      strode right past him, kicking off her shoes as she entered the
      living room. "If they aren't careful, they can end up obsessing
      over the wrong thing and get really fucked up in the head. That's
      why you need a cuckysitter, like moi!" she turned back to him to
      punctuate this with a cheeky smile and a pointed to her face. "I'm
      here to make sure that you obsess over the right things, and see
      how hot the whole situation is. That way, everybody has a good
      time!" and with that, she twirled and continued towards the living
      room.

      "Renee, I'm not a c-cuck. You shouldn't say things like that about
      y-your elders." He tried to make his voice stern, but it was hard
      when he was hurrying after her.

      "Hmmmm." Renee turned and glanced at him with an
      uncharacteristically hard look. Daren suddenly felt a little
      intimidated, and he felt his pants tighten once again "I don't like
      the way my name sounds in your mouth, Puppy. Let's stick with Miss
      Cross for now." She continued to stare at him until he mumbled "Ok
      M-miss Cross." Then she patted his cheek with a smile. "And of
      course you are a cuck, Puppy! Duh! Your wife is out on a date with
      another man. One who is a lot richer, more handsome, and better
      endowed than you, by the way. It's a textbook case."

      She had reached the living room. She giggled as she saw the laptop
      (closed thankfully), lotion, and kleenex arranged near each other.
      "Nooooo way Mr. H! What has it been, like an hour since your hottie
      of a wife left the house? You dirty little puppy!" She marched
      right to the laptop and started to open it.

      "W-wait! Don't open..." He tried to reach her in time, but it was
      too late.

      "Too late!" She said gleefully, sparkling eyes drinking in the open
      tabs and videos on the screen. "Oh my oh my, Puppy." She said,
      clucking her tongue. "Stacked Blond wife cucks loser husband. Big
      Titted Housewife puts out for Black Stud. Hot Blonde chokes on Big
      Black Cock."

      She turned sharp eyes and a wicked grin to Daren's red face,
      cringing with shame. "Well it sounds like your dick is being
      honest, even if you aren't." She didn't mention the other two tabs,
      both of which involved pale, dark haired curvy girls in schoolgirl
      outfits. Did Daren even know what those meant about him?
      Information to be filed away for further use.

      Come here puppy, "she said, patting the couch next to her, "I have
      something to show you."

      He reluctantly came to sit, as she closed the incognito window and
      opened a new tab.

      "I told you right, that some cucks go to a daaaark place when they
      are home alone. That tends to be because they get caught up in
      their imagination." She reached over and flicked him in the middle
      of his forehead with a sharp thwack. "I mean, " she said in a
      throaty voice, "My dad and your wife could be doing aaaanything
      right now. She could be bent over a table in the restaurant right
      now, screaming his name in front of the crowd. Oh Victor, Oh
      Victor! Take me! Use me! Fuck my tight little pussy!" Renee ran her
      hands up her body as she gave high pitched, fake moans, with her
      hands ending up tangled in her hair.

      "You could think up a million scenarios like that. God, I know I
      can, your wife is hot. But the point is, reality is often (not
      always) a lot more tame. Those fantasies are great spank material
      for cucks like you, but it's better to spank it to the truth, you
      know? That will make it much hotter in the end, when things really
      do get pornographic between them."

      She had finished navigating to the website she was looking for and
      inputting a password. A live video popped up, showing a well framed
      view of his wife and Victor at a table in a fancy restaurant. He
      could hear them clearly as well. It was a very professional
      setup.

      "Tada! Now we can see everything that goes down together, and you
      can reign in your little cuckie fantasies."

      "I-i really shouldn't," said Daren reluctantly, "It seems like an
      invasion of privacy..."

      "I know puppy, I know." Said Renee, patting his hand, "but we both
      know that you're going to do it anyway, so let's just sit and
      watch, k?"

      ...

      Gina had a hard time switching mental tracks. She was trying to
      maintain wariness and hostility towards this predator of a man, but
      it was difficult when trying to act flirty and sweet at the same
      time.

      "Impossible!" Said Victor, a kind laugh bubbling up, "You're
      telling me a high class woman like yourself has never had a bottle
      of wine over 100 dollars? Doesn't that husband of yours ever treat
      you to anything nice?"

      "No baby," she said, internally gritting her teeth at the pet
      names, but outwardly smiling, "It just hasn't ever seemed worth the
      money."

      "Well my love," he said, grabbing the freshly arrived bottle and
      pouring her a glass, "You are in for a treat."

      She deftly grabbed the glass, and began raising it to her lips,
      when Victor raised a finger, alarm on his face. "Ah ah ah, my dear.
      Now I know for sure you've never had expensive wine." He got up
      from the table and held her hand and the glass in his large, steady
      hand. He then began gently swirling the ruby liquid within the
      glass, before raising it to her nose. "Smell." He commanded in a
      steady voice. Gina was aware that their relative position probably
      gave Victor a great view of her cleavage, and that the swirling
      probably gave her breasts an enticing sway, but, she reflexed
      bitterly, it was all perfectly within the bounds of how a dating
      couple would flirt, so she should let it pass without comment. The
      complex and rich scent of the wine hit Gina's nose, and she looked
      over at Victor, eyebrows raised in appreciation.

      "It's one of my favorite vintages." Said Victor with just a trace
      of smugness, "They keep a few bottles stashed for me at all times.
      In case I need to impress a pretty lady." He winked roguishly and
      brought her free hand to his lips, kissing it briefly before
      returning to his side of the table.

      "Those are some of your best qualities, honey." Said Gina in a
      softened voice, "generous and cultured." She had meant it to have a
      hidden sarcastic barb, but she found that she meant it. It was very
      good wine, and he was sharing it with her.

      Victor gave her a warm smile. This was actually pretty nice! There
      wasn't any reason she couldn't just relax a little and enjoy a nice
      evening. At the end of it, she will have won, and no longer need to
      see Victor again.

      "So," said Victor, leaning back in his chair, "tell me about your
      day, beautiful lady. How was work?"

      Gina knew this song and dance from frequent conversations with
      Daren. He would ask, then half listen and nod, then she would ask
      and half listen to his response. I guess Victor is going straight
      for the cliches about couples' conversations.

      "It's a little frustrating, babe." She said lightly. The frequent
      pet names were helping her to remind herself of the role she was
      playing. "There is pretty fierce competition for this upcoming
      promotion, and I feel like I am having to work twice as hard as
      some of the younger guys competing with me. How was your
      day?"

      Victor ignored the question. "These younger guys, they aren't as
      good as you, right babe?"

      "No, of course not. The old men in power just trust a male face a
      little more."

      "Well, they don't know you like I know you, baby." Said Victor
      confidently, "Or they wouldn't make such a big mistake. But, I have
      a feeling that those younger guys have bit off more than they can
      chew if they think they can outmaneuver you."

      "Well..., thank you Victor." She felt strangely touched. She knew
      that this was all a game, and in fact, Victor didn't know her that
      well at all, but she hadn't realized how much she had been craving
      support and reassurance from a partner. It felt good. She wasn't
      used to this level of engagement. How long had it been since Daren
      had given her follow up questions. Maybe that wasn't fair, Daren
      knew the whole backstory, so didn't need as many details.

      The waiter appeared at the side of the table.
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      "And what will the lovely couple be having this evening?" Gina
      had to physically restrain herself from instantly denying that they
      were a couple. Victor noticed her near slip up and gave her a
      wink.

      "I'll be having the veal as usual." Said Victor. Gina opened her
      mouth to ask to see a menu, but before she could get out her
      request, Victor continued, "and my princess will have the shrimp
      fra diavolo."

      "Very good sir! Said the waiter, and disappeared into the
      restaurant.

      "Babe..." said Gina, struggling to control her anger, "Don't you
      think you ought to let me order for myself? It isn't the 1950s
      anymore."

      Victor looked mildly surprised that she was upset. "But honey,
      you've never been here before! I know the menu like the back of my
      hand, and there was a dish I was sure that you would enjoy."

      "Please," He said, holding his hand palm up on the table, "Don't be
      mad my love, forgive me."

      She sighed and reached her hand for his, and his strong fingers
      threaded through hers, scraping on her wedding ring as they
      passed.

      "And now, tell me about the rest of your day, like you were before
      the interruption" said Victor with interest.

      Gina shrugged. She wasn't really interested in thinking about the
      rest of her day, but she should probably just get it over
      with.

      "I had to go pick up my daughter from school."

      "Oh no!" said Victor with concern, "Was she sick?"

      "No, baby" she said with a grimace, "She was wearing some... pretty
      inappropriate clothing." She didn't want to think about it. Her
      teenage daughter, wearing those disgusting things. And with nothing
      but lame excuses. She didn't even let her mind touch the logo and
      words printed in the obscene crop top. What did they mean? Was it
      just a coincidence?

      "Girls her age," said Victor with a wry shake of his head, "I have
      a daughter her age as well. She needed a firm talking to when she
      started chasing after boys. Or is Cassie into girls?"

      Gina shook her head "No honey, just boys as far as I know." But how
      sure was she? She had gotten a strange vibe from her daughter on
      the drive home, almost like her daughter was checking out her body.
      Almost as if Gina were the one wearing ridiculous revealing clothes
      instead of Cassie. She had even snapped that Cassie should look her
      in the eyes when she was talking.

      Victor shrugged as if to say he wasn't sure she was right, but that
      it didn't matter. "In your shoes, I would sit Renee down and have a
      talk with her. Explain what teenage boys have on their minds. Of
      course, your husband has probably done so already." He raised an
      eyebrow.

      Gina was shaking her head, annoyed. "You would think, honey, you
      would think, but he just gave me the same old brush off, like any
      time I ask him to do something."

      Victor shook his head in sympathy. "You shouldn't let him treat you
      like that, baby. I would do anything for you the moment you asked.
      You want me to talk to Cassie? I could be firm with her as
      well."

      Gina paused, in real life, the answer was obviously no. There was
      no way that she would let this man anywhere near her impressionable
      teenage daughter. But if they were dating, like she was supposed to
      be pretending that they were?

      "Maybe, sweetie." She said noncommittally, "We'll see."

      Victor's phone buzzed, and he looked down at it briefly, a smile
      flashing across his face. He slipped the phone back into his
      pocket, and turned his attention back to Gina. "Anyway my dear,
      while we are on the subject of your husband..."

      ....

      Daren watched with disbelief and growing horror as the date
      unfolded. Pet names. Physical touch. Clear flirting. There was no
      discussion of his job or negotiation at all. The only remarks made
      about him were a disparaging afterthought. It was like his wife had
      completely forgotten about him and was absorbed in a romantic
      evening with their biggest enemy.

      The betrayal stung. The words Renee had been using were rattling
      around his head. Dirty words, meant to titillate as they degraded.
      Cuck. Was he being cucked? He felt his pants tightening as his mind
      spiraled.

      "Oh noooo, puppy!" said Renee, using the controls to zoom in as his
      wife's slim white fingers twined through Victor's strong black
      ones, "I almost wish that we had tuned in to find them having
      sloppy extramarital sex," She tuned to him with a grin, at odds
      with her dire words, "because this is worse."

      She zoomed the feed back out, and snuggled into Daren's side,
      grabbing his arm and nuzzling it.

      "You see, Mr. H," She said, watching Gina and Victor talk with her
      head resting on Daren's shoulder, "If my dad just wants to use a
      Woman's pussy, there are a lot faster ways to do it than this."
      Gina was smiling, taking a sip of her wine. "The only issue is that
      it tends to make the woman hate my dad afterwards."

      "The only times he bothers with this step is when he wants a woman
      to fall in love with him first."

      Daren sunk his head into his hands. On the screen, he could hear
      Gina calling Victor "baby". His breath hitched, he tried to adjust
      his uncomfortable pants.

      "Hey!' said Renee, shaking him slightly. "None of that now! This is
      what I'm talking about, puppy. The spiral of shame, guilt, sadness,
      horniness. It's no good! You've got to refocus, think about how hot
      it is that your loving wife is betraying you. How much it turns you
      on that the man you hate is stealing her. Maybe it's time you start
      jerking off. I will make you feel better! Promise!

      "I don't want to jerk off to it!" Said Daren angrily, making Renee
      jump, "I want to stop it! I want to keep my wife from doing
      something so stupid!"

      "That's quite the bark, little puppy." Said Renee in a dangerous,
      flat voice. Then she visibly brightened. "Well, if that's what you
      want, it will be a lot harder. It sure would be easier to just
      wallow in the humiliation and squeeze out a lot of cummies along
      the ride, don't you think?"

      Daren couldn't even answer, miserable with his head in his
      hands.

      "I don't even know if you are in the right mindset for a fight
      right now, puppy," said Renee gently, patting him on the back, "But
      I'll tell you what. If that's what you really want to try, you can
      count on me. I'll help you."

      Daren was in such a low place that even this sounded encouraging.
      He sniffed and rubbed his nose on his sleeve.

      "First things first Mr. H, we need to calm you down and get you in
      a fighting mood." Said Renee, getting up and walking to the nearby
      dining room. She returned with a wooden dining room chair and set
      it down in the living room. "I have some breathing exercises and
      stretches that will get us started right. Sit down, puppy."

      Daren sighed. It couldn't hurt at this point. He walked over and
      slumped into the chair.

      "Close your eyes, puppy." He felt her slim, warm hand slide down
      his face, closing his eyes. "Relax." She was speaking in a sweet,
      low, soothing voice now.

      "Match my breathing. 5 seconds in, 3 seconds out. Like me." As he
      matched her slow breathing pace, he did feel himself grow a little
      calmer.

      "Now, we are going to stretch our arms across our chests. Hold
      there. Good. Now some shoulder rolls. Five times now. That's it,
      puppy." It looked like the young woman was right. He was starting
      to loosen a little, to feel a bit better.

      "Now hold your arms behind your back. Yes, just like that streeetch
      them down. Good puppy."

      *click*

      What was that?

      *click*

      He felt the metal on his wrists before he fully realized what was
      happening. His eyes snapped open. Renee was at his feet, quickly
      snapping his feet to the chair legs with restraints to match the
      handcuffs now binding his hands to the back of the chair.

      Daren was dumbfounded, his face draining of color.

      "What is it you want from me?"

      "Relax puppy!"

      "Was this just a trick to murder me? I'll yell. The neighbors will
      hear."

      "You won't yell, puppy, and I'll tell you why." She slowly and
      luxuriously pulled her top off over her head, smiling confidently
      at him the whole time, then shimmed out of her tight shorts. She
      was wearing cute, but not overtly sexy polka dotted underwear.
      "Because if someone walks in and sees us like this, there will be a
      lot more questions for you than for me."

      Daren snapped his mouth shut. She had a point, as much as he hated
      to admit it.

      "But really, relax, puppy." She said soothingly, taking his head in
      her soft little hands. "I wasn't lying. I'm going to help you pump
      up your fighting spirit!" She trailed a finger down his chest,
      stopping just short of the tight bulge in his pants, "I just knew
      that you would be a little resistant to my methods, so I took some
      precautions."

      "I just need to grab a few things. Be right back, puppy!" and she
      pranced out of the room, leaving Daren with an excellent view of
      his wife flirting and laughing with Victor. She was back in a
      minute or two, carrying a pair of scissors, one of his wife's
      sexiest silk nightgowns, and some yellow rubber gloves.

      "Ok puppy, aaaaalll set." She said, laying out her materials on the
      coffee table. "Now I am going to ask you a couple of questions,
      puppy, and I need you to be totally honest with me ok? If you lie
      to me, I'll leave you here tied up and covered in cum for your wife
      and daughter to find later." She grabbed the nightgown and bunched
      it up into a sort of rope, then moved behind him and began tying it
      over his eyes, leaving him blind. The scent of his wife was all
      over the silky garment. It must have been used by her
      recently.

      "What are you most afraid that your wife might do?"

      Victor shook his head behind the blindfold. "I don't want to talk
      about this with you."

      Renee moved lightning fast, gripping his balls in her hand and
      squeezing until he gasped. "I'm not playing with you, puppy!"
      Hissed Renee in his ear, "When I ask, you answer." The blindness
      made all of his senses more intense, and he whimpered,
      "d-divorce."

      Renee giggled right next to his ear. "Silly puppy. My dad is trying
      to do all sorts of nasty things to your wife, and your biggest fear
      is that she might divorce you? Why?" She eased her grip a little,
      but still didn't release his balls from her little hand.

      He took a shuddering breath. "Early in our relationship, we had a
      ... rough patch. Gina wanted to go out and experiment. She didn't
      want to feel like her teenage pregnancy had ruined her chance at
      experiencing life. She..." He gulped, trying to escape the memories
      of that time, " She d-dated other men for a while. It really messed
      me up. Traumatized me. I couldn't stop thinking about her turning
      her back on me, betraying me. Throwing me away like garbage. Even
      after she made her choice and came back to me, I was still
      obsessing over it. I kept thinking that maybe it would happen
      again, even though we were married. We had to go to couples
      therapy. She promised not to mention divorce in arguments. I still
      think about it sometimes."

      "When you jerk off?"

      Daren didn't answer. His therapist had said that it was a natural
      response to a traumatic thought. A coping mechanism. Nothing
      weird.

      Renee laughed and released his balls, picking the scissors up off
      the table with a metallic scrape.

      "Next question, puppy." She said, as she began snipping up the leg
      of his pants, "If you could convince Gina to do one thing for you,
      what would it be?"

      Daren thought. Considered lying. Decided Renee would probably be
      able to tell. He didn't want his testicles to get hurt again. "I
      would convince her to have another baby."

      The scissors stopped momentarily, "Awwww, Puppy! That's soooo
      sweet! I thought for sure it would be anal or something gross like
      that, considering what a perv you are. So you want to knock up your
      pretty wifey one more time?"

      "Um... I w-wouldn't put it that way." The scissors had continued,
      this time up the other pant leg.

      "But she won't let you, you poor puppy. How come?"

      "Well, she wants to focus on her career, and being a mother would
      take a lot of her time."

      Renee removed his belt rapidly, and began cutting through the
      thicker waistband of his pants. "Huh, I'm going to be honest,
      puppy, it sounds like a bullshit excuse to me."

      "What? What do you mean?"

      "Moving on. Who is the man you hate most in the whole world?"

      Daren didn't even have to think. "Charlie Brandt, my
      coworker."

      "Reeeally? I thought it would be my dad for sure!" With a tug,
      Renee removed the last of his ruined pants. She began snipping away
      his shirt.

      "Well, I c-can't say I like your dad..." said Daren, distracted by
      the movement of the scissors and the cool air on his skin.

      "But Charlie takes things to a whole new level, huh?"

      "Y-yeah. Your dad just ignores me mostly. Charlie seems like he has
      made it his mission to make my life hell."

      "He's the one who gave you your little nickname right? What was it
      again?"

      "Hardon"

      "What was that, puppy?"

      "H-hardon, Miss Cross."

      "Goooood, puppy" crooned Renee, removing the last bits of his
      shirt, "Hardon. I like that one. It suits you." She punctuated this
      by giving his throbbing boner, still trapped in his boxers, a light
      tap with the flat of the scissors. "Do you want me to start calling
      you that?"

      "N-no Miss Cross"

      "Hmmmm, well puppy works for me, at least for now."

      She began slicing away his boxers with the merciless
      scissors.

      "Last question, puppy."

      "When you jerk your little dick..." *snip*

      "Do you ever fantasize about..." *snip* *SNIP*

      "...your daughter?" *RIIIIIP* His throbbing cock sprung into the
      open air, finally free. He shivered at the sensation of being nude,
      blind, restrained by a teenage girl in his own home.

      "No! Of course not!" Daren couldn't even believe the question. What
      kind of sick pervert did this girl think he was?

      Renee gave a silvery laugh, several feet away now. "Just testing
      you, puppy. Some people have some weird fucking kinks, you
      know?"

      Renee looked down at the pathetic man strapped to a chair. Horny,
      desperate, and about to get fucked up even more than he realized.
      She took the time to pull out her phone and take a few pictures.
      Who knew when they would come in handy? So, not into daddy-daughter
      stuff, huh? She had considered it to be a coin flip, based on what
      she knew about him. Well, consciously or not, she saw the latent
      potential for it in him. All she had to do was fan the flames a
      little, and it could be a delicious twist on her plans for
      Cassie.

      "Be right back, Mr. H!" She said, and hurried to the room that she
      assumed must be Cassie's. She looked around at a fairly typical
      high school girl's bedroom. She had a feeling she would be seeing
      this place a lot more, and soon. No time to waste right now. She
      flipped the top up on a hamper and pulled out a pair of used
      panties, a conservative cotton pair, worn soft and faded from the
      number of washes.

      As she dropped the panties on the coffee table next to the gloves,
      she shot a quick text to her dad.

      [Cucky needs a little motivation, can you turn up the heat a
      little? Talk about divorce. Ask why she doesn't want his baby.
      He'll cum his brains out.]

      She began snapping on the yellow rubber gloves.

      "Ok Puppy, let's get started!"

      ...

      "Why are you still with him anyway?"

      Gina was taken aback at the question. Everything had been so
      cordial up to this point that she had been lured into a false sense
      of security.

      "What kind of question is that, honey?" She said with an acidic
      bite in her voice. "He's my husband. I love him." Was this a ploy
      to shake her out of character?

      "No, sorry, I'm not trying to be insulting, just trying to
      understand." Victor leaned forward over the table, face serious.
      "You're smart, you have a great career, you are, frankly my love,
      drop dead gorgeous. You could have any man you wanted. And you
      have..." His face twisted into humorous confusion "Daren."

      Gina couldn't help it. The tension of the evening, the silly face,
      the comedic timing, She let out an exasperated laugh. "Alright,
      alright. I concede it is a valid question...baby." She favored him
      with a crooked smile.

      "He's dependable."

      "Hmmm. Translation: boring."

      "He's sweet."

      "Timid"

      "He loves me."

      "Ohhhh I see, so he sucks in bed." That got another laugh from
      Gina, and she didn't even think to deny it.

      "Have you really looked at the man lately?" Said Victor, playing up
      his surprised look, "how he dresses, how he talks? He's like a shy
      14 year old girl piloting the body of a 50 year old accountant.
      'U-um excuse me, have you seen my kh-khaki p-pants? I n-need them
      to get the boys at s-school to notice m-me.'"

      Gina couldn't help it, the joke was so absurd and cruel, and the
      impression was massively exaggerated, but otherwise spot on. Her
      face turned red as she snorted and giggled her way through a bout
      of laughter.

      "Seeing you too together is like seeing a mangy mutt with a
      purebred collie. Makes no fucking sense." Gina couldn't breathe,
      she wasn't sure if he was just that funny, or if she just had a
      case of nervous giggles.

      Victor continued his monologue. "I mean, I can't say this for many
      men, but I've seen his dick and... well..." Victor shook his head
      in a parody of sadness. "I mean, you've seen both of ours.
      You've... made the comparison so to speak." He held his hands far
      apart with a smile, then two fingers close together with a
      wince.

      "Ok, ok, yes Mr. Ego." Said Gina, laughing along. Sometimes it was
      a little fun to vent her frustrations about her relationship. She
      could be careful and make sure it didn't get out of bounds. "You've
      got a bigger dick than my husband. Much bigger. But you also are a
      bigger dick than my husband, baby. So you don't have
      everything."

      "There's nothing wrong with being a man who knows what he deserves
      and is willing to take it." Said Victor, chuckling. Then he grew
      serious.

      "But be honest with me. You've never thought about leaving
      him?"

      Gina bit her lip. Was there any reason to be honest with him? Was
      there any reason to lie? She rarely had a chance to vent to a
      receptive audience.

      "Yes, baby." Said Gina, "I have."

      "Just once?"

      "No, not just once. Many times."

      "As recently as...?" Now the questions seemed like they were being
      overly specific.

      "I don't know, last month maybe? Cassie is close to moving out, and
      I just reflected that it would be fairly clean if it happened then.
      Not a serious consideration, just a stray thought."

      "So why not go for it."

      "Same question, same answer my love." said Gina with a hard edge in
      her voice, "Because he is my husband and I love him. Let's change
      the subject.

      "Let's." Said Victor lightly. "Why did you never have another baby
      with Daren?"

      Gina shrugged uncomfortably. It seemed like this conversation was
      out of the frying pan and into the fire. "I had Cassie very young.
      It just never seemed like a good time after that."

      "So it was a mutual decision."

      "Noooo," Said Cassie slowly, staring at the wine swirling in her
      glass, "Daren likes the idea, but I'm not as enthusiastic."

      "Hmmmm. It sounds to me like you are just trying to put him off
      until you can run out the clock." Said Victor with a knowing
      smile.

      Gina blushed, she supposed that from the outside, her plan was
      obvious. "Maybe."

      "Well, in my experience, if a woman is committed to a relationship
      and in love with her man, she will have his baby if he wants her
      to. I've seen it dozens of times, even in situations where it was a
      stupid move on the woman's part. If you subconsciously can't stand
      the thought of having Daren's child, you might want to ask yourself
      why that is, baby." He sat there, a wide smile on his handsome
      face, acting like he could see inside Gina's head. What a
      prick.

      "I'm not really interested in this subject, my love." Said Gina,
      working to keep the hard edge of anger from her voice. "Let's talk
      about something else."

      ...

      Daren could hear the snap of the rubber gloves, and whipped his
      head around to track the noise.

      "Wh-what are you doing with those?"
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      "I need to help you puppy, give you a hand if you know what I
      mean." He heard the sound of her knees hitting the floor in front
      of him. "You can't do it yourself right now, you're all tied up and
      helpless."

      He felt the rough rubber gloves designed for cleaning run their way
      up his naked legs. "But I can't just touch your dick skin to skin
      with my innocent little hands, Mr. H." She said in a sweet voice.
      "Can you imagine it? My little teenage hands all over your gross
      old dick? Ewww!"

      "But the friction on these gloves is a little too much," she said,
      rubbing them uncomfortably on his upper thighs to demonstrate, "so
      I was nice and got you a little something else to improve the
      experience." And as she said this, he felt a cool, light piece of
      fabric fall onto his erect cock.

      "What? What is th-that?" His blindness seemed to enhance every
      touch. He could feel every nerve ending in his throbbing
      cock.

      "What, haven't you ever masturbated with a lady's panties, puppy?"
      And suddenly she was gripping his dick, smothering it in the cool,
      soft fabric. "I've heard it can be really intense. Makes you feel a
      real connection with her." She moved her hand slowly, softly,
      massaging at this point rather than stroking.

      "You're jerking me off with your p- with your panties?" His mind
      reeled at the image, the beautiful little tease at his feet,
      bottomless, hand busily working on his cock.

      That earned him a hard slap on the leg with a gloved hand, although
      Renee sounded amused when she answered: "Gross puppy! Of course
      not. I found some lying around the house."

      "But anyway, puppy. I don't want you to focus on me. That's not the
      point of this exercise. You need to focus on your wife. And my
      Dad." He heard the blips of the volume on the laptop being turned
      up, and couldn't help but listen.

      Oh God. Now they were talking about him. Victor was making fun of
      him, talking about his cowardice. Speculating about his poor
      performance in bed. And his beautiful, faithful wife wasn't
      defending him. She was laughing. Uncontrolled gales of snorts and
      giggles as Victor laid his greatest insecurities and faults on the
      table in a joking voice.

      "Heehee," tittered Renee, moving her hand, with the panties that
      were starting to get slightly slimy with precum, relentlessly on
      his dick, "You might not like this very much, Mr. H, but little
      Daren here likes it a LOT."

      The silk shift tied around his face smelled just like Gina, images
      of her swam through his head. But instead of how he regularly
      pictured her, smiling, energetic, confident; he now saw her cruel,
      pointing at him, hanging on Victor's muscular arm as they both
      laughed at his expense.

      He listened as Victor mocked his stutter, something that he had
      opened up to Gina about in a deep heart to heart. About how he used
      to be bullied for it, how it still made him insecure to this day.
      How when Charlie Brandt mocked it, it really got to him. And she
      had listened, and held him, and swore that it made him no less of a
      man. He listened to her snorts of laughter as his boss made a cruel
      mockery of his issue.

      "Whoa there, puppy." Said Renee, giggling. She pulled her hands
      away from his dick for a moment. "Calm down, it's not time to cum
      yet." He realized what she meant, that he had been right on the
      edge. He let out a moan. A mixed sound of heartbreak and
      desperation to cum.

      Renee's hands returned gently to his desperate cock, moving slowly
      and firmly.

      "Let me tell you what we are doing here, puppy. Why I'm putting you
      through this." She was speaking in a gentle voice, soft enough that
      it didn't drown out his wife and boss's discussion of how poorly
      his penis compared to Victor's. He found his attention split
      between Renee and the audio feed. In his heightened senses from the
      blindness, the effect was hypnotic, almost subliminal. The sounds
      blended in his mind with the heavy scent of Gina from the
      blindfold, her sweat and perfume, and he fell into a trance of
      lust.

      "Do you know why cuckold porn is popular, puppy? It's not because
      men picture themselves as the bull. No, no. They picture themselves
      as the pathetic, horny cuck. But why? Why not have a fantasy where
      they are doing the fucking, instead of having their loved ones
      fucked? Because of cavemen, cucky. I mean puppy (whoopsie!).
      Anyway, in caveman times, if a caveman with a better body and a
      bigger dick tried to steal your hot cavewoman wife, you're brain
      was programmed to make you suuuper horny." She started jacking him
      rapidly for a couple of beats as if to demonstrate.

      Gina was laughing, and admitting that Victor's dick was much
      bigger. Gina's scent wafted from the silk shift, making him picture
      her wearing it, gazing at him with smoky eyes. He picturered her
      comparing his dick with Victor's in person. Pictured her look of
      amusement as she hefted his cock and Victor's one in each hand.
      Pictured her moving both hands over to Victor's.

      "Are you listening, puppy? If your caveman brain gets horny enough,
      the hope is that it will motivate you to fight for your woman! To
      fuck her real good and win her back! That's why cuckold porn really
      does it for a lot of guys, our old caveman-time brains. So that's
      what we are doing right now with you! By making you super
      miserable, and jealous and horny, maybe we can pump you up enough
      to do something about my dad and your wife."

      "So that's our mission here puppy. To reeeeally get your eyes on
      the prize, help you grow some balls. But we aren't quite ready to
      finish yet, so let's kill time with another little fact. Do you
      know why a cockhead is shaped like a mushroom?" She began focusing
      on his head, working it in tight, short strokes "It's so that your
      dick can sort of work to scooop your rivals' cum out of your
      woman's pussy. Seriously, it's a real scientific theory. I think
      your dick is just perfectly shaped. Not for pleasing a woman
      obviously, but for cumscooping. For scooping my dad's sperm out of
      your wife's used pussy. Of course, I'm not so sure it's long enough
      to reach all of the cum...

      The words flowed over him, but he was also listening to the change
      of conversation on the audiofeed.

      Divorce. It felt like darkness was swelling in his chest. In his
      brain. In his crotch. A huge orgasm was coming, but it scared him
      to be this turned on by this.

      "P-please wait, Miss Cross."

      "Mistress, puppy. Call me mistress right now." She wasn't slowing
      down, her hand was speeding up, the panties now soaking in precum.
      Gina was talking about how she had thought of leaving him many
      times. It was just what Gina and their marriage counselor had told
      him definitely wasn't true countless times.

      "Please m-mistress. Stop! I don't want to cum to this!" If he came
      to this, to his own betrayal, to his worst fears coming true, what
      kind of man was he? But his dick was already twitching, the orgasm
      rolling unstoppably forward. Gina and his hated boss were
      discussing how she never planned to have another baby with
      him.

      "Too late, so lets make it count, cucky." Said Renee, hands working
      at lightning speed, "Repeat after me: 'I love you, Gina!'."

      He came so hard he saw stars in the blackness, filling the panties
      wrapping his cock with thick white slime. He came to his own
      destruction, as he moaned out "I-I love you Ginaaa!"

      ...

      Conversation moved on to lighter topics, and Gina began to relax
      again. Victor could be a real charmer when he wasn't being a
      manipulative son of a bitch. She could see how he could be a good
      boyfriend. Not to her, obviously, but she was sure that he would
      make a lucky lady really happy someday.

      It made it easier to relax that she was reaching the end of the
      date with no flaws at all in her act. She had played the role of
      pleasant date to a tee. There was no way that Victor could wiggle
      out of this one. She was going to secure her husband's position for
      him and never have to see Victor again.

      But then she saw Xavier, that little asshole from her job, the one
      who wouldn't stop hitting on her. He was walking across the room,
      some bimbo on his arm. Shit. She tried to turn herself in her chair
      a little in the hopes that he wouldn't notice her, but it was
      already too late. He was walking towards her with a dopey grin on
      his face.

      "Gina, I didn't expect to see you here tonight! This is Candy," He
      said, indicating the young blond woman on his arm. "And who is
      this?," He said, raising his eyebrows at Victor."

      "I'm her date." said Victor, wiggling his eyebrows while he chewed
      the last piece of his veal.

      "Oooohhh, you must be Daren," said Xavier, a look on his face
      spelling clearly that he hadn't realized that Daren was a large
      black man and was quickly revising some of his plans.

      Victor threw his head back and laughed. "Of course not! Never
      compare me to that loser. I'm just the guy who takes his wife out
      for dinner."

      Xavier was laughing too, and his dull, pretty eyes looked like they
      were doing a thousand calculations a minute.

      "He's joking Xavier," said Gina firmly. The last thing this prick
      needed was encouragement in his doomed quest to get into her pants.
      "This is just a business dinner. We aren't on a date."

      Xavier looked unconvinced. His eyes flicked back to Victor, looking
      for a man's confirmation that what she said was true. It made her
      blood boil.

      "Now that hurts my feelings, honey." said Victor in a wounded
      voice, "I worked so hard to make this a special evening for my
      princess. I know why you might be ashamed of having a boyfriend
      when you are married, but that denial really cuts deep."

      He reached a hand out to Xavier, who shook it with a firm grip.
      "Victor Cross, CEO of Cross Communications."

      "Xavier Mason, lawyer at Feinman and Shultz. You have a fine taste
      in women, Mr. Cross."

      Victor chuckled, "That I do Xavier, that I do. Here," he snapped
      open a small metal case from his pocket and handed Xavier an
      understated business card. "Get in touch Xavier, I have some ideas
      that I'd like to run by you."

      "It's not true, Xavier." Said Gina as he began to walk away, "It's
      just a tasteless joke. I don't want you to get the wrong idea!" His
      only response was to wave over his shoulder.

      Victor was leaning back in his chair with that old cocky grin
      plastered across his face.

      "So close, Gina."

      "No Victor, no no no. Come on!"

      "I almost thought that my girlfriend was the part that you were
      born to play. Well luckily, it looks like you'll have a lot more
      opportunities to get comfortable with the role."

      "It's not fair Victor! He was from my work!" Gina heard the
      little-girl whine creeping into her voice, but she couldn't stop
      it.

      Victor shrugged playfully, "I don't remember carving out any
      exceptions, baby."

      "So... So what then?"

      "So now we're dating. I'm your boyfriend now."

      Gina still couldn't believe that she had lost again. At a game that
      was so easy and rigged in her favor. It was humiliating. It was
      like she couldn't win against this man, like he was always above
      her, looking down with that smile on his face. Like no matter how
      she squirmed and strived, he would always be superior. She felt the
      burn of humiliation, compounding as she felt herself growing wet.
      "And what does that mean to you exactly?" she asked in a fearful
      voice.

      "Not what you are imagining." Said Victor with a chuckle, "Unless,
      that is, you want to bring those fantasies to life." He reached
      across the table with his palm up again.

      "No Victor," Gina said, without the firm decisiveness she had tried
      to inject the phrase with, "I won't. I'm faithful to Daren." But
      she tentatively reached her hand across the table and intertwined
      it with his.

      "Fair enough, I understand." Said Victor lightly, his eyes
      sparkling like he was keeping a secret.

      "In that case, this is what it means to me. You will give me your
      phone number and respond to my texts. No need for acting, just be
      yourself. But don't ignore me, that's bad girlfriend behavior." He
      said smiling and waving his finger back and forth. "You will also
      accept gifts from me. What girlfriend wouldn't?"

      "And naturally," he said, squeezing her hand tight, "We'll go on
      dates. You don't have to say yes every time I ask you out, you're a
      busy woman with a lot going on after all. But I expect you to make
      time at least once a month."

      Gina nodded, accepting his demands reluctantly. As long as she
      could keep him on the hook and interested, she could protect
      Daren's job and her family, she told herself.

      "Would I need to tell anyone?" She asked seriously, "Because that
      would be a dealbreaker."

      "No, that's fine," said Victor, "I get it, your reputation is
      important to you. You don't even need to tell Daren if you don't
      want to."

      The meal was over, they got up and moved to the door. The attendant
      got her coat.

      "I'm not dating you because I like you, Victor", Said Gina,
      grabbing him by the arm, "I'm doing this because I love Daren and
      this is the only way to help him."

      "I believe that you believe that." Said Victor, moving close to
      her, invading her space with his. He really was a mountain of a
      muscled man. He knew how to make his dominant presence felt, just
      through shifting his stance. What did he mean by what he said? She
      felt intimidated by him, physically and mentally. It was hard to
      focus on the meaning of the words.

      "Now, I don't think it's too much to ask my new girlfriend for a
      goodnight kiss, right?"

      Gina opened her mouth to refuse, but he was so close. His presence
      overwhelmed her. His soft lips were already on hers, his strong
      arms around her body. His kiss was firm, forceful. His tongue
      flicked its way into her mouth, and she found herself gently,
      softly caressing the intruder with her own, appeasing... welcoming.
      It seemed to last forever, although it was just a moment. As he
      withdrew, Gina realized that she had been on tiptoes, her back
      slightly arched, straining into the kiss. Her nipples felt tight
      and hard against the confines of her bra, and her panties were hot
      and humid.

      Victor opened the door for her and held it, gesturing to the
      private car which was already waiting for her.

      "I'll be seeing you soon...sweetie." He said with a wink.

      ...

      Daren came out of a stupor, arms aching, still bound to the dining
      room chair. At some point, Renee had removed the silk shift and
      tossed it on the couch.

      Renee herself was still there, busily clicking and typing away on
      his laptop, tongue out with concentration.

      She looked over at him with a smile when she saw that he was
      moving.. "Awww, look who's up! You know, I've heard some guys say
      that they came so hard they passed out, usually after I've texted
      them a few pics," She said with a wink, "But this is the first time
      I've seen it, puppy. I had to check to make sure you didn't have a
      heart attack."

      "What are you doing on my computer?"

      Renee looked up with a warning look. "I know you are a little out
      of it puppy, but be more polite."

      "What are you doing on my computer, Miss Cross." He said in a
      contrite voice.

      "Better. I am getting you all set up for our training program,
      puppy. She turned the screen around so that he could see it, and
      started flipping through the tabs. 'Wife Tamers' 'White Chicks,
      Dark Dicks' 'Cuck Diaries', everything you need." She waved around
      a credit card with a smile before slipping it back in her purse.
      "No more free stuff for you, I got you premium subscriptions to all
      the relevant sites I could find, my treat. I even got you this one,
      just as a palate cleanser." She quickly showed him the last tab
      "Naughty Daddy" before closing the computer with a snap.

      "Now, I'm going to leave you this," she said, waving a sheet with
      neat handwriting, "It's every site I signed you up for. Luckily I
      was able to get the same username and password on each one. She
      held up the sheet so that he could see."

      User: Puppycuck

      Pass: <3MissCross

      "Don't lose this, and for sure don't let your wife see it!"

      "But wait. Wait. I don't need those."

      "Weren't you listening when I was explaining to you puppy? Well, I
      guess you probably were a little distracted. We need you to jerk
      off to your pervy cuck fantasies as much as you can! I want you to
      be thinking about my dad and your wife doing the deed every other
      thought!, I want you wanking off your little dick to how you
      imagine they will fuck whenever you are alone! That's the only way
      we can pump up your horny jealousy to the level where you can
      satisfy your wife in bed, and maybe even make you brave enough to
      tell my dad to fuck off."

      Daren shook his head. He wasn't totally convinced.

      "I mean, tonight was a great start, puppy! Look at all the cummies
      you squirted out! You must have been soooo jealous and turned on."
      She pointed at his crotch, and he realized with shame and
      discomfort that the slimy, sodden panties were still wrapped around
      his now flaccid penis.

      "You had better find a secret place to throw those out by the way,
      puppy." Said Renee with a disgusted grimace. "I can't imagine
      Cassie would be too happy if she found her panties that way."

      Daren looked up in shock. "What did you say?! These are
      C-cassie's?"

      Renee shrugged, with a confused look. "Yeah Mr. H. I just grabbed
      the closest ones I could find. It was just for the sensation. It
      doesn't matter whose panties they were, puppy, it's not like you
      were thinking about Cassie while I was using them."

      Daren looked troubled. What she was saying seemed right, but he
      couldn't help but feel a line had been crossed there.

      Renee walked over to him and unbound him.

      "I have to leave, puppy, your wife will be back before long. I will
      be in touch soon. I found your cell number, wait for my text." She
      gave a flirty wave, and walked out the door, leaving him rubbing
      his wrists, and a few minutes later, peeling the slimy panties off
      his dick with distaste.

      ...

      That night, when his wife returned, Daren had the first wild
      passionate sex with Gina that they had had in a long time. Daren
      was much more aggressive than usual, and Gina responded
      enthusiastically, moaning her way to orgasm before Daren came,
      joyfully and without dark feelings, deep in her pussy. It was a
      great moment for both of them, Gina mentally confirming to herself
      with smugness that losing to Victor again had changed nothing about
      her marriage, and Daren realizing with wonder that maybe Renee was
      on to something with her little training plan.

      Both of them were wrong

      

    


    

    
      Cross Contamination Pt. 04

      
      Cross Contamination Chapter 4: The Sculptors and the Clay

      Gina had turned her phone on silent early in the week, and kept
      it that way, but she already knew what would be waiting for her as
      she stepped out of the shower. Victor was consistent, if nothing
      else. There were a few text message alerts. She unlocked her phone
      to quickly view them as she hurried to fix her hair. She was
      running late today.

      [Good Morning Beautiful!]

      [I hope hubby's snoring didn't keep you up!]

      These were accompanied by a shot of Victor, looking cultured and
      relaxed with a steaming cup of coffee at his luxurious dining room
      table.

      Gina sighed. She would have to answer. It was part of their
      deal. She actually had begun to enjoy their conversations, at least
      in normal circumstances. Victor was a cocky pig, but he had turned
      out to be a good conversationalist and a useful sounding board. But
      at the moment, she was genuinely late, and really didn't have the
      time.

      [Morning, Victor.]

      [Running Late. Hubby's fault, just like you said haha.]

      [Text later?]

      She dropped the phone and began applying makeup. A minute later
      she heard the phone buzz again. She snatched it up, a little
      irritated.

      [Sure Sure.]

      [No good morning selfie for your boyfriend?]

      Gina rolled her eyes. The neediness of this man. She didn't
      recall reciprocal selfies being part of the deal, but it had
      somehow become routine. It felt rude to have him send selfies
      without a response. Well fine, he would get his selfie.

      She finished her makeup, checked the towel to make sure nothing
      could be seen, and smiled as she clicked a picture in the mirror.
      There, let that perv eat his heart out. She rushed to the room, and
      began to dress. Her phone buzzed again. What part of "I'm busy" was
      hard to understand?

      [Exquisite. No one is as beautiful as you, babe. But does that
      towel go lower?]

      [BTW, did you get that gift I sent you yet?]

      Gina shook her head. oh right. She did have to talk to him about
      that: It was worth the time to straighten out this issue.

      [Yes, Victor. I accepted it. But I didn't know you would be
      getting me such inappropriate gifts.]

      The gift in question was a ridiculous leather choker with
      VICTOR'S on the front, picked out in what looked like real
      diamonds. She disliked necklaces in general, and chokers were the
      worst of all. She felt they were explicitly designed to evoke
      collars, with all the misogyny that that implied.

      [It's in my bedside table drawer, but you have to realize that I
      will never wear it.]

      Victor responded instantly:

      [In the same bedside table where you keep your vibrator,
      right?]

      He added a winking emoji.

      [Maybe that is the right place for it.]

      [It was a joke gift, my love. Don't take it too seriously.]

      Gina wasn't so sure, but it would be easy enough to keep it
      hidden until Victor forgot about it. Daren knew better than to
      snoop through her stuff.

      Victor was texting again. She would have to read it on the way
      to the car. She yelled out a goodbye as she walked, completely
      forgetting to give Daren his usual goodbye kiss as she stared at
      her phone.

      [I have another gift for you. One I think you will like
      better.]

      [An all expenses paid day trip to the Spa Ryokan. Tomorrow.]

      Gina had never heard of it, but she had come to respect Victor's
      taste.

      [I don't know Victor. It's a big deal for me to get off work at
      this short notice. Especially right now. Also, I don't know if I am
      ready for another date yet.]

      She was sitting in the car, ready to go, but she couldn't stop
      watching the three dots move as Victor typed back.

      [Not a date, dearest. I won't be there. The Ryokan has a
      female-only day tomorrow. It's supposed to make it more relaxing.
      Consider it a chance to unwind and center yourself without men
      around to distract you.]

      Now that sounded a lot more tempting. A day to get her mind off
      both Daren and Victor. Well, her agreement said she had to accept
      gifts anyway. What the hell. She could make an excuse and call in
      sick tomorrow.

      [Fine, I'm in. Text me the details later. I have to drive now.
      Talk to you later]

      And she sped off, extremely late, to work.

      ...

      Cassie lay on her bed, attempting to masturbate. She knew about
      how it was done in theory, or she thought she did, but it didn't
      feel as satisfying as she had heard it described.

      She had spent the week at school dodging crowds as much as
      possible, taking the short route between classes, skipping
      volleyball practice. She was grateful that the band teacher let her
      eat in the band room alone once she asked. The pitying, almost
      disgusted look in the teacher's eyes told Cassie that she probably
      knew exactly what had happened.

      She could feel the eyes of the boys drilling into her wherever
      she went. Mostly they didn't even speak with her, except for the
      cockiest ones. And from them, she only got crude come-ons. The
      girls were almost worst, with reactions ranging from giggling
      ridicule to blind rage.

      And for some stupid reason, the whole horrible situation made
      her unbelievably horny. She closed her eyes and imagined again the
      boys of the school surrounding her, undressing her with their eyes.
      She had a fairly good practical knowledge of how sex worked, but in
      the boy's eyes, she could see that they had wanted something more
      from her, something darker than the kind of sex she had heard
      about. All the books she had read carefully described sex as a
      wholesome thing two people did together when they were in love. But
      the desire she had seen in the boy's eyes that day hadn't been
      wholesome at all, and she had seen no love there.

      She imagined that she was wearing that horrible outfit again,
      imagined the tented pants that she had tried not to focus on during
      her humiliation. Cassie tried to imagine what it would look like if
      all of their hard penises were out for her to see. She pushed a
      trembling finger in and out of her swollen, soaking vagina.
      Although it felt good, she was no closer to what she had heard
      other girls whisper an orgasm was like.

      She heard a knock on her door seconds before her Dad flung it
      open. She barely had time to pull her blanket over herself.

      "Hey sweetie," said her dad, looking a little confused. "Still
      in bed? You might be late if you don't hurry."

      "Um..." said Cassie, her face red, her voice cracking. "Yeah
      daddy, I'm feeling a little sick, so I decided to stay home today."
      She was painfully aware that under the blanket she only had a bra
      on. She carefully kept her still-wet right hand beneath the covers.
      Her pussy was still dripping and hot from her exploration seconds
      before. Not that daddy knew that, but the idea was still intense.
      Why was the thought of getting caught naked and masturbating sexy
      to her? Gross Cassie, it's just your oblivious old father!

      "Oh," said her dad, a look of concern on her face, "You do look
      a little hot." And mortifyingly, he sat on the edge of the bed,
      reaching out a hand to touch her forehead.

      "N-no daddy, I'm not sick like that." She squeaked. She dropped
      her voice to a whisper: "Girl problems." That was a guaranteed way
      to get her dad to drop the investigation, which, thankfully, he
      did. It would have been way too weird for her Daddy to touch her
      when she was naked and horny, even if it was just on the
      forehead.

      "Well Cassie, your mother wanted me to talk to you about what
      happened last week."

      She felt a twinge of heat in her pussy at the thought of that
      humiliating day. Oh God, that was the last thing she wanted to talk
      about with her Dad, especially right now. She wanted to hide
      completely under the blankets. She wanted her dad to leave so she
      could continue masturbating.

      "For young women, it might seem fun or cool to dress up a
      certain way."

      Cassie wanted to die. No one had believed her story of this
      being a bullying prank, not even her parents. Everyone just assumed
      immediately that she was some sort of perverted slut. Apparently
      even her daddy.

      "But, what you don't realize is that teenage boys look at
      clothes like that in a very different way. You can take my word for
      it, I used to be a teenage boy."

      Cassie's big eyes turned and locked on to her father's face. Was
      her father saying that he would have been interested in looking if
      he were there? Her eyes slipped down, for the first time ever, to
      the space between her daddy's legs. Would he have been stiff down
      there if he had seen what she was wearing? Cassie shifted slightly
      in her bed and her hand coincidentally fell back onto her bare
      pussy, sending a pleasurable jolt of sensation up her spine.

      "They see clothes like that as an invitation. As a sign that
      they can... get whatever they want from you." His eyes, which had
      been looking away with embarrassment, turned towards Cassie to look
      her in the eyes. Cassie knew that it was just an unfortunate
      coincidence that her daddy had walked in the room and talked to her
      about the subject of her current masturbation fantasy, but she
      couldn't deny the way the conversation was turning her on.

      "And what do the boys want from me, daddy?" Cassie said, looking
      at him with upturned eyes, lips slightly parted.

      Daren stared back, a strange shadow in his eyes as he looked at
      Cassie. A...spark that she didn't normally see there. A potent,
      taboo energy seemed to crackle between them. Cassie slowly, without
      thinking about it, dug her fingers into her needy pussy...

      Then Daren looked away, and the moment was broken.

      "Well, Cassie, when a man and a woman love each other very
      much..."

      "Oh God dad!" Screamed Cassie, hiding her face under the
      blanket. Everything was very much back in the normal dynamic, so
      quickly and easily that both forgot the strange awkward moment
      between them. Cassie shooed him out of the room after swearing she
      wouldn't dress that way again.

      Cassie wasn't feeling horny anymore after that mortifying
      exchange, and spent some time sleeping late into the morning. She
      woke up to the text alert from her phone.

      [Heard you are playing hooky today, babe. I'm in. Heading to
      your house right now. Time to start operation Cassie 2.0 ;) ]

      It was from Renee. Renee and her friends from the cheer team had
      really been a shining light this past week. Renee's friends had
      taken her out for some fun the night of the incident, and had
      really helped take her mind off things. Renee herself had made a
      point of chatting with her in home room and saying hi in the halls.
      Renee had made Cassie promise to have her over to explain her big
      plan for helping Cassie, and it looked like it would be today,
      ready or not. Cassie found herself feeling happy and excited. She
      liked Renee. She was fun, smart, and pretty. Really really pretty.
      With long legs, soft, curvy lips, and breasts that...

      Damn it, why was she getting horny again?

      ...

      "Cassie!" Squealed Renee right as she opened the door, jumping
      towards her and pulling her into a big hug.

      Cassie couldn't help but smile. Something about this girl's
      energy was just infectious. "It's good to see you, Renee!"

      She meant it.

      Renee pulled away, and looked at her seriously from arms length,
      her brow furrowing. "How are you doing, girl?" Cassie tried for a
      smile, but something a bit shakier ended up on her lips. "I'm fine,
      Renee." It didn't sound very convincing.

      "Let's go to your room, lady. Don't worry, Renee is here to make
      it all better." said Renee in a soothing voice, patting her on the
      back while they walked into the house. Cassie felt like she was
      probably just trying to be reassuring, but she appreciated the
      thought.

      They made small talk until they were seated on Cassie's bed,
      facing each other. Renee slapped her hands dramatically and got
      straight to business.

      "Ok, girlie, time to face facts." Said Renee seriously, looking
      her dead in the eye, "Get ready, because I'm about to be really
      really blunt here. Don't stress, the good news comes afterwards."
      She gave Cassie a little smile.

      "What happened to you last week was reeeally reeeeeally bad for
      you, reputation-wise." Cassie's mouth was set in a grim line. Tell
      me something I don't know.

      "You've basically become the laughingstock of the entire school,
      and the number one jerk-off fantasy of the male half." Renee's eyes
      were locked on her, gauging her reaction. Cassie felt her face
      growing red. "I can't stress that enough. Probably 90 percent of
      the boys in the high school are tugging their hard cocks to you
      every night, while at the same time thinking you are some bimbo
      slut. That 90 percent includes male teachers, by the way." Cassie
      hadn't even thought of that! The thought sent a shiver up her
      spine. All of the nice older men, who passed by her in the halls
      every day, jerking their older dicks to the thought of her....

      "You add up all the jizz that's been shot to you this past week,
      and it would be enough for you to bathe in." Said Renee in a
      shocked voice. The thought was disgusting, but it certainly
      conjured a vivid image. "The girls on the other hand, either hate
      you, or think that you are hilarious, and not in a flattering way.
      More like in a "look at this silly slut desperate for dick' kind of
      way."

      "And these problems probably won't stop for the rest of the
      year." Continued Renee, "The photos are out there being passed
      around. You'll be lucky if you don't become iinternet famous."
      Cassie's head was spinning. Her breathing had become heavy.
      Something about the idea of photos commemorating the worst, most
      humiliating experience of her young life, being traded around for
      sexual gratification. The idea was repulsive and fascinating at the
      same time.

      "Buuuuuut," said Renee, spreading her arms wide, beginning to
      smile, "We do have some options. Ways to make things better for
      you."

      She pulled out a notebook from her bag and flipped to the first
      page.

      "Our plan, Cassie, is to reinvent you. I will help you to
      reclaim your own sexuality, and stand as a strong independent
      woman." Renee looked at her in triumph.

      "That sounds great Renee, but what does it mean?" Asked Cassie
      glumly.

      "Come on, Cassie, think this through. What is your problem right
      now? All the boys think of you more as a sex doll than as a person.
      They are projecting their gross sexual desires onto you. The only
      way to turn it around is to be secure in your own sexuality. Be
      sexy on your own terms. Refuse to be defined sexually by those
      horny boys. Be defined sexually for yourself!"

      Cassie nodded slowly. She thought she understood, but wasn't
      sure she fully grasped what Renee was suggesting.

      "Well, let me walk you through it." Said Renee confidently, "I
      have some opening steps here that will get us on track nicely."

      "Step 1: New wardrobe. Right now you are trying to cover up as
      much as possible. That's perfectly natural as a reaction to having
      your tits and pussy out for everyone to see last week. But it's
      counterproductive. You can't let people think that you are afraid
      of your own body. You have to be secure with your body, and if that
      means faking it until you make it, so be it."

      Cassie looked concerned. She just wasn't sure if she wanted to
      wear clothes that were even a little revealing right now. But Renee
      bulldozed forward.

      "Step 2: I had to pull some strings to make this happen Cassie,
      so I hope you are grateful. I want you to join the cheer squad.
      "

      "But Renee, I'm already into volleyball." Said Cassie
      nervously.

      "Those bitches aren't your friends! You saw how they treated you
      on the other day. A lot of them were in that PE class; One of them
      might be your bully! Anyway, you can trust all the girls on cheer
      to have your back and be honest but fair with you. Most people
      think we are sluts too, so we know what it's like. Also: cheer can
      be an awesome way to get in touch with your body and sexuality. I
      will show you what I mean at practice. Of course, to get you in I
      had to agree that you would have a probationary period, but you're
      athletic. I'm sure you will do fine."

      Renee looked so pleased and had clearly worked hard to make this
      happen, so Cassie didn't want to say no... but prancing around
      dancing in front of the boys... was that really the best idea?

      "I guess I will give it a try, Renee. Thank you."

      "You're welcome! The next step you reeeeally aren't going to
      like, but I promise you it is super important."

      Renee grabbed her arm and gave her a worried look.

      "People heard about what the note said, the one that the bullies
      sent you. And now everybody is calling you Kissy Swallowes, just
      like that note did." Cassie felt a roiling in her belly. It was
      such a demeaning name. Ridiculous. Pornier than real porn names. It
      reduced her to a dirty joke. Hearing Renee say it made her feel
      really weird.

      "So... Step 3 is reclaiming that name. That means me and the
      cheer squad using 'Kissy' as your nickname. We can leave the
      'Swallowes' out. We don't want to go crazy." Renee was once again
      looking at her, judging her reaction.

      "So..." said Cassie slowly, trying to think it through, "you are
      saying that if popular girls use it as an endearing nickname, it
      won't have power when other people try to use that nickname to
      insult me."

      "Exactly!" Said Renee, with a look that said that she thought
      the idea was brilliant.

      Cassie didn't like it. Hearing the name Kissy made her feel
      weird: angry and upset and, shamefully, a little turned on. She
      couldn't imagine hearing it all the time from Renee. But maybe that
      was why this step was important, to take some of the poison away
      from the word. She nodded her head reluctantly.

      'Great! Step 4: We need to get you a man."

      Cassie blinked in surprise. That seemed like a drastic step.

      "I know, I know," said Renee, holding up her hand soothingly,
      "It seems like a big step. But boys can be very useful in this
      specific situation. If you have a steady boyfriend, it could really
      change your image. It will certainly discourage some of them from
      the catcalls and staring."

      Cassie noticed that Renee didn't say it would stop all the
      catcalls and staring.

      "Do you have anybody who might be a good candidate?" Renee asked
      her, tilting her head in curiosity.

      Peter's name immediately jumped to mind. He had been friends
      with her since middle school, and she had been nursing a crush for
      him for the past year. But It was hard to forget the look of lust
      in his eyes, the phone in his hand, recording her humiliation. Just
      another horny boy in the crowd.

      "Maybe... Peter." Cassie almost whispered, drawing her knees up
      to her chest.

      "Peter Horton? Are you sure? That little nerdy beanpole guy?"
      Renee looked a little disbelieving, then understanding dawned on
      her face. "Oohhhhhh, you have a crush on him. I get it. No
      accounting for taste. This could work in our favor. People might
      find it hard to believe you are a red hot slut if that guy landed
      you. Later I will tell you what to text him. I'm betting we can get
      you two dating by the end of the day tomorrow."

      Cassie felt shocked. Renee really thought she could get them
      together that quick? She had thought about the best way to approach
      it for months. Renee really was something else.

      "And Most importantly, Step 5:" Said Renee Dramatically, "We
      need to get you in touch with your own sexuality."

      Cassie waited to hear what this would entail. She really
      couldn't guess what Renee meant.

      "I have a plan for that as well. Buuuuut... before we go any
      further," said Renee delicately, " I just need to ask... are you
      into girls, Kissy?"

      Cassie knew that Renee had said she was going to start using
      that nickname, but it still felt strange. Belittling. She almost
      missed the question.

      "What? No!" At least, she was pretty sure that she didn't. It
      was true that she had gotten turned on in the locker room last
      week, but that was just because of the crazy, high-pressure
      day.

      "Good! I mean, I would be totally cool with it if you were!"
      Explained Renee, putting a reassuring hand on Cassie's shoulder,
      "It's just that some of the things I plan to do in order to help
      you connect with your sexuality might be taken the wrong way by
      someone who got turned on by girls. I wouldn't want you falling for
      me, Kissy!"
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      Cassie gulped and flushed a little more. What on earth did that
      mean? What was Renee planning to do?

      Renee wouldn't be stopped. "How often do you rub one out?" She
      asked casually.

      Cassie sputtered, hiding her face in her hands. Oh God, she wasn't
      sure if she was ready to have this conversation with the beautiful
      girl sitting across from her. Renee's mouth was twisted up on one
      side in a naughty smile, eyes glittering with curiosity. It was
      hard to ignore Renee's long, smooth, dark thighs peeking out from
      beneath the short skirt she had chosen to wear today, or how her
      large firm breasts pushed against her tight crop top, or her toned
      flat belly visible below.

      Shit, maybe she should have told Renee that she liked girls a
      little bit...

      "I, uhhh." She stuttered, grasping for how to express herself.
      Renee didn't bail her out, just staring calmly with that quirk of a
      smile.

      "Not a lot I guess." Cassie finished lamely, feeling tongue
      tied.

      "Well, that is going to have to change, girlie." Said Renee
      cheerfully. "How can you know that the boys are wrong about your
      sexual preferences if you don't even know what they are? We are
      going to need to you start masturbating to a buuuunch of stuff
      Kissy, really explore what's out there."

      Cassie was mortified. She had no idea that anyone could be this
      comfortable talking about this kind of stuff. But then again, maybe
      Renee was right. She certainly seemed confident and in control.
      Maybe this process would help Cassie feel that in control
      too.

      Renee gave her a sharp look and leaned forward with a whisper, "Do
      you even know how to masturbate, Kissy?"

      Cassie felt blood flow to her face. She felt a little indignant.
      What did Renee think she was, five years old? "I mean.. Yeah, of
      course."

      "Uh-huh." said Renee, a look of flat skepticism on her face. "Well,
      I'm afraid you are going to have to show me."

      "What?!? No way Renee! That's crazy." Cassie refused immediately,
      but she felt butterflies in her stomach at the thought. This
      beautiful, popular girl watching her get off? Something about that
      thought lit a little fire inside of her belly.

      "I'm afraid that we don't have any other option, Kissy. This whole
      exploring your sexuality plan is going to be worthless if you can't
      even get yourself off properly. I'm not taking no for an answer,
      Kissy. Pants off." Her voice was kind, but firm and unyielding. Her
      eyes were warm, but they would allow no dissent. Cassie found
      herself wanting to obey, wanting to see that stern look break into
      a happy smile. She looked down demurely as she unbuttoned her pants
      and shimmied them to the ground.

      "Shirt too, Kissy, but stop there. You can show me the theory
      without getting naked. She had turned and was rifling around in
      Cassie's underwear drawer.

      "Do you have a vibrator, Kissy?" She asked over her shoulder.

      "No..." said Cassie a bit breathlessly, as she lifted her shirt off
      her head, exposing her plain, white bra. Things seemed like they
      were moving really fast. She sat gingerly on the edge of her bed,
      not sure where to put her hands, feeling chilly with her unexpected
      exposure, heart pumping in her ears.

      "Huh." Said Renee distractedly, "Well, we will have to change that
      at some point, but the old-fashioned method will work just fine for
      now. Which pair of panties are your favorite? The most
      comfortable."

      Cassie got up and padded across the room, pointing over Renee's
      shoulder at a soft gray pair that she saved for when she wanted to
      feel really comfortable. It was distracting being this close to her
      new friend while wearing only underwear. Especially while it was
      just the two of them alone in the house.

      "Great!" said Renee with a toothy smile, snatching the favorite
      pair and thrusting them into Cassie's hands. "Put them on, we need
      to make sure you are as comfortable as possible."

      Cassie Froze for a moment, waiting for Renee to turn away and give
      her some privacy to change. Renee didn't move, and gave Cassie an
      impatient "let's go" movement with her hands.

      Cassie took a breath and quickly dropped her other panties to the
      floor, stepping out of them clumsily. Cassie didn't see the smile
      on Renee's face widen as she saw the small wet spot which had
      formed in the old panties.

      With the favorite panties on, Renee took a reluctant Cassie by the
      hand and led her back to the bed.

      "Ok now Kissy. Lay back, get comfortable. Close your eyes. Think
      about something hot. Something that drives you crazy." Her voice
      was low and firm, easy to concentrate on. Cassie knew she was
      supposed to be thinking about something hot, something to
      masturbate too, but her head was full of Renee, her voice, her
      smell. Her mind raced back to when Renee had hugged her, naked in
      the locker room.

      "Now show me." Renee commanded, insisted. "Show me how you make
      yourself feel good."

      Kissy's hand moved down to her panties, pulling them to the side.
      Her finger slipped inside herself, so wet that there was little
      resistance. She moved it slowly, pushing slightly deeper and
      deeper. God, Renee was here, Renee was watching this, watching her
      get herself off. But she wasn't getting off. She wasn't getting any
      closer. She pushed deeper, faster, covering her hand in slippery
      juices, whimpering slightly, forgetting the show she must be giving
      her guest, desperate to reach that release that she had heard
      about.

      When Renee touched her shoulder, it sent a thrill through Cassie's
      nerves, her eyes flew open. The reality of the situation was now
      impossible to ignore. Renee, fully clothed, looking down at her
      dripping pussy with an unreadable expression. Renee shook her
      head.

      "I'm glad we did this little exercise, Kissy, because you have a
      lot to learn. Here, scoot." And suddenly, Renee was climbing onto
      the bed, sitting directly right next to the nearly-naked Cassie,
      her warm brown skin pushed up against her bare arms and legs.

      "Hands off for now, hon," She said briskly, gently pulling Cassie's
      hand from between her legs.

      "Now babe, penetration is an important part of feeling good during
      sex, and if you don't know how to masturbate, it's an intuitive
      place to start." Renee reached down casually, and pulled the
      comfortable panties back over, covering Cassie's nakedness, her
      fingers accidentally brushing Cassie's bare pussy for a few white
      hot, nerve jangling moments. "But for most women, clitoral
      stimulation is much, much more important for masturbation."

      Renee grabbed Cassie by the chin, and pulled her gaze from her own
      pussy to meet Renee soft but commanding brown eyes. Then, quickly
      and firmly, she placed three slim fingers onto Cassie's crotch,
      mashing the cloth with even pressure into Cassie's hot, wet vagina.
      "I'm going to give you a direct demonstration, Kissy, so you know
      what to do." Her eyes were deep pools, her gently smiling lips
      hypnotizing. "But over the panties. Otherwise we would be having
      sex. You don't want to have sex with me, right Kissy?"

      Cassie was speechless. She was afraid the panties would soak though
      and Renee would feel it. She was afraid She would start moaning at
      any second. She was afraid the moment would end. Renee increased
      the pressure of her fingers.

      "Right, Kissy?"

      She had forgotten the question. "R-right Renee."

      "Good girl. Now, move your hand like this." Her fingers began
      rubbing in a firm, circular motion. Parting the lips, focusing on a
      sweet, tender point that Cassie hadn't realized she had. The
      difference was immediate. Electrifying. Reenee wasn't all talk, she
      really did know a lot more about masturbating than Cassie. Cassie
      took a deep, shuddering breath, tensing up as pleasure roared
      through her body.

      "No, no, no." Chided Renee softly, with a giggle. "Relax! Let
      yourself feel the pleasure, you'll only fight against it if you get
      all tense." Her fingers were rhythmic and slow, unchanging. Cassie
      could hear Renee slow breathing in her ear. Renee's other hand
      began caressing Cassie. First fingers twining through her hair,
      then the palm tracing over her cheek, then a gentle thumb tracing
      over her lips, her closed eyes. She began speaking, soft and low,
      in the same rhythm of her fingers.

      "The mind is just as important as the body when it comes to
      masturbating, Kissy. It's our main objective in a way, because we
      want you to be exploring what things turn you on. Let's see..." Her
      right hand continued to move with firm pressure on her clit, while
      she traced ticklish little stars and circles on Cassie's exposed
      belly with her left hand.

      "What about rough stuff? Imagine this... Let's say one day, a big
      strong man breaks into your house when your mommy and daddy are
      away. Ooh, even better, let's say a big strong black man. Even
      kinkier right? And he finds you there, in your undies, all alone.
      And you can tell, right as he looks at you, just exactly what he
      wants. By the way his eyes stick to your huge tits, to the place
      between those big thighs. This man has one thing on his mind, and
      it isn't the jewelry he came in here for. He has all the power, and
      there is nothing you can do: this man is going to get what this man
      wants. And you start begging him, pleading with him, but you know
      it won't do any good. You can already see the huge bulge forming in
      his pants. His body is getting ready for the show. And the worst
      part is, your body is getting ready too. Even as you beg him not to
      do this, your body is heating up, because this is a strong virile
      man, and your body wants that dick, even if your conscious mind
      doesn't. So by the time he rips off your little panties, they are
      soaking wet, and his cock gets even harder, knowing that he can
      make you cum your brains out tonight, even if you don't want
      to..."

      "How was that?" Said Renee, judging Cassie's reactions. Cassie's
      breath came fast a ragged, her panties were already beginning to
      soak through. Her eyes were closed and she was leaning heavily into
      Renee, maximizing the contact between her and the teasing girl
      getting her off. Renee grinned. "Hmmmm, not bad, but I think we can
      do better..."

      "What about a man being in charge of you? Pushing you around...
      Telling you what to do... Let's say, one day, you meet an older man
      on the bus. You know that daddy taught you never to talk to
      strangers, but he is just so nice, and handsome, and he has a cute
      little puppy with him on a leash... and so you get to talking. And
      he tells you all about how he trains dogs for a living. And over
      the course of the conversation he gets a little less nice, and a
      little more pushy. He tells you in a firm voice to come sit next to
      him instead of across from him, and you find yourself doing it,
      partially because he is a little intimidating, but mostly because
      it just feels good to do what this strong confident man says. And
      although you weakly protest when your stop comes, he tells you to
      stay, and you do. And when he tells you in a voice meant to be
      obeyed that you are going to come home with him, you can't find it
      in yourself to argue anymore. And before you know it, you are stark
      naked, kneeling in his bedroom, slipping the choker he gave you
      around your neck, just like he told you to. And as he clips his
      leash to your new collar, you realize that now you have become his
      little puppy, and he plans to train you like one of his dogs. And
      your pussy is the wettest it has ever been from letting this man do
      whatever he wants to you.

      This got a reaction, like Renee knew it would. She knew a natural
      submissive when she saw one.

      The thought of that picture, of the blond woman (mommy...) kneeling
      down in front of the huge black man, flashed into Cassie's head.
      Small, sweet noises were coming from the back of Cassie's throat
      without her meaning to make them.

      Time to seal the deal.

      "What about being seen? Showing everyone what good girls keep
      hidden. Let's say you have a big speech in front of the whole
      school for an assembly. You are a little nervous, but what is even
      worse is that you keep having a naughty, filthy idea pop into your
      head. What if you were getting off the whole time you were giving
      the speech? You know it would be a terrible idea, but it just keeps
      popping up in your head. The idea is so hot, and it makes you so
      horny that you have trouble thinking straight. You buy a little
      remote controlled vibrator, not even intending to use it, just for
      the fantasy. You get so caught up in the idea that you actually put
      it inside you during the speech. You don't intend to use it, but
      just the fact that you had it there without anyone knowing will
      fuel your masturbation fantasies for life. But then something goes
      wrong. The principal sees that you have the remote with you just
      before you go on. He snatches it out of your hand with a wink right
      before thrusting you out onto the stage. And as you start your
      speech, you feel it, a sweet low rumble coming from the device
      inside your pussy. You start sweating, and blushing, and stumbling
      over your lines, the sensation growing as that evil principal turns
      the device higher and higher, until you are worried that the people
      in the front row might hear the buzzing. Some of your words start
      becoming moans, and the crowd is elbowing each other knowingly.
      Cell phones are coming out. The idea that your fantasy is coming
      true in the most horrifying way possible is turning you on almost
      as much as the vibrator. And as you climax, you can't help but grab
      a breast and thrust your hand between your legs, in case anyone was
      in denial about what was happening. You are already well on your
      way to becoming a school legend.

      Cassie's whiny, innocent little moans were growing louder, this
      last fantasy was really speaking to her. Renee couldn't help but
      smile. Who knew it would be so easy to turn someone into an
      exhibitionist? And she wasn't even close to finished with poor
      little Kissy Swallowes.

      "With big, sensitive tits like yours," Said Renee, expertly working
      Cassie's bra clasp one-handed, "including a little breast play in
      masturbation sessions is a must." Cassie was too far gone in the
      throes of pleasure to protest as her big milky tits jiggled free.
      She was grinding her hips against Renee's hand now, her panties
      soaking though.

      Renee's left hand roamed the vulnerable breasts, cupping, stroking,
      pinching, twisting, Cassie's moans crescendoed, her legs beginning
      to shake. One of her hands grasped blindly at Renee's knee as the
      other clasped Renee's hand tightly to her crotch, her legs pressing
      tightly together as her pussy spasmed and she experienced orgasm
      for the first time.

      Cassie was in bliss. Her mind was blanked as her body shook and
      loud moans exploded from her mouth. This orgasm made her previous
      attempts at masturbating seem like little kid stuff. As she came
      down from the high, taking a deep breath, it almost felt like the
      whole world had changed.

      Renee was there, pulling her hand from between Cassie's legs,
      fingers shining slightly. She pulled the topless Cassie into a
      tight hug.

      "You did great, girlie! And now you know what to do for yourself
      next time." It felt strange to be so naked when Renee was fully
      clothed, just sitting there chatting. It made her feel like that
      were unequal in some way. She looked for her bra, but it must have
      fallen off the bed.

      "But for real, you didn't even know the basics of rubbing one out?"
      Renee gave her a playful swat on the shoulder. "You could have
      searched around online a little"

      Cassie blushed, realizing that although they were the same age, she
      had needed to be trained by Renee like she was an inexperienced
      little girl. She felt inferior, but the feeling was surprisingly
      not entirely unpleasant. She had enjoyed being the student...

      "Anyway, let's talk next steps" said Renee, bouncing up off the
      bed, Cassie suddenly missing the warmth of her skin touching hers.
      She shivered, crossing her arms to cover her hard pink nipples.
      Where was her bra?

      "I'm going to send you some links. Watch them. Touch yourself.
      Report back how you feel. We want to get a good picture of what
      sexuality means to you." Cassie nodded absently. She supposed it
      made sense. Then a wicked thought occurred to her, lighting a
      sickening little fire in her belly. Would it sound too weird to ask
      for that?

      "Umm, Renee, " She mumbled, squirming uncomfortably from being
      subjected to Renee's gaze while topless. "Do you think that you
      could send me..."

      "Yes?" Said Renee, smiling with anticipation, she liked where this
      was going.

      "That picture of the woman who people say was my mom?" Mumbled
      Cassie, a fiery blush spreading down from her face to the tops of
      her exposed breasts.

      "Oh woooow Kissy!" Crowed Renee with mock outrage, "You are going
      to rub one out to a nude picture of your own mommy? Well I guess
      that does tell us a lot about your sexuality."

      "N-no! Of course not Renee! I just wanted to see it again because I
      think I am over-exaggerating it in my memory. I just don't want to
      obsess over it." Cassie told herself that that explanation was
      almost certainly totally true, and this mind blowing masturbation
      session had not been what made her want to see the photo
      again.

      "Uh-huh, sure hon." Said Renee with a giggle. "And after you
      refresh your memory, what you do next is between you, your pussy,
      and God." She gave Cassie a dirty wink which just made Cassie blush
      harder.

      "Anyway. Cheer practice tomorrow. I'll also help you catch your
      man." Renee grabbed her bag off the floor.

      Cassie finally found her bra. How had it ended up wedged behind the
      bed?

      "Now I've got to run, Kissy." Said Renee, smiling from the bedroom
      door as Cassie fumbled with her bra. "But I'm excited. These are
      the first steps on the way to a brand new you!"

      ...

      Later that evening, Renee grunted in pleasure, gripping the back of
      the head between her legs by it's curly hair and grinding her cunt
      hard against his face.

      Everything was going perfectly, with both Cassie and Daren. She had
      Daren on lock from minute one, but Cassie had made her worry early
      on. Not anymore. It was a slippery slope after the first few steps,
      and Cassie was practically guaranteed to end up as exactly what
      Renee wanted: an slutty, bisexual, exhibitionist bimbo.

      God this family was pathetic. It was so hot.

      With those thoughts she was finally able to get off, despite the
      lacking skills of her partner.

      Peter Horton gasped for air, his eyes glazed, his face
      dripping.

      Renee used her foot to turn Peter's face up to meet her gaze.

      "The plan starts tomorrow, nerd boy. You better be ready!"

      ...

      Gina's mild concern about the spa day had melted away quickly once
      she arrived. The professional, Japanese-styled establishment
      impressed her with its friendly check-in process, and the manicure,
      pedicure, and facial treatment she received were thorough and high
      quality.

      She had been given a personal attendant for the day, who walked
      along side her now from the facial treatment room to the next
      activity. Yuriko was a graceful young Asian woman that was so
      stunningly beautiful that even Gina took notice, despite not being
      attracted to women at all. Surely it was just Gina's imagination
      when she thought she saw Yuriko eying the curves of her body
      through the thin silk robe that the spa had provided...

      "Now Miss," said Yuriko politely, "We have a full body mud
      treatment." She bowed slightly and gestured into a doorway leading
      to a room with a large pool of bubbling mud, smelling of rich
      earth.

      Gina slipped out of her robe, noting again how Yuriko's eyes seemed
      to trace the lines of her body. The woman's gaze made her feel
      exposed and vulnerable in a way that usually only a man could.
      Could Yuriko be a lesbian? Gina had never considered what it would
      be like to be pursued by a woman. She had to admit that the idea
      wasn't unpleasant. She had experimented for a brief period in
      college, but it had never gone farther than kissing with Melanie, a
      friend of hers. Honestly she had stopped experimenting because
      shortly afterwards she had met Josh, a frat boy with a huge cock.
      In her mind, that had firmly settled the question of whether she
      was attracted to boys or girls: she had been much more turned on by
      sucking Josh's dick than she had by kissing Melanie.
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      Now Yuriko's knowing eyes were making her rethink the firmness
      of her conclusions.

      Gina slipped quickly into the warm gloopy mud, hoping to hide the
      stiffening of her nipples. It felt divine. It was so much thicker
      than water that she felt cradled and supported, every inch of her
      soaked in silky warmth.

      She gave a gasp as she felt small soft hands on her
      shoulders.

      "My apologies, Miss." Said Yuriko, a pleasant, calm whisper in her
      ear. "It is beneficial to rub the mud into the skin. Allow me to
      help you."

      Yuriko's hands were magic. Firm but gentle, moving with rhythmic
      circular motions across the shoulders and back.

      "You will have to do your own front, Miss." Said Yuriko with
      amusement as Gina lost herself in the sensation of being caressed
      by another woman. "Unless, of course, Miss wants me to..."

      Gina quickly began rubbing the mud into the front part of her body,
      blushing hard enough that it was surely visible through her tan.
      Yuriko giggled as she continued rubbing.

      Gina focused first on her legs, then her toned belly. She avoided
      her pussy. Maybe it wasn't a great idea to rub mud there. And
      besides, she was feeling strangely hot and bothered by the
      experience, and she wanted to avoid turning up the heat on this
      situation.

      Despite that intention, Gina's hands moved up to her breasts,
      firmly squeezing the warm gooey mud into them. She focused a little
      on the nipples, then a little more. Surely this mud would be good
      for her sensitive nipples. Yuriko's hands were gently caressing in
      smooth motions, from the back, to the shoulders, to the upper arms.
      Gina's breath became ragged as she twisted and pulled and massaged
      the warm sticky mud into her nipples. She really, really needed to
      make sure that they got the proper treatment.

      "All finished, Miss." Said Yuriko with a pleasant finality, using a
      nearby tap to rinse the mud off her hands.

      Gina quickly released her aching nipples like they were red hot,
      hoping the attractive young attendant hadn't realized what was
      going on. Well, Yuriko certainly didn't act like anything untoward
      had happened.

      Yuriko gestured through yet another door, leading to a small
      showering room, with a cedar bench under a shower head, and fluffy
      white towels on a rack against the wall.

      "Be sure to clean yourself quite thoroughly," said Yuriko
      seriously, "Next we will be visiting a traditional bath, and to
      enter you must be completely clean of mud."

      Once again, she stood, not even pretending to look away, as the
      curvy blond woman blushed and moved to stand beneath the steaming
      shower.

      Gina's blush grew hotter as the stream of water washed away all of
      the concealing mud, leaving her still diamond-hard nipples on full
      display, jutting up from her enormous breasts. Well, thought Gina
      wickedly, if that little minx wanted a show, maybe Gina should give
      her one.

      She ran her hands firmly up her breasts, hefting them and squeezing
      them before dropping them in a shower of water. She made a show of
      concentrating on them, pulling them up and outward by the nipples,
      crushing them together, swirling her thumb around the large
      prominent nipples.

      She turned and arched her back, letting the spray hit her back and
      ass. Rubbing with her arms to ensure all the mud swirled away down
      the drain. From this position she could see Yuriko watching her,
      her look of professional disinterest broken, an expression of
      hunger on her face.

      Maybe it was better not to provoke her... But Gina was in too deep.
      Yuriko had turned her on with her lingering glances, and now she
      would eat her little Asian heart out. Gina put a leg up on the
      cedar bench and began aggressively rubbing her pussy. Thoroughly
      cleaning it while clearly and unashamedly getting off as well. Her
      fingers plunged, quested, explored every crevice as she studied the
      beautiful face and slim body of the attendance in front of her. She
      stared into Yuriko's teasing eyes as she began to shake, the hot
      steaming water cascading down her body. And Yuriko broke into a
      very unprofessional smile as Gina's legs shook and clenched in
      orgasm.

      Her legs were so weak that she sat on the cedar bench beneath the
      faucet, breathing deeply. Basking in the afterglow of orgasm. What
      she had done had been wildly inappropriate, but damn it felt
      good.

      She opened her eyes to see Yuriko pulling a bottle with a pump from
      behind a stack of white towels. She turned off the shower with the
      twist of a faucet and approached Gina.

      "This is a good time to apply the next treatment, Miss," Said
      Yuriko politely. Although she looked oddly pleased and her eyes
      were twinkling, it seemed like she didn't intend to address what
      Gina had just done. So at least Gina wouldn't be getting sued for
      sexual harassment. Probably. "The application time is quite short,
      so it is best to do it in the shower so that it can be easily
      washed away."

      Yuriko moved the pump towards Gina's hand, and squirted a large
      pump of creamy yellowish-white lotion into it.

      "Apply this all around your genital and anal areas, Miss." Said
      Yuriko in a no-nonsense voice. "Quickly now."

      Gina was so relieved that Yuriko wasn't upset or treating her
      differently, that she immediately did as she was told, spreading
      the thick, oily cream all over her pussy and asshole. She instantly
      felt a tingling sensation in her most sensitive parts.

      "Uh, what exactly does this treatment do, Yuriko?" Said Gina as the
      tingling became a faint burning.

      "It's wonderful Miss. A secret herbal recipe that the spa owners
      won't reveal to anyone else. It tightens, firms, rejuvenates.
      Increases sensitivity and responsiveness. Truly a miracle
      treatment." Yuriko was keeping a close eye on a stopwatch that she
      had pulled from within her robe, and had her hand on the shower
      faucet.

      Gina groaned. The faint burning was intensifying, and was now
      accompanied by itching. What had she put all over her intimate
      areas? Her hands clutched her burning pussy as she whimpered.

      "When I tell you Miss, it is important you begin washing off the
      cream immediately. Overexposure can cause permanent damage." The
      sensation had roared into an inferno. Gina nodded, desperate for
      relief. "Ok.... Now!"

      Yuriko turned on the faucet, releasing a stream of water again.
      Gina thrust out her hips and scrubbed feverishly under the stream.
      To her relief, the sensation disappeared quickly. The cream must be
      designed to break down in water. But her immense relief turned to
      confusion as she raised her hand and saw it covered in short,
      curly, golden-brown hairs. She looked down in shock to see that her
      neatly trimmed pubes were rubbing loose in the water and drifting
      down the drain.

      "Oh, yes miss, I forgot to mention the best part! This treatment
      removes any and all pubic hair. Permanently!"

      ...

      Cassie entered the gym nervously after school. She wasn't exactly
      sure what to expect. The cheerleaders of the school weren't exactly
      known for being mean, but they were aloof, untouchable, and above
      everyone else.

      She just wasn't sure dancing as an amateur in front of some of the
      most beautiful and talented girls in the entire school was what she
      needed right now, mentally speaking.

      The cheerleaders she could see as she shuffled into the gym were
      tall, leggy, and athletic. They were also almost all stunningly
      beautiful. Renee definitely fit in as their leader. In contrast,
      she felt short and misshapen, with thunder thighs and cartoonish
      boobs. The girls were standing in small groups, warming up and
      chatting. The conversation stopped as the girls saw her come
      in.

      The girls were smiling, and a few waved. A tall blond with a wide
      shiny smile and a bobbing ponytail jogged up. "Hi! So good to see
      you again Kissy!" She had to crouch slightly to pull Cassie into a
      crushing hug. Melissa was one of the girls who had so kindly taken
      Cassie out for a night of fun the day that she had been humiliated.
      "Renee has told us all about how you are joining the team and
      what's going on. We are all here for you girl." She pulled away to
      look into Cassie's eyes. Melissa's eyes were a deep blue. Coupled
      with her milky skin, perfect blond hair, and slim athletic build,
      Melissa was stunning. She left Cassie feeling a bit
      tongue-tied.

      "I'm sort of like Renee's right hand girl. If you need anything
      just let me know." She gave Cassie a wink, then looked over
      Cassie's shoulder, crinkling her eyebrows. "Speaking of Renee, she
      is supposed to be here soon with your probation uniform."

      "Probation uniform?" said Cassie nervously, looking down at the
      black tee and baggy gym shorts she had worn to the practice, "Since
      it's my first day I thought I would just wear..."

      "Ah ah ah!" Melissa shook her finger with a small smile on her
      face, "No can do, Kissy. It's one of the most important team rules.
      Everybody has to... Oh there she is now! She can explain better
      than I can." She pointed to the back of the gym, where Renee had
      walked in, a gym bag slung over her shoulder, waving Cassie over
      toward her. "You better go meet her in the locker room. See you in
      a minute Kissy!" And with that, Melissa was jogging back to the
      girls, her ponytail swaying, calling them to get in formation for
      warmups.

      Cassie turned and walked over to the locker room that Renee had
      just entered. She didn't like the sound of this probation
      uniform...

      As she walked in, Renee was laying out pieces of a uniform on the
      bench. They were in the black and white school colors, but they
      couldn't be a standard uniform. Although Cassie didn't regularly
      attend football games, she had been to pep rallies, and she was
      sure that the standard uniform didn't include such a tight top,
      such a short skirt, or certainly not thigh high socks.

      "Kissy! You made it!" Renee leapt across the room to hug her and
      give her a lingering kiss on the cheek. "So glad you could come.
      Sorry I was late! I realized that our normal probation uniform just
      wouldn't fit someone of your... measurements." Renee giggled and
      gave one of Cassie's tits a playful little slap, which caused her
      to stiffen and blush. "So I had to go get another one for
      you."

      She grabbed the tiny top and threw it across the room to Cassie,
      who caught it reluctantly and held it up. It was another tight
      shirt which would leave her midriff exposed.

      "Ummm, Renee, couldn't I just wear gym clothes today? I just want
      to learn the basics first."

      Renee raised an eyebrow. "I'm afraid not, Kissy. Every new member
      of the club wore a uniform just like this while they were in their
      probation period. Is it hazing? Maybe a little, but it also serves
      an important purpose."

      Cassie remained reluctant, and opened her mouth to protest again,
      but Renee snapped her fingers and cut her off, "Enough of this
      silliness, Kissy. It's not a group of dirty-minded boys out there,
      it is a closed practice with a group of sympathetic girls. This is
      the perfect opportunity for you to get comfortable with your body.
      And like I said, all of them went through the same thing when they
      joined."

      Her voice was firm, and her eyes were focused, drilling her gaze in
      Cassie. Cassie felt her protests die on her lips. It would just be
      easier to go along with Renee here. Renee knew what was best for
      her. She pulled her conservative tee over her head and threaded her
      arms through the sleeveless cheerleading top.

      "Hold up." Said Renee, her voice still commanding. "No bra. Take it
      off."

      "But... Why, Renee?" Cassie heard how soft and hesitant her protest
      was, but couldn't seem to speak up any louder.

      Renee circled around her and swiftly unclasped her bra, letting it
      slip loosely off Cassie's shoulders as she answered, " Going
      braless will let you feel the rhythm of the dance more easily as
      you get used to it. Later, even when you are wearing a bra you will
      feel the rhythm in your body better." She was helping Cassie to
      pull the tight top on over her naked tits.

      Cassie wasn't sure if that explanation made sense, but it was hard
      to argue when she was distracted by Renee smoothing the shirt's
      material over her bulging breasts with her firm little
      fingers.

      "Next comes the skirt!" said Renee cheerfully. She held up the
      black and white checked skirt, "Not too bad right? Especially
      compared to what you've worn in the past." She gave Cassie a wicked
      wink while saying "What, too soon?"

      The skirt was indeed longer than the strip of cloth Cassie had worn
      last week, but it was still shorter than she would have worn out in
      public. Well, like Renee said, this practice was fairly private.
      Maybe this was a good opportunity to safely get over the
      trauma.

      "Oh, and Kissy." She held onto the skirt as Cassie tried to take it
      from her hand, looking deep into Cassie's eyes. "Panties
      off."

      Cassie couldn't even muster a full protest in the face of Renee's
      command this time, looking down to break the intense gaze and
      quietly muttering "I... Renee, I..."

      "Shhhh, Kissy. Trust me. " Said Renee gently, reaching down to
      slide the gym shorts and panties off Cassie's wide hips. Cassie
      hoped that her nipples couldn't be seen straining through the
      material of the top, but it was so tight she knew that they were
      obvious.

      "We don't use undershorts here. They ruin the aesthetic. In a real
      performance, cheerleaders need to be careful not to lift their
      skirts and let the boys see too much. This probation uniform will
      train you to be careful, and will make it much easier when you
      perform."

      The skirt was in place. "Put on the socks before you join us,
      Kissy." said Renee curtly. "I need to join the team. See you in
      five."

      It took Cassie longer than she thought to get the thigh-high socks
      in place and looking good. Long enough for her to regain her
      composure. She looked at herself in the mirror. Her big tits
      strained against the tight material of the top, and the short skirt
      and high socks worked together to emphasize the shape of her legs.
      She looked like she would be more at home in a porno than in a real
      cheerleading squad.

      She took a deep breath, watching how it made her top ride further
      up her belly as her breasts crushed against the stretchy material.
      Could she really go through with this? By going out there, wouldn't
      she be doing to herself what the bully had forced her into last
      week?

      Then again, this seemed much safer. And if she refused, Renee might
      be mad enough to stop being friends with her. Renee had been a real
      lifeline this past week, Cassie wasn't sure she was willing to shut
      Renee out, even if she was demanding something outrageous.

      Cassie took another deep breath, this time avoiding looking in the
      mirror, and stepped toward the locker room door.

      ...

      Melissa was trying as hard as she could not to crack up as she and
      Renee watched Kissy Swallowes walk out of the locker room in the
      ridiculous gear Renee had custom ordered from a sex shop. "No
      fucking way!" She wheezed, trying to keep it together, "I thought
      she was supposed to be the smartest girl in school! How did get her
      to believe that bullshit "probation uniform" story?"

      "Shut the fuck up! If she hears you, the whole game is ruined."
      Said Renee. But she was smiling, and there was no heat in her
      words. She had to admit it was pretty fucking hilarious.

      "She's stopped thinking with her brain and started thinking with
      her cunt, Mel." said Renee with a catlike grin. "And once that
      happens, it's all over."

      ...

      Gina was fuming. How could they! They had given her a permanent
      cosmetic treatment without her express knowledge and consent. She
      could sue this place into the ground. She was so mad that she
      couldn't see straight. She let herself be led, naked, to a large
      steaming hot pool. It seemed to be clearly designed for multiple
      bathers at once, but she was the only one there currently.

      She slipped into the hot water, ignoring Yuriko, sinking in until
      only her eyes peeked above the surface. She realized that she
      probably looked like a sulking teenager, but at the moment she
      didn't care.

      She hadn't even realized that her pubic hair had meant that much to
      her. An hour ago she would have sworn it didn't matter to her at
      all. But something about it being taken away from her forever
      involuntarily was... demeaning. Insulting. It took away her bodily
      autonomy in a way that made her queasy.

      "You are very angry, Miss." Commented Yuriko calmly. Gina didn't
      even dignify it with a response.

      "Here," said Yuriko, dropping her silk robe in a puddle around her
      feet, "Let me join you so that we can talk as equals."

      Beneath the robe, Yuriko was pale, nude perfection, with almost
      luminous soft skin, petite but well rounded breasts with small,
      dark nipples, and a shapely belly and hips with a large thigh
      gap.

      She slipped quietly into the water, and moved to sit beside Gina.
      Gina was so startled by her sudden nakedness and her stunning
      beauty that she forgot to maintain her anger.

      "Hairlessness is coveted by many women, who pay dearly for the
      service." Yuriko said gently, placing a hand on Gina's shoulder.
      "And is a look which many men prefer. Why is it that you have such
      a problem with it?"

      Gina was distracted by the proximity of the beautiful naked woman,
      but struggled to put her feelings into words.

      "You took away my ability to make a choice. Even if I wanted to, I
      won't be able to grow any hair there again."

      Yuriko moved her hand to cup Gina's face, and her eyes became sad.
      "That is true Miss, and I understand that. But was it really such
      an awful choice that was made? Why does a hairy pussy mean that
      much to you?"

      "Well..." Said Gina, trying to sort out her feelings. "I've always
      been told that men want women shaved down there because it reminds
      them of little girls. Now that my hair has been taken away, I
      feel... infantilized."

      Yuriko looked thoughtful, "You believe that your master sent you
      here, and had your hair removed because he wants you to look like a
      little girl?"

      "Victor is not my master." said Gina hotly. "And maybe not
      consciously, but yes, I think that is where the desire for
      hairlessness comes from."

      Yuriko suddenly stood, sending warm water cascading in fascinating
      waves down her supple body. "Come with me for a moment, Miss. I
      wish to show you something." She walked towards the shallow steps
      out of the water, her hips swaying through the water, drawing
      Gina's eyes. She stood a moment later, drawn to Yuriko like a moth
      to the flame.

      Yuriko grabbed another fluffy white towel from a rack against the
      wall, and walked over to a full length mirror set into one wall.
      She knelt down, and spread the towel on the ground in front of
      her.

      "Lay here for a moment, Miss" She said in a firm tone. "Rest your
      head here." She patted her naked lap.

      Gina could barely breathe as she did as she was told. The floor was
      hard stone, the towel not providing much cushioning, but the soft
      warmth of Yuriko's bare skin felt heavenly on her neck and
      shoulders. Gina looked up at Yuriko's sweet smiling face, past the
      swell of her milky breasts, as the attendant gently brushed her
      hair away from her face.

      "Don't look at me, Miss." giggled Yuriko, pointing in front of
      them, "look into the mirror."

      Gina was struck at once by the contrast between her and the young
      Asian woman. Gina had to admit, although Yuriko was stunning, she
      was a feast for the eyes as well, with her curvy, tanned body and
      girl-next-door looks.

      "Now." Said Yuriko gently, "Legs... up!"

      She gently reached down and pulled Gina's legs up at the knee, then
      spread them apart, presenting her bare, hairless pussy for
      examination.

      "Take a moment, Miss." Whispered Yuriko, gripping her shoulders,
      "See yourself as men see you. Do you see a little girl?"

      "No." Said Gina immediately. There was nothing innocent looking
      about this indecent pose, nothing immature or childish about her
      slightly opened pussy.

      "If you do not see a child, then what do you see?"

      Gina stared at the curvy blond woman, wantonly spreading her legs,
      her soft, silky, hairless pussy drooling slightly from the arousing
      nature of the day.
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      "I look... Soft."

      "Yes, Miss, you do."

      "I look... vulnerable." Her smooth pussy looked defenseless, weak,
      eager for penetration.

      "Mmmmm." Said Yuriko with a curvy smile. She liked that answer,
      "Yes, Miss!"

      "I look... welcoming." With her legs up and spread, it was like an
      invitation for sex. Her wetness was unmistakable, even with the
      drops of water still clinging to her skin from the bath.

      "I agree, miss. It looks like any man would be most welcome." Said
      Yuriko with a soft laugh.

      "I look subm..." her voice cracked and she cleared her throat. She
      couldn't complete the thought.

      "Say it miss." Said Yuriko, all humor suddenly gone. "You should
      say the truth when you realize it."

      "I look submissive." Whispered Gina guiltily.

      "Yes, Miss. You do." Whispered Yuriko from above, smoothing a stray
      strand of hair from Gina's forehead.

      Gina suddenly felt embarrassed, humiliated. She tried to close her
      legs, but felt Yuriko rest a firm hand on her upper thigh, stopping
      her.

      "My demonstration isn't quite finished yet, Miss." said Yuriko
      apologetically. "I want you to really understand why your master
      wanted this treatment for you." She grabbed Gina's hand, and guided
      it to her now-hairless pussy. "Now. Feel."

      Having just masturbated minutes ago. Gina could tell that the
      difference was night and day. Her pussy was now silky smooth,
      accepting her fingers effortlessly into its wet slick heat. The
      smooth, buttery sensation was good. It was so much better. Although
      she had intended to quickly feel and then remove her hand, she
      found herself continuing to slowly, lazily play with herself as
      Yuriko watched with amusement.

      "Ok fine, I can see why men might want this." Said Gina, her
      breathing becoming ragged. "But it doesn't matter. This is my
      pussy. It doesn't belong to Victor."

      "Doesn't it?" Said Yuriko, raising an eyebrow. "Who will be using
      it more, you or him?"

      Gina was shocked by the question. Clearly this woman had completely
      misunderstood her situation with Victor.

      "You don't understand." She said, a moan creeping into her voice as
      the pleasure from her fingers intensified. "Victor doesn't own my
      pussy."

      "Hmmmm." Said Yuriko with doubt in her eyes, seeing the effect the
      conversation was having on Gina, "If you say so miss."

      Gina was lost in her thoughts, and in her pleasure, staring
      hungrily at the writhing blond slut in the mirror in front of her,
      legs up and spread, fingers greedily exploiting her bare pussy,
      little moans escaping from the back of her throat.

      "Miss," said Yuriko, gently turning her face to look up into her
      eyes from below. "Let me tell you a secret."

      She leaned down until their noses were almost touching and
      whispered, "the reason you look submissive is because that is
      exactly what you are. Now, miss, you will submit to me. You will
      cum for me now, and when you do, you will say my name."

      Gina wanted to explain to her why she was wrong. She wanted to
      explain how any woman would look submissive in that position, that
      it didn't mean anything about her personally. But her fingers were
      moving in the smooth, hot wetness of her pussy, and Yuriko's soft
      brown eyes and warm smile were filling her vision, and it suddenly
      seemed like the hottest, hardest way to orgasm would be to do it by
      Yuriko's command. And so she moaned out "Yuuuriko!" as she came,
      her legs shuddering, her pussy quivering. And Yuriko was stroking
      her face and smiling like she had done something that she ought to
      be proud of.

      "And Now, Miss," Said Yuriko as she gently helped Gina up from the
      floor, "It is time for your massage."

      ...

      "Ok team" said Renee, clapping her hands and drawing all the girls'
      attention. "For this next part, the chant will be, 'Our captain is
      a hero, the other team is zero.' Got it? Say it with me."

      The rest of the girls energetically repeated the phrase while
      Cassie panted out a few of the words. Her 'probation uniform' was
      soaked with sweat, her hair rumpled, and her chest sore from her
      braless breasts bouncing around painfully. She had no idea how the
      other girls could do it. She knew that she was in pretty good
      shape, but these girls must be on another level.

      "So, of course," said Renee, getting to her knees. "The last
      section left us getting up from the back arch. So at this point, we
      will be on our knees, spread wide like this." She demonstrated a
      wide legged kneeling stance, slapping both thighs for
      emphasis."

      "And what we are going to do is bounce on our knees in time with
      the chant. Watch Melissa." Renee repeated the chant slowly, while
      Melissa bounced up and down on her knees, encouraging the other
      girls to try it out.

      Cassie sank to her knees as well, feeling the skirt ride up
      alarmingly from the stance. She was trying her best to keep her
      vagina covered, but with all of the dancing they had done, she was
      sure she had given all of the other girls a good look at some
      point. She bounced up and down on her knees, trying to
      surreptitiously use a free hand to keep her skirt down.

      "Looking great. At least most of you," and with that comment she
      shot Cassie a warning glance. Renee had turned out to be a harsh
      critic when it came to cheerleading, but for some reason, it just
      made Cassie want to win her approval more.

      "Now we are going to add the other component." Said Renee, sitting
      back on her thighs, "While we bounce, we will be flashing the
      'zero' sign. Like this." She held up her hand in a circle shape,
      with the fingers and thumb forming an 'O' "And we are going to kind
      of... pulse it out with the rhythm." She demonstrated by moving the
      "O' shaped hand rhythmically towards and away from her.

      There was a snicker from the girls Cassie thought that was a little
      immature. Sure, some people might say that the motion looked a
      little like Renee was jerking someone off, but she was sure it
      would look better once it was up to full performance speed.

      "Now let's try that all together."

      Doing the zero symbol with both hands made it a lot harder to keep
      her skirt from riding up, and Cassie had to concentrate on not
      bouncing too deeply, which made her not notice that Renee was
      standing over her, Cassie's zero symbol almost hitting her in the
      crotch.

      "Deeper bounces, Kissy." Said Renee flatly, staring down at her. "
      Also, I need more enthusiasm from you with the zero symbols. Long
      strokes."

      Cassie tried to stammer out an acknowledgement, but Renee was
      already returning to the front of the group.

      "Ok, I know this is the first time we are going over the new
      routine, but you girls are pros, and it seems like most of you have
      already got it down. I just want to do one run through here putting
      it all together."

      Cassie gulped. She had hoped that they would have several practices
      to nail down the dance moves. She was unsure that she would be able
      to remember them all. The dance also seemed a bit... dirty. She
      hadn't paid that close attention to previous pep rallies, but
      surely she would have noticed if the girls had been dancing like
      this... Maybe it was just Cassie's imagination, brought on by the
      indecent uniform.

      "Ok, from the top ladies!"

      "Step one, two, three. Hip Sway, Hip Sway."

      This one was easy, a sort of runway walk forward, emphasizing the
      hips, followed by some stationary hip movements. Cassie was able to
      do it almost in time with the other girls.

      "Now lean forward, shimmy shimmy"

      This one wasn't that hard, but Cassie did feel that her shimmies
      were a bit more revealing that those of some of the other, less
      well endowed girls

      "And toe touch! Slow hand up the leg."

      This one was tougher, Cassie was not nearly as flexible as the
      other girls, and quickly reaching to her toes while keeping her
      skirt from revealing everything was an almost impossible
      task.

      "Run your hands up your bodies, really hug those curves
      girls."

      Cassie felt this one was a little unfair. The other, slim figured
      girls could do this in a way that looked almost innocent, but for
      Cassie, it looked truly obscene to grope her own curves like
      that.

      "Hands up through the hair, over your head. Good. Now jump and
      clap!"

      This move was responsible for most of Cassie's breast pain today.
      They were supposed to raise their hands above their heads and clap
      in rhythm to get the crowd pumped up. The problem was that the
      choreography also called for little excited hops, which caused her
      boobs to bounce painfully.

      "Ok, now... down!"

      The girls had to drop low, bent at the knees, legs spread out wide,
      while running their hands over their thighs. This was the move that
      her short skirt made literally impossible. Cassie gave up trying
      and just dropped to her knees instead.

      "Crawl forward, fierce now girls!"

      Cassie did her best to prowl forward like a cat while not exposing
      herself.

      "Ok, shoulders down, backs arched, butts up..."

      This was the lewdest part of the short routine. It looked like
      something out of the trashier rap videos Cassie had seen. And it
      was another move that would put Cassie's private areas on full
      display if she were to attempt it.

      "Now, shake shake shake." The other girls shook their hips up and
      down, twerking with greater or lesser success.

      "And, the last part that we learned, up onto the knees, zero zero
      zero, bounce bounce bounce."

      Cassie did attempt this part, trying to bounce as low as she dared,
      putting greater enthusiasm into her zeros.

      "Ok, Melissa, Harmony, Claire, Jasmine. You guys have it down, good
      job." Renee was not her usual easy-going self when in this
      leadership role, taking a much more demanding tone, " The rest of
      you, run it again."

      This time Cassie really tried to put her all into it, even
      attempting the riskier maneuvers and hoping none of the other girls
      were watching.

      It still wasn't good enough.

      "Most of the rest of you got it. Daria, Olivia, Ava and Kissy. You
      four will run it from the top."

      Cassie tried her hardest, but she was feeling tired after giving it
      her all in the last run through, and slipped up badly on the
      timing.

      Renee's eyes were steely and without mercy.

      "Just Kissy. Again."

      Cassie could feel the eyes of the rest of the team on her as she
      struggled to do the dance steps without any other dancers to
      reference visually. She winced and tugged on her short skirt,
      trying desperately to do the sexualized dance moves without over
      exposing herself. She could hear giggles and whispers from the
      other girls as she sweated and flopped through the routine.

      "Not good enough. Again."

      This time, she made the mistake she had been dreading all practice.
      As she leaned forward and arched her back for the twerking dance
      move, she could feel her skirt catch and ride up on her sweaty
      hips. She was so tired and distracted that she didn't catch it in
      time, and she ended up pushing her bare ass up towards the crowd of
      girls, completely uncovered by panties or her skirt treating them
      to an unobstructed view of her pussy and asshole, jiggling and
      shaking as she humped her hips up and down with the rhythm of the
      music. The assembled girls exploded into gasps and giggles, some
      even rolling on the floor with laughter. Cassie blushed, collapsing
      onto the floor, clutching her skirt around her thighs, sweaty and
      humiliated.

      "That will be enough for today." Said Renee dismissively, "But we
      will have to work on that a lot more next time."

      Cassie felt like crying. She certainly didn't feel like this had
      empowered her. She felt the sly, knowing glances of the other
      girls, who she had just treated to an obscene view of her most
      private areas, and wanted to cringe. Maybe cheerleading hadn't been
      such a good idea. But just as she was thinking those self pitying
      thoughts, she saw a hand held out to help her to her feet. It was
      Melissa, with a big sweet smile on her pretty face.

      "Wow, Kissy! That was great for a first practice!" Practically the
      whole team was there, smiling and clapping. Cassie looked around
      with shock. Hadn't these people just been tormenting her?

      "We hope that you didn't get too discouraged!" Said a round-faced
      asian girl sincerely. "It's just a little hazing we do for new
      members. The captain rides them super hard on them for the first
      few practices until they join officially."

      "You know," said Melissa, leaning in to whisper conspiratorially,
      "Renee is really rooting for you to do well, but she knows if she
      gave you special treatment, the other girls would never accept you.
      Just bear with it!"

      "But wow! We haven't gotten a peep show like that one in a while!"
      Said a thin, red haired cheerleader, "We haven't gotten a nice
      clear view like that since your probation uniform, Mel!"

      Mellisa smiled shyly. "Shut up Daria, we don't need to remember
      that."

      The round-faced Asian girl grabbed Cassie by the hips unexpectedly.
      "Wow Kissy, what I wouldn't give to have a body like yours! I mean,
      I can't imagine how great sex must be for you." She gave a few
      thrusts, slamming her slim hips into Cassie's ass and making her
      blush.

      "Oh yeah!" said Daria, the redhead, agreeing enthusiastically,
      running a hand up the inside of one of Cassie's thick thighs "It's
      like your body was designed for sex, Kissy."

      "And don't forget these udders!" Said Melissa in a humorous roar,
      winking at the laughing crowd of girls while cupping Cassie's sore
      breasts from behind. "These sweater puppies must have the boys
      cumming in their jeans before you even get started."

      "Yeah, but remember, said the little Asian with a smile, " you
      wouldn't just have this body during sex! Imagine walking around
      with these clown tits bouncing in front of you all the time. It
      would be like living as a blow-up doll. No offense Cassie." She
      leaned forward and twisted a stiff nipple, poking up through the
      stretchy fabric, adding in a loud stage whisper: "Sorry girl, but
      it must be hard knowing that you are the jerk off fantasy of the
      entire school."

      The unexpected physical contact was throwing Cassie off balance,
      and the conversation made it clear that the girls were objectifying
      her just as much as the guys throughout school. The whole thing was
      confusing, and a little erotic. Was she seeing a hungry light in
      the eyes of the other cheerleaders? Did all of these girls... want
      her? The thought made her heart beat a little faster, and she
      folded her arms in front of her breasts in an attempt to block the
      view of her nipples.

      She was sure she was reading too much into the situation. This was
      probably just how the cheerleaders joked with each other. In fact,
      she noted that other girls in the group were jokingly groping each
      other and flirting as well. She forced a laugh and said her
      goodbyes, heading to the locker room, sore, tired, and a little
      horny.

      Renee met her in the locker room doorway. Pressing a finger to her
      lips with a smile, she gave a loud stage whisper:

      "Awesome Job, Kissy! I knew you could do it! I'm sorry I have to be
      mean to you in front of the other girls! Now." She said looking
      serious. "Peter just got out of his nerd club or whatever, and I've
      arranged for you to meet him outside the school.

      She motioned to Cassie's gym bag, which Cassie could see contained
      some of the new clothes Renee had mentioned.

      "I've got your wardrobe all picked out for your big moment,
      Kissy!"

      ...

      Gina let herself be led to another room, not even bothering to
      dress this time. Yuriko remained naked as well, leading her by the
      hand with cool confidence despite her unclothed state.

      Gina couldn't help but notice the trimmed, but dense patch of hair
      between Yuriko's legs.

      "Ummm, Yuriko?"

      "Yes, Miss?"

      "You said that everyone should get their hair removed, but you..."
      She cast her eyes down. The relationship had changed somehow in the
      bath room. Now she was the deferential one, and Yuriko was in
      control.

      "Ah, you mean this?" Said Yuriko with a smile, running her fingers
      through the patch of hair above her pussy. "You misunderstood me,
      miss. I didn't say everyone should remove their hair. I said there
      are some people who should."

      She continued walking, Gina following meekly, led by the
      hand.

      "Styled properly, pubic hair is a symbol of dominance, control,
      confidence. For some women it is essential. But for submissives,"
      Yuriko shook her head disapprovingly, "No. It sends a mixed
      message. It is better for you to have yours removed, so everyone
      can see you for what you are. Likewise for me. "

      Gina didn't know she could feel worse about having her hair
      removed, but this disparaging speech was humiliating. After the
      masturbation session in front of the mirror though, hearing it from
      Yuriko also tinged it with eroticism.

      They had reached a warmly lit room with a comfortable looking
      massage table.

      "Lie down, Miss." Said Yuriko, patting the table.

      Gina lay face down, grateful for the opportunity to hide her
      burning face from Yuriko's warm, amused eyes.

      Yuriko busied herself at the small attendant's table for a moment,
      and then Gina felt warm smooth oil spreading across her back.

      Massage must have been Yuriko's primary job skill. She was amazing.
      Her hands, firm and gentle at the same time, expertly worked the
      stress from Gina's back and shoulders. For a moment, she was able
      to forget all of the manipulation and teasing, and just
      relax.

      After thoroughly massaging her back, Yuriko moved on to the
      legs.

      "Tell me, Miss." Said Yuriko in a soft voice. "Are you sexually
      attracted to women?" As she said this, her firm little hands rode
      slowly up Gina's inner thighs, spreading the warm oil closer to her
      crotch. Closer, closer, achingly close, then backing away.

      "No," said Gina with a bright confidence she didn't feel, "I've
      been happily married for 17 years. I just like men."

      Yuriko let out a soft chuckle as she began focusing on Gina's hips,
      squeezing and pulling them from behind.

      "Me too Miss! That's what I would have said for most of my life."
      She was massaging Gina's large ass now, gripping and mauling the
      cheeks with vigor. "I was a young newlywed woman, with an
      impressive career in front of me. I had never had a sexual
      encounter with another woman. But then..."

      Yuriko hopped up on the table, straddling one of Gina's calves,
      focusing her hands once again on Gina's thighs, moving painfully
      close to Gina's aching pussy with each stroke of her hand. Gina
      could feel the warm wetness of Yuriko's pussy, pressing against the
      flesh of her calf.

      "I met a master who showed me the truth." Gina could feel pressure
      and movement on her calf. Was Yuriko grinding her wet little pussy
      against Gina's leg?

      "The truth?" asked Gina, her voice cracking slightly.

      "Yes, Miss!" She felt the hands and the pressure on her calf
      withdraw as Yuriko jumped gracefully off the table. "Flip over now,
      miss, we have to do the front."

      Gina awkwardly flipped over, trying to cover her breasts to hide
      the fact that her nipples had become hard and swollen from the
      stimulation. Yuriko shook her head with a smile, gently prying away
      her hands to reveal the rock hard nubs jutting up from her
      tits.

      "My master told me," said Yuriko, applying oil to her hands and
      rubbing them to warm it, "that for men, their sexuality is like
      iron..." She ran her hand stiffly and forcefully up Gina's hips to
      emphasize the strong harshness of the word.

      "... Hard, unyielding, forceful." Yuriko was now gripping her legs
      and squeezing rhythmically, from the calves up the thighs. "Once a
      man forms his sexual preferences, his fetishes, they are with him
      for life, unchanging."

      "But a woman's sexuality..." Yuriko's voice became soft and
      alluring, and she lightly traced her hands back up Gina's hips,
      resting them softly on her vulnerable belly. "Is like clay."

      "Soft." She crooned, gently swirling her hands over Gina's belly,
      almost tickling. "Malleable." Her hands were moving upwards,
      towards Gina's breasts, which were craving the attendant's firm
      little hands.

      "A woman's preferences, her fetishes, can change. Shift." Yuriko
      held the oil bottle high, allowing fat, warm drops to splash down
      onto Gina's heaving tits.
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      "All it takes is a firm hand." Yuriko's hands gripped tightly
      around Gina's tits, making her gasp. "An artist's vision to mold a
      woman's sexuality to their whim."

      Gina moaned as Yuriko aggressively handled her tits, cupping and
      squeezing, pulling and twisting. Molding them like clay.

      Yuriko stood back from the table, upending the oil bottle over her
      body, giving her slim nude form an obscene oily sheen.

      "Flip over again, Miss. I'm not done with your back side."

      Gina made a sound of disappointment, but Yuriko's tone allowed no
      argument. Gina flipped over, sliding now on the oily table.

      As she laid back down, she felt Yuriko's oiled body press and slide
      against her butt, her back. Her hard little nipples two exclamation
      points, tickling and scraping their way up her bare back.

      "My Master showed me. He molded me. He showed me how sweet..."
      Yuriko was sliding her oily pussy up and down the back of Gina's
      thigh. "...Women could be. Showed me that I could mold them as
      well."

      "Ass up now." Yuriko raised Gina to her knees, keeping a firm hand
      on her shoulder, forcing her ass to stick invitingly up into the
      air.

      Gina groaned as an oiled hand began sliding up and down her smooth
      bare pussy, occasionally slipping in a finger or two. It felt
      right. It was what she had been craving all day without realizing
      it. She was wrong about only liking men, she realized. This woman
      was blowing her mind sexually.

      Gina felt Yuriko's hot breath on her pussy from behind, sending an
      electric charge up her spine. She had always enjoyed oral sex, but
      Daren had always refused. What would it be like for this pretty
      young Asian tease to do it...

      The hands had stopped. All that was left was Yuriko's hot, panting
      breath, inches from her soaking, oily pussy. She squirmed, craving
      the feel of lips, of tongue on her needy vagina.

      "Yuriko. Please. Please!" Her voice was a greedy, sexual whine. A
      debased begging.

      "I like that you are begging, miss. But you have to say it. You
      have to tell me exactly what you want."

      "Lick my pussy! Eat me out! Please!" Cried Gina desperately. And
      then Yuriko was. She gripped Gina's hips and plunged in, her lips
      and tongue exploring every fold, making Gina scream out in
      pleasure, grinding herself back against the cute little face. It
      was heaven. Yuriko was an expert, and Gina had never had someone
      exploit her pussy so well in her life. She shuddered and moaned,
      feeling Yuriko's wicked little tongue flick and swirl around her
      swollen clit.

      She was close. So close. She could feel that this would be one of
      the most earth shattering orgasms she had ever had. And at the
      hands of a woman. That somehow made it even more delicious. Taboo
      and wrong.

      Yuriko withdrew, gasping for air.

      "Yuriko, no! Please. I'm so close!"

      Yuriko giggled. "Don't be selfish now, miss. You have to pay me
      back before I let you cum."

      She used surprising strength to flip Gina over, crawling up the
      table to plant a knee on either side of her head.

      "Please Yuriko, I can't. I've never done this. I don't know
      how!"

      "Nonsense miss. You know your way around a pussy. Just focus on
      bringing me pleasure. I think you will be a natural."

      Gina looked up with wide eyes and saw Yuriko's puffy pussy, thick
      black hair in a patch above it, like an insult, a badge showing the
      young woman's superiority. Her dominance. And above it she saw
      Yuriko's face. Now smug. Triumphant. And Gina knew how Yuriko saw
      this situation. She had taken a high and mighty straight woman,
      teased her, played with her, and belittled her. And now that woman
      was beneath her, horny and naked, about to service her cunt. She
      couldn't help but flashback to when Victor stood above her, his
      cock looming, with a similar look in his eyes.

      Yuriko lowered herself onto Gina's face, bringing her pussy into
      contact with Gina's inexperienced mouth. And Gina hesitantly
      extended her tongue, parting Yuriko's lower lips, tasting a woman's
      sexual fluids for the first time.

      "Mmmm, that's it, Miss." purred Yuriko, running her hands through
      Gina's hair. "Don't hesitate. More tongue. I don't bite."

      Gina extended her tongue further, trying to swirl it like she had
      felt Yuriko do earlier.

      Yuriko began gently grinding her hips against Gina's face, careful
      not to increase the pressure too much. Gina felt her face growing
      slimier, her mouth filling with Yuriko's natural lubricant. The
      taste was unusual, but not unpleasant.

      Yuriko's grinding became more enthusiastic, and Gina found that she
      was struggling to breathe, and Yuriko's pussy at times slipped up
      over her nose. Yuriko was so powerfully in control that she even
      held Gina's life in her hands. Gina realized suddenly the utterly
      submissive position she had found herself in l, being totally
      dominated by her young attendant. Her hand snaked down to fumble
      and rub at her smooth pussy.

      "I was instructed by your master to... guide you. He saw in you how
      much you could enjoy being with another woman. And look at you now!
      It certainly seems like he was right!"

      Then Yuriko was withdrawing, sliding down the table. Gripping and
      lifting one of Gina's legs, she positioned herself between them,
      her freshly serviced vagina inches from Gina's.

      "This is how we will cum Miss." Said Yuriko, smiling, moving her
      hips slightly in an undulating motion near Gina's aching pussy,
      demonstrating the sex act that was about to happen. "As lovers.
      Would you like that, Miss?"

      "Y-yes Yuriko." Moaned Gina, caught in the attendant's spell.

      "As would I, Miss." Said Yuriko, moving her pussy even closer.
      Gina's hips began moving on their own, craving the contact that
      seemed imminent. "But first, I find that moments of passion are the
      best times for honesty."

      Gina whined and tried to scoot closer, to close the distance
      between their drooling pussies, but Yuriko held her fast.

      "Tell me, Miss. Are you Sexually attracted to women?"

      "Yes! To you Yuriko, yes! Please, let's have sex. I need it!"

      "One more thing first, Miss." Yuriko's eyes were smug above her
      smile. "Are you a submissive? In the bedroom?"

      Gina groaned. She was desperate. She could just tell Yuriko what
      she wanted to hear.

      "Yes." She said shortly, straining against Yuriko's firm
      grip.

      "I need to hear you say it."

      "Yes! I am a submissive. I will submit to you."

      "Good girl."

      And with that, Yuriko slid forward, and their hot, wet pussies made
      contact. Yuriko moved her hips expertly, with a sinuous, fluid
      motion designed to maximize the oily cunt-on-cunt friction. Gina
      responded with an amateur's enthusiasm, bucking her hips wildly and
      moaning her pleasure at the newly discovered world of lesbian lust.
      The sweet, slimy coitus drove the two lovers swiftly to orgasm.
      Gina nearly screamed in release as her newly shaved cunt spasmed
      and squished messily against the younger, hairier pussy. Yuriko
      herself let out a reserved, elegant little moan as they climaxed
      together, pussies crushed close, hips grinding feverishly.

      Gina collapsed back onto the table, wet with oil, sweat, and sexual
      fluids.Her brain felt stuffed with clouds. She was drifting off.
      She heard Yuriko say as if from a distance:

      "The last treatment is your hair styling. We will take care of that
      while you rest."

      ...

      "So, um..." Said Cassie, tongue tied, dressed in clothes she still
      found a little uncomfortable. "I really like you. Would you... go
      out with me Peter?"

      They were standing on the steps outside of the school, the sun was
      low enough to cast everything in a golden light. It should have
      made the whole thing magical. Special. She had imagined this moment
      many times, when she and Peter would realize their feelings and
      finally be together.

      But something was off about the mood. Cassie felt Peter's eyes
      looking at her body, outlined clearly in tight, pink leggings. And
      beyond that he seemed... nervous. Or distracted. She saw him glance
      up at Renee, who was waiting by the doors to the school, watching
      with an unreadable expression.

      "Yeah," Said Peter, looking down at the ground, his voice cracking.
      "Yeah, Kissy, I feel the same way. Let's go out." It should have
      been everything that Cassie wanted. But he had called her Kissy,
      which still stung a little despite Renee's master plan. And he
      wasn't looking her in the eye. The whole thing felt wrong
      somehow.

      "Well, cool." said Cassie, trying to sound happy, "I'm glad. I'll
      text you tonight. Maybe we can set up a date or something..."

      "Yeah, for sure." Said Peter, finally looking into her eyes, with a
      look far short of joy.

      As Cassie turned to awkwardly leave, he called out, "Hey,
      wait!"

      Cassie turned back to see that he had awkwardly shuffled forward a
      few more steps.

      "Now that we are dating... can I, uh... kiss you?"

      Cassie considered this. It wasn't a crazy request, although the
      mood was horrible for some reason. Maybe this would help it.

      "Yeah, of course... boyfriend" she said, trying to lighten the
      mood. He laughed nervously, and drew closer.

      His face approached too quickly. Their teeth clicked. Their noses
      rammed. It was dry and passionless and awkward.

      Peter pulled away as though burned. "I, uh. I'll see you later." He
      muttered. Then he practically ran away down the street.

      Renee descended the steps, as Cassie stood in shocked
      silence.

      "Welllll," said Renee wincing, "The good news is that you have a
      boyfriend."

      "Yeah." Said Cassie miserably.

      "The bad news is... I'm sorry honey, that was really rough. I've
      kissed my grandma better than that."

      Cassie buried her face in her hands. This had gone all wrong.

      "Don't worry, Kissy." Said Renee, smiling evilly behind Cassie's
      back, "I'm inviting you over to my place soon. I have some big
      ideas on how to turn this all around."

      ...

      Gina awoke in delicious warmth, cuddled in a soft fluffy robe, laid
      back in a reclined chair. Yuriko sat primly on a stool across the
      room, once again professionally dressed in a robe with the name
      "Ryokan Spa" printed on it.

      Her whole body felt relaxed and soft. Despite the erotic tension of
      the day, the spa had succeeded in its purpose of refreshing
      her.

      Yuriko smiled warmly. "On behalf of the Ryokan Spa, we would like
      to thank you for your visit today, Miss. We look forward to serving
      you again."

      She stood and bowed gracefully. "You will find your street clothes
      hanging there," she said, gesturing to a hangar on the wall, her
      shoes lying below, "the reception area from which you entered is
      just through that door, whenever you are ready."

      "My hair..." said Gina sleepily. She remembered Yuriko saying that
      they would do something to it, and it certainly felt different.
      Lighter and feathery.

      "Yes, Miss. You slept through the whole procedure." Yuriko walked
      close, kneeling beside Gina. and taking her hand.

      "On a more personal note, Miss." She said, her voice warm and
      smoky, "Remember the lessons that I told you today. As much as you
      would like to be like iron, you are like clay. Make peace with
      that, and you will find fulfillment."

      She pulled Gina's hand to her mouth and gave it a soft, lingering
      kiss. "I had a very amusing time today." She said, staring with a
      heated gaze deep into Gina's eyes, "If you would ever like to
      submit again, Victor knows how to reach me. I'm sure he would lend
      you to me if you had the desire."

      Gina didn't know how to respond, and Yuriko wordlessly rose, bowed
      one last time, and left, the door clicking shut behind her. There
      was nothing left to do but dress and leave, the entrance hall
      eerily silent, calm and empty as she left the building.

      The sun was already almost down as Gina reached her car. Shit. She
      would have to come up with some excuse for Daren. She would just
      say she went to get her hair done after work on a whim. That would
      explain the new hairstyle as well. Speaking of which, she hadn't
      had a chance to see the new style, with no mirror being present in
      the changing room.

      She slipped into the driver's seat and adjusted the mirror to get a
      good look at herself.

      Her mouth fell open in shock.

      Her naturally dirty blonde waves had been bleached to platinum and
      made feathery, fine, and straight. It was the most unnatural, ultra
      fake, girly-girl hair style she could imagine. She slammed her hand
      down on the dashboard, face twisting in anger.

      That asshole. That son of a bitch. He thought he could control her.
      Thought he could treat her like his dress up doll. That man had
      gone too far. Victor didn't own her hair. He didn't own her body,
      He certainly didn't own her pussy, no matter what the little asian
      tease wanted to make her believe.

      She would consult her normal hairdresser tomorrow. See what her
      options were for changing the look. She would take back some
      autonomy. But in the mean time she needed to get home and fuck
      Daren. She was feeling horny as hell all of a sudden.

      ...

      Daren sat at the table, the package open in front of him, hands
      folded.

      His phone chimed again.

      [Well, puppy, was I right? Did wifey get a little gift in the
      mail?]

      Daren couldn't think of anything to type in response. He just took
      his phone and snapped a picture of what was in the box.

      Chime.

      [Oooohhhhh Shiiiiiit!!!!!] Crying laughing emoji.

      [That's even worse than I thought, Mr. H! Things have gone really
      far. If she hasn't fucked him already, then it can't be long
      now.]

      Daren put his head in his hands. His dick was as hard as a
      rock.

      Chime.

      [No tears, puppy. This is what you have been training for. You need
      to really put your foot down this time. Tell her she can't see him
      anymore. Can't text him any more. She will try to come on to you to
      make you lose your resolve. Don't let her distract you! No sex for
      wifey tonight, puppy!] Crossed arms emoji.

      Daren took a deep breath. He could do this. Renee was right. Now
      was the time. He heard the front door open.

      ...

      Gina flew in the front door, still feeling the residual heat of
      anger from seeing her hair. Daren was sitting at the dining room
      table, some sort of box half open in front of him. Good, she didn't
      need to find him. She felt like tearing his clothes off right
      there. She really needed to release her tension.

      "Hi honey!" She said, trying to plant a deep kiss on his lips. He
      turned his head away at the last moment, and all she got was a
      cheek. Gina frowned.

      "You're really late," said Daren quietly, "Where were you today?"
      God damn it Daren. You had to make one of your weak little whiny
      stands at just exactly the wrong time. Maybe she could smooth it
      over...

      "Just getting my hair done, baby," She said with a fake smile,
      turning her head this way and that to show off the girly hairstyle
      she hated. "Do you like it?"

      Daren visibly gulped and squirmed in his chair. "It's...
      different," he said hoarsely. Gina knew his body language too well.
      Daren found the hairstyle incredibly hot. Men were pigs.

      "Listen," He plunged on, "This came for you in the mail today."
      Gina looked down at the opened package. Oh shit...

      "It had a note in it from Victor..."

      Gina snatched the opened box off of the table like she could
      somehow undo the hurt in Daren's eyes. If his previous gifts were
      anything to go by, this was something that Daren really shouldn't
      have seen.

      Gina had one playbook when facing a conflict. Go on the
      offensive.

      "So you thought it was ok to go through my fucking mail?" She
      hissed, clutching the package under her arm.

      Daren shook his head. Normally he would back down at this point.
      But something had gotten into him. "This has gone too far, Gina.
      He's playing a game with you. And I think it's a game we are both
      going to lose."

      This little fucking weasel. Is that what he thought of her? That
      Victor could make her his plaything? That she could never win
      against the great, superior Victor? Hell no. She would never accept
      that. She had Victor right where she wanted him: obsessed with her
      and willing to do anything for her. And what had she given in
      return? Nothing. Just a few polite good morning texts. (If you
      don't count that shameful party, a voice in the back of her head
      whispered. She ignored it.)

      "The whole reason that I am doing this is to save the fucking job
      that you aren't good enough to keep on your own." Said Gina with
      spite. She saw the hurt register in Daren's eyes. Good. Maybe he
      should feel a little sting after he had insulted her.

      "It's not worth it, baby." Said Daren miserably, "I can find
      another job."

      Gina snorted. What he was saying might technically be true, but she
      was unwilling to give an inch in this argument.

      Daren continued doggedly. "I know you have been texting him. And
      that he wants you to meet him again. As your husband, I am asking
      you. Don't text him. Don't meet him." He looked at her
      sincerely.

      Gina almost broke, seeing the hurt and sincerity in Daren's eyes.
      But backing down in an argument just wasn't in her.

      "So you think so little of me? Of the vows I made to you? I can
      have a conversation with another man without cheating on you, Daren
      Harlowe." She said coldly.

      Daren looked tired, on edge. He was struggling to find something
      else to say, some way to reach her.

      Well, there was one out of this that didn't involve losing face...
      Some good old fashioned make-up sex could be a good way to break
      the tension. The afterglow would allow Gina to compromise without
      looking like she was caving in to her weak husband. And God, she
      needed it. Even this argument hadn't distracted her from the
      nagging itch of horniness in her belly.

      "You are so concerned with other men trying to steal me," she said,
      marching up to Daren and lifting her chin to meet his eyes, "Then
      claim me. Mark your territory." She gripped his hand aggressively
      and moved it between her legs. Yeah, this could work. She could see
      the dirty talk was working him up. She just needed a little of that
      aggression Daren had shown her the other night.

      Daren let his hand fall limply from her crotch.

      "No. Not tonight. I'm upset with you."

      "What the fuck!" Gina almost screamed it in frustration. She could
      see the massive tent that Daren was pitching, and he wanted to wuss
      out because of his whiny principles? She turned and stormed off
      towards the bedroom.

      "Well if you aren't man enough to fuck your wife, then you can jerk
      yourself off on the couch tonight, loser." She snarled.

      She saw one last glance of him looking ridiculous: sat at the table
      where he had just rejected his own wife, sad and upset, but with
      the biggest boner she had ever seen him have.

      ...

      Gina tossed the opened box on the bed without looking inside. She
      would deal with it later.

      That little prick. Trying to tell her what to do. Thinking she was
      so much weaker than fucking Victor Cross.

      She removed her clothes with quick, angry motions. She needed
      release, she needed a good fuck, and shrimp dick out there clearly
      wasn't going to give it to her. Well she would just have to take
      care of it herself.

      Naked again, she flopped back on the bed, pulling out her phone,
      navigating again to pornography, something she had been doing more
      and more frequently lately. She wasn't going to play games tonight.
      She needed to get off hard and quick, and she couldn't waste time
      letting shame and guilt get in the way. She searched directly for
      interracial porn.

      While she found a likely video, she opened her bedside drawer to
      find her trusty vibrator. As she did, she saw that ridiculous
      choker. VICTOR'S. Victor was just as infuriating as Daren. Wanting
      to control her, to collar her. She snatched out her vibrator and
      slammed the drawer shut.

      Here we go. A video of a stacked blond woman kneeling docily in
      front of a huge black dick. She had tried not to watch too many
      videos like this, afraid of what it meant about her desires, but
      they really did turn her on like nothing else. She purred in
      pleasure as the blond woman began lovingly worshiping the huge
      cock, softly kissing it and running her tongue up and down the
      length.
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      She couldn't help but notice that the porn star in the video had
      feathery, platinum blond hair. She glanced towards the full length
      mirror on the wall, somehow nervous about what she would see.

      Her pussy spasmed, and she let out a little surprised grunt. She
      had subconsciously raised her legs up into the position that Yuriko
      had said looked so submissive. And she did look submissive. The new
      girly hair added to the effect. She no longer looked like a
      confident, strong, independent woman. She looked like a horny,
      submissive... bimbo.

      There was no other word. The voluptuous body, the artificially
      blond hair, the smooth hairless pussy, the submissive pose.
      Together they formed a clear picture of a dumb, horny slut.

      Victor. Victor had done this. The phone dropped to the bed, porn
      forgotten. Gina had found something even more erotic to masturbate
      to. Her own degradation. Victor had wanted her to look like this.
      To act like this. And he had made it happen. Even though she
      thought she was playing him, he had won again without even being in
      the room.

      He had remade her body in a way that got him off.

      And her dumb pussy was loving it, no matter how much her conscious
      mind rebelled.

      She hesitantly, slowly, reopened the drawer with Victor's choker
      gift in it. An insult. An obscene claim on her heart and mind. A
      degrading claim of ownership. What if she wore it, just for a
      little. Just to help her wallow in this submissive fantasy a little
      better. It didn't mean anything. She could take it right back off
      afterwards and never wear it again.

      She checked to make sure the bedroom door was locked.

      The choker snapped around her neck with a satisfying click. And now
      the image was complete. It was so wrong. So dirty. Submitting, even
      secretly, to her husband's boss. Giving him control. Ownership. She
      moved the vibrator roughly on her pussy, her hips gyrating, her
      breasts heaving. She was getting off on seeing herself in the
      mirror, on seeing how she had debased herself for the man she
      hated.

      Her phone buzzed.

      [Good evening princess. How was your spa day?]

      It was accompanied by a picture of Victor, relaxing in a bathrobe
      in bed, a big cocky smile on his face.

      Gina growled. This asshole knew exactly what sort of day he had set
      her up for. She turned the vibrator up a setting.

      She sent him back a middle finger emoji.

      [Hahaha, I take it that things went as planned. Don't lie, I know
      you enjoyed it.]

      [Fuck you, prick.] Gina's new hair stuck to her sweaty forehead as
      she relentlessly fucked her newly smooth pussy with her
      vibrator.

      [Is that any way to speak to your loving boyfriend? And what, no
      return selfie?]

      Gina looked at the sweaty, horny slut in the mirror, trashy choker
      encircling her neck.

      [I can't right now. I'm naked.]

      [I bet you are.] Winking emoji. [Send me one anyway. I want to see
      what I paid for.]

      A groan of hatred and lust escaped Gina's lips. This arrogant
      prick. She couldn't stop thinking about what Yuriko had said. About
      how Victor owned her pussy. He certainly acted like he did, making
      decisions about how it looked, about how it felt. But sending him a
      picture, that would just be confirming it. It would be telling him
      that he was right. It would be submitting to him.

      She glanced up again to the bimbo fucking herself in the mirror. If
      Victor saw this, he would know that he had won and she had lost.
      That he owned her in some way. That she was submitting to his
      sexual desires. Her pussy felt amazing. She couldn't think clearly.
      It would be so hot to just send the picture, to not think about it,
      to put herself in Victor's cruel hands.

      She snapped the picture, just to see what it would look like. She
      groaned at the horrifying, erotic sight. She just looked so fucking
      stupid, so submissive, like such a girly little inferior loser. Her
      shaking thumb hovered over the send button, her hips writhing
      upwards towards her vibrator. And, before she knew what she was
      doing, she gave in to her basest instincts, her thumb stabbing down
      to seal her fate. A second after the message was gone, she
      regretted it, looking to see if there was an unsend button. Too
      late. The message was marked as sent. Then delivered. Then seen.
      The picture showed her legs bent and spread. Vibrator to her
      hairless pussy. Mouth parted and panting raggedly. Platinum hair
      messily sexy. Glinting choker, shamefully proclaiming Victor's
      ownership clearly visible on her neck.

      [Good girl.]

      [I see you like my gift. Did you get my new gift I sent you
      today?]

      Gina didn't respond. She was too busy enjoying the waves of erotic
      humiliation wracking her mind.

      [It seems like you are busy, pet. But open the gift. It will be
      worth your time.]

      Gina looked over to the half open package, now nervous about what
      was inside. She lifted the lid.

      It was a massive brown vibrating dildo, realistically shaped like a
      cock. It looked familiar. Oh God, this is what Daren had
      seen.

      Gina lifted it out reverently. Turned it on. She was already
      submitting symbolically to Victor. What was one more symbol?

      She rubbed it up and down her pussy, feeling the large silicone
      head part and rub her soaking folds, stimulating with a gentle
      buzz. She positioned it at her entrance, breathing deeply, her
      breasts heaving.

      Her phone buzzed again.

      This time it was a picture of Victor's huge black cock, stiffly
      rising above his toned belly as he lay in bed,, his hand gripping
      the base tightly.

      [Look familiar?]

      She looked down at the dildo. No way. She knew what it was supposed
      to represent, but it couldn't be... Yes. It was definitely directly
      modeled on Victor's own dick. Gina hesitated, the bulbous fake cock
      head just barely parting her lips. Then she slowly, sensually,
      impaled herself. Before she had even fully inserted the dildo, she
      was cumming, moaning, trying to keep her voice down as she repeated
      "Victor. It's yours Victor. Own my pussy!'

      She didn't even notice as her phone buzzed a final time.

      [Sweet dreams, pet. I have an idea for our next date. Next Friday.
      I'll be in touch.]
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      Cross Contamination Chapter 5: Making Friends with
      Strangers

      A few days after her first cheerleading practice, Renee invited
      Cassie over to her house with Melissa for a sleepover. Cassie had
      been a little wary of Renee after feeling so humiliated in front of
      the other cheerleaders, but her behavior in the past few days had
      been nothing but kind. Besides, her former best friend Kelsy had
      stopped talking to her, and it felt like Renee, Melissa, and the
      other cheer girls were all she had.

      Things had scarcely gotten any better with Peter. Their
      conversations were stlited and awkward, and they hadn't attempted
      to kiss again. The three girls sat cross-legged on Renee's giant
      bed while Cassie vented her frustrations.

      "I don't know..." she said sadly. "I just thought things would be
      different. We always seemed to have such a good connection when we
      were friends."

      Renee and Melissa shared a knowing look, fighting to keep the
      smiles off their faces. That was because, with Renee's help, Peter
      couldn't see Kissy as anything but a piece of meat.

      "Well, let me see." Said Renee, holding out her hand, "I want to
      take a look at how you two are texting.'

      Cassie glumly handed over her phone, and Renee scrolled through
      several pages of dry, short 'good morning' and 'how are you' texts.
      She shook her head and started typing.

      "Hey wait!" Yelped Cassie, reaching for the phone. "What are you
      writing?" Melissa giggled and held her back, giving Renee time to
      finish.

      "What you two need," said Renee with a devilish smile, "Is a little
      more...spark. I just tossed something out there to get his fire
      going a little."

      Melissa let Cassie go, and she finally grabbed her phone from
      Renee's hand, dread in her heart.

      [Hey baby. Have you ever gotten a blowjob?]

      She groaned. How could Renee do this to her? She wanted to die of
      embarrassment.

      "Noooooo. Renee, whyyyyy? I'm going to text him and tell him that
      it was you just now."

      "Wait!" Said Renee, grabbing her hand to stop her from texting
      Peter again, "Why don't you see how he responds first. If you don't
      like how things go, I swear I will confess. You two need to break
      the ice a little. A little dirty talk is the perfect way to turn up
      the heat. That's not the end either. You are going to need to do
      the rest. I'll coach you" Cassie still wasn't convinced. Maybe it
      would be better if she handled communications with her boyfriend.
      Well, she could always take Renee's advice into consideration and
      decide for herself. She just had to make sure her new friend didn't
      get a hold of her phone again.

      Renee thumped a hand down on the bed like she was calling a meeting
      to order. "Speaking of dirty talk. You and I have to talk about the
      homework I've been sending to you. I told you you would have to
      report back."

      Cassie gulped. She had sort of assumed that because Melissa was
      here as well, she would have a reprieve from talking about these
      things. She looked over at the tall, beautiful cheerleader, who was
      grinning in anticipation.

      Renee saw Cassie glancing nervously at Melissa laughed "Oh, you're
      worried about Mel? Don't be, girlie. I told Mel alllll about your
      problems and my plans for you. I tell her everything, we're
      besties."

      Cassie wasn't sure that it made her feel better that these two
      gorgeous women were discussing her sexuality in private She thought
      that that might be a little rude... But something about the idea of
      the two beautiful girls discussing her masturbation habits in
      detail did sound somehow...intriguing.

      "So anyway, spill." Said Renee, leaning forward enough that Cassie
      could see down her loose shirt, "How often have you been rubbing
      one out?"

      Cassie blushed and looked down mumbling, "Ummm, maybe...twice a
      day."

      Renee put her hand on Cassie's thigh and gently asked, "Really
      Cassie? Is that the real number?"

      "W-well." Stammered Cassie guiltily, "Sometimes four times. Once in
      the morning and t-three times at night." The new way Renee had
      taught her just felt so good, and the videos Renee sent her were so
      compelling, that she sometimes just couldn't help herself.

      Melissa threw her head back and laughed loudly, clapping her hands.
      Renee smiled widely and squeezed Cassie's thigh with an "atta-girl"
      motion.

      "Kissy, you little slut!" Said Renee approvingly. "Well, that means
      we should have lots of data. Talk to me. Which of the videos I sent
      was your favorite?"

      "It was... ummm." Renee and Melissa were both leaning forward now,
      Renee's hand still on her thigh. They had looks of eager
      anticipation on their faces. Cassie had a sudden urge not to tell
      them, to keep her sexuality private. Was this really the sort of
      thing normal friends discussed? She had never gone this in depth
      about her sexual preferences with Kelsy.

      "Tell us, Kissy. Now." Renee's voice wasn't loud, but it was hard
      and demanding. Her hand's pressure was steady on Cassie's thigh.
      Renee had been such a good friend. She was different from Kelsey,
      but different didn't mean wrong. Cassie folded.

      "It was the... one with lots of men and one girl."

      "Oooooohhh, the gangbang scene," cooed Renee, as Melissa
      giggled.

      It was a scene where a pale, curvy, dark-haired school girl was
      chosen by the teacher as a sex ed example, and was fucked
      mercilessly by her class, which was improbably filled with only
      massive muscular black men.

      "Give me the details, Kissy. Why did that one get you all hot and
      wet?"

      Cassie shrugged, her face burning. She couldn't shake the feeling
      that she was the butt of a joke between Renee and Melissa right
      now, rather than someone they were helping.

      Renee's hand moved up and down her thigh, and she used her hard
      voice again: "We're waiting, Kissy."

      "I don't know, something about that girl being the center of
      attention, about all the men focusing on her."

      "Too clinical," snapped Renee. "If we want to explore your
      sexuality, we need to see it the way you see it. I want you to use
      dirty talk. Make us see why it gets you all hot and
      bothered."

      Cassie blushed deeper, that sounded massively embarrassing. Melissa
      and Renee leered at her with glee in their eyes. "No, Renee."
      Cassie said, quietly.

      The look of excited glee curdled on Renee's face. Melissa
      frowned.

      "No?" Said Renee coldly, removing her hand from Cassie's
      thigh.

      "I... I just don't think that I am comfortable doing that kind of
      thing. I'm sorry, but maybe I'm just not as comfortable with my
      sexuality as you are."

      Renee sighed and pinched the bridge of her nose like she was
      speaking to the most frustratingly stupid person in the world.
      Cassie felt a little stab of anxiety. She was antagonizing two of
      her only friends in the school.

      "I thought I had made this clear, Kissy." Said Renee with
      disappointment, "This is really your last chance. You might not be
      comfortable with your sexuality, but all the boys in the school are
      way TOO comfortable with it. They're obsessing over it. I'm trying
      to help you here. This is the crash course, babes. I know it's
      tough for a goody-goody virgin like you to become a confident
      goddess overnight, but trust me when I say that this is the
      process." Her voice was dripping with exasperation, and as she went
      on, Cassie felt worse and worse for questioning her.

      "Um...sorry Renee." Said Cassie when she had finished, feeling more
      confused and conflicted than ever.

      "Don't be sorry, be better." Said Renee firmly. "Now, are you ready
      to give us a little dirty talk about your favoritest porn
      ever?"

      Cassie nodded reluctantly, and Renee's hand moved back to her
      thigh, the girls leaning back in, their attentive, excited energy
      returning.

      "When that little schoolgirl..." Began Cassie slowly.

      "Schoolgirl slut." Corrected Melissa helpfully with a wide, shiny
      smile.

      "Y-yeah. When that little schoolgirl slut knelt down, surrounded by
      all those hard penises"

      "Big hard cocks." Renee supplied

      "Those big hard c-cocks." Cassie almost whispered the last word.
      Renee's hand was rubbing up and down her thigh distractingly. "You
      could tell that the attention was on her, that all of their sexual
      energy was laser-focused on her. Her..." She glanced at Renee, "
      Her tits, her pussy. All those men..."

      "Mmmm, those black men," said Renee with a teasing smile.

      "Those black men, they wanted her, but you could see that they
      didn't respect her. She was just a sexual object to them. And when
      they ejaculated..."

      "Jizzzzzed" Purred Melissa.

      "When they jizzed all over her. On her ass, her hair, her mouth...
      it was like she had stopped being a woman anymore. Like now she was
      just a... a..."

      "A cum dumpster." Supplied Renee, eyes shining.

      "A Jizz rag." giggled Melissa

      "A slutty little cum-target sex toy." Finished Renee.

      "All of those." Whispered Cassie. "And by doing that, for all those
      men, she had... lowered herself. Made herself lesser than everyone
      in the room, to get them off. To get herself off. She allowed that
      degradation. Even though it was just acting, I don't know how she
      could look them in the eye afterward, after they had used her body
      like a... like a jizz rag."

      Renee was nodding, but now that she was into it, Cassie couldn't
      stop.

      "And not just them. So many people online saw it too. Saw how those
      men used her body, and made her a sex toy for their amusement.
      Covered her in their cum. If someone who saw the video met her in
      real life, would they treat her like an equal person? Maybe, but in
      the back of their minds, maybe they would be thinking that they
      knew she was just a filthy slut who loved having her face and her
      body painted with strange men's jizz."

      Renee's hand had rested on her inner thigh, strangely high up.
      Renee's face looked triumphant, Melissa's ecstatic.

      "It's... hot to think about. I wouldn't want that for myself of
      course."

      "Of course," chorused Melissa and Renee,

      "But it's just a fun little fantasy."

      Renee and Melissa nodded knowingly, sharing a secret smile.

      "That was good!" said Renee, moving her hand from Cassie's thigh to
      pat her on the back. "Now we know some of your fetishes, girl!
      Exhibitionism. Public Use. Degradation. Yayyy!"

      Melissa clapped.

      "Hmmmm, the issue is, those are all pretty risky to pursue in real
      life. Like you imagined in your dirty little masturbation
      fantasies, these fetishes could ruin your reputation forever! We
      don't want everyone thinking you are a nasty, kinky little slut, do
      we? You want to get into a good college and have a career all set
      up for you, so we can't have that."

      Cassie nodded. She wondered when the first acceptance letters would
      start coming in. It had to be pretty soon. It would be such a
      relief to start planning for a new start at college and leave all
      of the confusing sexual tension in her life behind.

      "Well, I have an idea on how to scratch that itch. I'll tell you
      all about it later. But first, one more question on your
      masturbation habits."

      Renee leaned in close, a strange, cocky grin on her face. She was
      close enough for their noses to nearly touch. Cassie could feel her
      breath.

      "Have you been touching yourself while looking at that picture of
      your mommy?"

      Cassie froze. Renee's presence was filling her world. Cassie's
      clear blue eyes darted over Renee's too-close face, while Renee's
      soft brown eyes remained locked on her's.

      "It's... it's not my mommy," lied Cassie in a whisper.

      Renee withdrew, the grin growing wider on her face. "Ah, but you
      HAVE been masturbating to it."

      Cassie hung her head, too ashamed for words.

      "That is some reeeeally kinky shit, Kissy." Giggled Melissa.

      "Shhhh, shut up, Mel." Said Renee, "No judgment here, just more
      data. A mommy kink maybe? A little... bisexuality? A real sexual
      attraction to your own mother? Something to explore."

      Cassie's phone pinged.

      "God, finally." said Renee, leaning back on her hands, "I can't
      believe he left you on read for that long. Read me what he sent,
      I'll tell you what to send back."

      ...

      Gina heard her phone ping from inside the shower, sending a shudder
      of anticipation down her spine. She had given up with the pretense
      of having her phone on silent. Daren clearly knew that she texted
      Victor, so what was the point?

      She hastily rubbed off the last of the soap suds and jumped out,
      snatching up the phone, eyes greedy.

      Victor didn't disappoint her.

      [Good evening, beautiful.]

      It was a picture taken in his bathroom mirror, robe open, muscles
      rippling, massive cock jutting up from between his muscular legs,
      face painted with that classic cocky smile.

      God, he was an evil jerk, but he had a beautiful body. Gina's
      fingers moved on their own between her legs, as her eyes drank in
      the picture. Maybe she had a little extra time before that date
      started to play with her new toy. Just to get her head
      straight.

      Ping.

      [Send me a picture. I want to see the lady I'm going out with
      tonight]

      Ping.

      [All of her.]

      Gina laughed to herself. Victor thought he had her under his thumb.
      The man was delusional. Gina was perfectly in control, and she knew
      that giving Victor what he wanted would make it harder for her to
      effectively get what she wanted later. But... he had already seen
      everything multiple times over, she admitted to herself grudgingly.
      On that first humiliating night at that damn key party. After she
      had returned from the spa. And, she thought with a rush of
      humiliation, there had been... one or two times after that. There
      had been a couple of nights when her libido had gotten the better
      of her. So what. She had sent Victor a couple more pictures wearing
      the stupid choker that he had given her. And, admittedly, not a lot
      else besides the choker. It was just a kinky way to fuel her
      masturbation, not anything serious.

      Well, since he had seen it all already, where was the harm now if
      she compromised a little and gave him a little peek at what he
      would never get?

      She smiled, wrapped a concealing arm around her breasts, turned her
      hips to the side to hide her pussy, made a kissy face, and snapped
      a photo of her wet, naked body in the mirror, sending it to her
      boyfriend.

      [Beautiful. Your lips are made for one thing, baby. I can't wait
      until I have you swallowing my cum.]

      Gina laughed. Victor was getting more aggressive with his dirty
      talk, and sometimes his arrogance went too far.

      [Sorry to break your shriveled little heart, but I will never in a
      million years swallow your slime] Gina texted back.

      [I don't know what you think I am, but we both know only sluts do
      that. Besides, don't you remember? I don't care what you think
      these lips were built for, I swore that I would never ever have
      that monster dick in this hot little mouth.]

      She snapped a quick pic of herself blowing him a kiss without even
      realizing she had forgotten to cover her breasts this time, then
      walked into the bedroom, laughing to herself. Victor talked a big
      game, but after all, he was just a horny little boy like all the
      rest. One she could easily wrap around her finger. She was sure
      that she could get him to guarantee her husband's job and deny him
      anything further. And if she got a little masturbation material out
      of it along the way, where was the harm? Masturbation wasn't
      cheating. Despite his obvious flaws, she still loved her husband.
      She would do anything for him, including defeating his pompous ass
      of a boss at his own game. She just wished Daren could see it that
      way.

      He was sitting on the edge of the bed, looking miserable. For some
      disgusting reason he was still pitching a major tent in his pants,
      like he so often did nowadays.

      He had given up trying to convince her not to go on the date hours
      ago and was now just moping around her in miserable silence. Gina
      eyed the bulge in his pants speculatively. She couldn't forget the
      fact that he had jerked himself off watching her humiliation at
      Victor's hands that night a few months ago. Could this whole fucked
      up situation be turning him on?

      Time for a little test.

      "Honey," she said in a silky smooth voice, "How do you really feel
      about me going out with Victor tonight?"

      Daren looked up, startled, a guilty look in his eyes.

      "T-terrible. Worried. A little u... u-upset."

      "Hmmmm." She said, looking into his eyes and seeing something
      besides worry there. "Maybe you should be worried."

      Daren opened his mouth, shocked. "I mean, I have no intention of
      doing anything indecent with that big, bad man." said Gina in a
      naughty tone, "But I think we both know that he has every intention
      of doing something very, very indecent to me."

      "And, I mean, who knows, baby? He has a beautiful body and a
      massive cock. He is a powerful, smart, crafty man." She continued,
      hugging Daren from behind, "Can I guarantee with 100 percent
      certainty that he won't find a way to get my pussy, which he so
      desperately wants?"

      "No." She whispered into Daren's ear. She simultaneously reached
      her hand forward, tightly gripping Daren's straining penis through
      his pants. Feeling how hard the conversation had made him.

      "Gross." She said in disappointment, turning away. But that didn't
      match her feelings completely. There was something...interesting
      about Daren getting so turned on by this. Poor sweet Daren. Just
      like Victor, another horny little boy she could wrap around her
      finger.

      "I can't believe you are getting turned on like this," she said
      ruefully to his crimson face. "And quite apart from the little
      fetish you have going on over there, you need to start having a
      little more faith and trust in me."

      She took Daren's face in her hands and kissed him deeply.

      "Look me in the eyes, honey."

      Daren looked at her, calming down under her intense gaze.

      "I am not going to fuck Victor Cross. Never. You're the one I love,
      Daren. And this pussy?"

      She grabbed his hand, and made him feel the smooth, slimy heat
      between her legs. Hoped he didn't wonder why she had been so turned
      on recently.

      "It's only for you. Victor Cross doesn't get any."

      He smiled up at her. Reassured, at least a bit. But a little
      worried by the fact she was still going to go on the date.

      ...

      [Whoa... where did that come from lol. No, I've never had
      one.]

      Melissa and Renee were reading over her shoulder.

      "Wow I'm so surprised," scoffed Melissa, "I bet he's still a virgin
      too. Maybe you should say that."

      "Shut the fuck up," Said Renee, hitting her with a pillow, "We are
      trying to turn this nerd on, not break him down. Don't listen to
      her, Kissy. Here, this is what you should say..."

      She scooted closer, putting her chin on Cassie's shoulder.

      "Say: 'I've never given one either, but I'm really curious how it
      feels. I need a big strong man to show me what it's like. Maybe we
      can experiment together.'"

      Cassie looked at Renee with her jaw hanging open.

      "No way, Renee. That's... that's too much."

      "I know, I know. Shocking! But you need something shocking. Your
      relationship is dead on arrival. Consider this a defibrillator. Go
      on now Kissy, write it."

      Cassie's fingers hesitated over the keys. Renee seems so confident.
      Could this really be the key to fixing her new relationship? Her
      relationship with Peter was great just a few weeks ago, when they
      were just friends. Why couldn't it be like that now that they were
      dating?

      "Write it, Kissy." Renee was gripping her shoulder, looking her in
      the eyes. Renee had had twenty times more boyfriends than her. She
      did want to be intimate with Peter at some point, right? Maybe
      Renee was right, and she should be open about it with him.

      Cassie haltingly typed out the message that Renee had told her word
      for word. Her thumb hovered over the send button. Renee reached
      over her shoulder quickly and pressed her thumb down.

      "Boop."

      Cassie covered her eyes with her hand. She couldn't believe she had
      sent something like that to Peter. God, what would he say?

      "Well," said Renee with a smile, "It's probably going to take him a
      minute to get his head around that. We have other important
      business to take care of."


      

    


    

    
      Page 2 - Cross Contamination Pt. 05 - Fetish -
      Literotica.com

      
      She moved over to sit by Melissa, putting her slim brown arm
      over Melissa's shoulder.

      "I was talking to Melissa about your first kiss with Peter," said
      Renee, with Melissa nodding seriously beside her.

      "She told me it sucked." Said Melissa bluntly, a smirk on her
      perfect face.

      "Which wasn't a lie." Continued Renee smoothly. "How much kissing
      experience do you have exactly, girlie?"

      "Ummm," said Cassie, feeling embarrassed, "Not a lot I guess. I had
      a boyfriend in middle school, and then a short thing with Brian
      Greggerson sophomore year. I kissed both of them." But not all that
      much, she didn't add. Neither of them had a very long or passionate
      relationship.

      "Uh-huh." Said Renee dismissively. "In any case. It's clear what
      you need. More practice."

      Both Renee and Melissa had hungry, predatory grins on their
      faces.

      Cassie's eyes darted from face to face. What did they mean? "You
      mean with Peter? Sure, I guess, but he's been a little distant
      since I asked him out..."

      Melissa giggled, moving on her knees so that she was behind Cassie
      on the bed "We weren't thinking about practice with Peter."

      Renee leaned forward on her hands and knees, bringing her face
      close to Cassie's. It was so abrupt and unexpected that Cassie
      tried to scoot back, but Melissa was behind her, keeping a firm
      pressure on her back, cutting off her escape.

      "You need some practice with someone supportive," said Renee,
      gazing into her eyes, her soft, pillowy lips glossy, slightly
      parted, "someone experienced." She was close enough that Cassie
      could smell her fresh, floral perfume.

      "We know what boys like," whispered Melissa in her ear, "We'll
      teach you."

      Renee reached forward and softly grabbed the back of her head,
      fingers tangling through her dark, wavy hair "I'll be the boy, you
      be the girl. Just follow my lead, Kissy." And then she was closing
      the distance, and Kissy had nowhere to run. Didn't want to
      run.

      The kiss was mind-blowing, the opposite in every way to her awkward
      kiss with Peter. Renee's soft lips were inviting, teasing, and
      moist. Her hand pulled Cassie into the kiss, making her feel like
      she was in Renee's control. She wanted more.

      "Now, that was an example of a nice, sweet, innocent kiss." Said
      Renee, pulling back with a shy smile.

      "But obviously," Purred Melissa, turning Cassie's head to the side
      to give her access, "things won't always be so innocent."

      Melissa's kiss was much more aggressive than Renee's, with a firm
      pressure from the very beginning. Cassie felt Melissa's little
      tongue slip past her lips, swirling and caressing her own.
      Melissa's mouth was minty, and her tongue left tingling trails as
      it traced Cassie's own. Cassie felt Melissa's hand trace up her
      side, firmly cupping her breast, massaging and kneading. Where
      Renee's kiss was sweet and sensual, this one felt passionate and...
      a little dirty. Cassie felt herself responding, getting more and
      more into the kiss. She in turn slipped her tongue into Melissa's
      mouth.

      Melissa withdrew, shaking a finger playfully. "Ah Ah Ah, Kissy. I'm
      the boy and you're the girl, remember? Whether it comes to make-out
      sessions and sex, the boy is dominant, and the girl is
      submissive."

      "Submissive?" Said Cassie meekly, looking up at the tall blond
      cheerleader with big wide eyes.

      "That's right, Kissy," said Renee, turning Cassie's attention back
      to her, "It means letting the boy take charge of the situation. It
      means letting the boy get what he wants. Let's try that with this
      next example."

      This time Renee didn't hold back, and there was no sweet innocence
      remaining in her kiss. She plunged her hand around Cassie's back,
      holding their bodies tightly together. Her soft lips locked tightly
      over Cassie, and her tongue darted and writhed aggressively in
      Cassie's mouth. She pushed forward forcefully, using her momentum
      to push Cassie down to the mattress, with Renee on top of
      her.

      Cassie could feel it in her blood and in her soul. She knew what
      the girls meant about being submissive, about letting the boy take
      control. She felt conquered, commanded, and controlled by Renee's
      dominating kiss.

      Renee's thigh was between her legs, pushing, demanding access. She
      parted her legs and allowed Renee to push her knee directly against
      her crotch, maintaining solid, grinding pressure there. Her tongue
      remained in her own mouth, stroking and tangling with Renee's
      intruding tongue, their lips hungrily twisting and slipping against
      each other.

      Cassie felt Renee's hand slip under her shirt, applying pressure,
      lifting, pulling. She gasped as Renee separated their lips, just
      long enough to pull the shirt over her head, before pouncing again
      on her waiting mouth, attacking it with her soft lips and
      tongue.

      Renee pulled Cassie up, pulling Cassie's pajama-clad legs towards
      her so Cassie was sitting in Renee's lap, straddling her. The kiss
      continued. Cassie never wanted it to stop. Was this what a makeout
      session was supposed to be like? It was way more sexual than any
      kissing she had ever been a part of. She felt a pressure on her
      back, and suddenly her bra was falling away, removed by either
      Melissa or Renee, she was too distracted to tell who. Renee grabbed
      it a flung it across the room.

      Renee pushed her onto her back again, and now she wasn't just
      kissing her mouth. Renee's soft lips were planting big wet kisses
      on her neck. And her slim little hands were all over Cassie's
      breasts, stroking and squeezing. Lightly pinching and twisting the
      nipples. Cassie had played with her nipples during masturbation,
      but Renee's skilled fingers were in a whole other class.

      Melissa was busy behind Renee, and Cassie could feel her pajama
      pants and panties being tugged down her hips. But she was so
      distracted, Renee was now tracing her tongue around the edge of her
      ear, lightly biting the earlobe, whispering...

      "Good girl, Kissy. Looks like you are a natural at being
      submissive."

      Renee's mouth now returned to hers, and Cassie greedily accepted
      it, breasts heaving with her ragged breath, straining into the
      dominant kiss, craving the intrusion of Renee's wicked tongue into
      her welcoming, hot mouth. Cassie was now totally nude, being
      dominated by a kiss from someone totally clothed. She could feel
      the difference in power and respect between them. It was driving
      her crazy. Renee's hand reached down, and with an electric shock of
      lust, Cassie felt Renee's bare fingers lightly touch her hot, ready
      pussy.

      Renee increased the pressure slightly, just enough for her fingers
      to part Cassie's lips and feel the wetness. She withdrew from the
      kiss, a shining line of saliva dripping down to shimmer on Cassie's
      naked tits. She put her lips right back to Cassie's ear and
      said...

      "Bzzzzzzzt! Wrong answer Kissy!" In a loud, obnoxious voice. She
      rolled off of Kissy, leaning on Melissa, the two of them both
      collapsing with fits of laughter.

      Melissa was gasping, tears of laughter in her eyes "Wow Kissy! You
      really are inexperienced! I told you to be a little submissive, not
      to turn into a total slut!"

      Renee tried to get her giggles under control, "You should have seen
      yourself, Kissy. The second a boy applies a little pressure, and
      you are nude and wet beneath him. You would be a teen mom within a
      month without our help!"

      Cassie blushed furiously, trying to adjust to the whiplash of mood.
      She tried ineffectively to cover herself, struggling to locate her
      clothes.

      "Uh uh uh, my little subbie princess," Said Renee cruelly, "I think
      you need a little lesson after that slip-up. I think your penalty
      is to stay nude for the rest of the night. All in favor?"

      Renee and Melissa both raised their hands, falling again into gales
      of laughter. Cassie tried to adjust and move on. She and Kelsey
      used to whisper about the games the popular girls were supposed to
      like playing during the sleepovers her and Kelsey were never
      invited to. This nude penalty was tame compared to some of the
      stories she had heard. If she made a big deal out of this little
      game, Renee and Melissa might realize she was just a nerd trying to
      act like them. They were the best friends she had right now, and
      she couldn't lose them. She could do this. They would probably let
      up and let her put on some clothes in a little while.

      Cassie's phone pinged again.

      "Perfect timing!" crowed Renee, grabbing Cassie's phone out of her
      pajama pants, crumpled in the corner. "Let's see what loverboy has
      to say."

      [That sounds amazing, Kissy! I'm in!]

      "Ooooh," said Melissa, "sounds like nerd boy is an eager little
      beaver."

      "I knew this would work," said Renee smugly, "But let's not leave
      it to chance. I know just the thing to seal the deal, to make him
      reeeeally look forward to seeing you again." Then she turned the
      Camera on Cassie and snapped a picture.

      Cassie yelped, again moving to cover her shame. "Renee!" she
      gasped, "No Way! Delete that!"

      Renee made an annoyed little pout, looking at the screen. "You're
      right Kissy, the angle is wrong. You're going to have to pose." She
      held the camera up and pointed it in Cassie's direction
      again.

      Cassie wordlessly shook her head, hunching over and trying to hide
      as much as she could.

      "Come on Kissy." Melissa said gently, rubbing her back.

      Renee lowered the camera and gave Cassie an impatient look. "I
      won't force you, babe, but I really think it is a good idea."

      "This is just how people who are dating act nowadays. You want him
      to be attracted to you right?" Said Melissa in a disinterested
      voice, sticking a new piece of gum in her mouth and beginning to
      chew.

      "I guess so" mumbled Cassie from the fetal position.

      "Well, this is how it is done. Come on now. I won't send anything
      without your permission. Just let me take a few pictures and see
      how they look. You can decide then."

      Cassie reluctantly uncurled and sat back on the bed, face red as a
      beet. She leaned back into the pillows and spread her legs a
      little. But her hand remained tightly clamped over her pussy. She
      wasn't willing to go that far. Her other hand gripped the side of
      her face, an old tic from when she was embarrassed as a little
      girl, resurrected by this extreme situation.

      "Uh-huh," said Renee approvingly. "I like it! Sweet sexy innocence.
      Very "pin-up". It works." She snapped a few pictures from slightly
      different angles, trying to capture Cassie's impressive tits in the
      best light.

      "Ooh la la!" Cooed Melissa, "Work it, girl! But couldn't we give
      poor little nerd boy just a little more, Renee?"

      "Good point, Mel. Let's just get one like this, just to see how it
      looks." She reached down quickly and snatched Cassie's hand away
      from her pussy, snapping away with the camera, capturing the look
      of shock and humiliation on Cassie's face.

      "Delete those Renee! I mean it!" Said Cassie hotly. "I don't want
      to send any pictures like that!"

      "Ok, ok, damn." Said Renee, swiftly working to text herself the
      photos, then delete the sent texts, "I just thought you would want
      the option. There. Deleted." Deleted from the phone, but saved to
      Renee's private stash.

      She scooted over to Cassie, throwing her arm around Cassie's
      shoulders, pulling her close, a naked boob squashing against her
      clothed torso. "Let's take a look, shall we?" Melissa nuzzled in on
      the other side, twining her arm around Cassie's waist.

      Cassie had to admit the photos were hot. She didn't realize how
      sexy she could look. Renee really had an eye for photography. The
      question was if it was a good idea to send this to Peter.

      "Trust me," said Renee firmly, "This is what your relationship
      needs. You need to get him drooling. Then he will be putty in your
      hands, and you will have so much passion you won't know what to do
      with it. Here, I thought of a good caption."

      She typed in the phone and turned it towards Cassie so that she
      could see.

      [There are lots more experiments that I want to do with you, lover.
      Will you be my lab partner?]

      It was pretty cheesy. But she was sure that the image of her laying
      back on the bed, covered only by her fingers, a look of sexy
      embarrassment on her face would distract him from the corniness of
      the message.

      She took a deep breath.

      Renee and Melissa started a chant:

      "Send it! Send it! Send it!"

      Well...why not? It was Peter. She wanted him to see her being sexy.
      And if Melissa and Renee said all dating couples did this, then why
      shouldn't she? She could trust him. She quickly jabbed the send
      button before she could change her mind.

      The girls went crazy, hooting and whooping, doing a little joyful
      dance. Cassie smiled, and almost forgot her humiliating
      nudity.

      Mortifyingly, the door opened. Cassie froze in shock, her mouth
      dropping open in an "o" of horror.

      Mr. Cross stood in the doorway, a look of amusement on his face.
      "Everything okay in here girls?" He asked with a smile. His eyes
      flicked to the three girls in bed. Any second now, thought Cassie,
      he would see that she was naked, and quickly shut the door,
      apologizing.

      But that didn't happen. When his eyes hit Cassie, they remained
      there for a burning hot second, taking her in, analyzing her.
      Cassie's hands clutched tightly at her most private places, trying
      her best to hide her nipples and pussy from this strange, muscular,
      older man.

      "And who is this? A new playmate?"

      "This is Kissy, dad. Kissy Harlowe." She put a strange emphasis on
      Cassie's last name, but that was the least of Cassie's worries
      right now. "Kissy, this is my Dad, Victor."

      Victor walked across the room, and then, a charming smile on his
      face, extended his hand to shake. Cassie tried to ignore him, to
      look away, but something about his posture, his presence, was so...
      insistent. How could Renee and Melissa be treating this situation
      like it was normal?

      Feeling the sweet burn of humiliation in her belly, she unclasped
      her sweaty hand from her full young tits and placed it in Victor's,
      freeing her rock-hard pink nipples for Victor's inspection. He
      didn't even have the decency to pretend he wasn't looking at them
      as he crushed her little hand in his strong black one and pumped it
      vigorously, forcing her big teen tits to jiggle lewdly.

      "So what did you want, Dad?" Renee maintained her casual arm on
      Cassie's shoulder. As though this whole situation was normal and
      unconcerning.

      "Just heard some screaming, but it looks like you three were just
      having some fun." Oh my god, did he just wink at me? Cassie
      screamed internally, finally freeing her hand to snake back to its
      place over her diamond-hard nipples, clutching tight again as if by
      doing so she could somehow erase the dominant older man's memory of
      them.

      "Anyway sweetie, I'm about to head out on a date, remember that you
      have an important chore tonight."

      "Geez, Dad." Huffed Renee, "I didn't forget. I'm just going to step
      out in a few minutes to take care of it. Melissa will entertain my
      guest while I'm gone."

      "That's my girl. Have fun you three. Nice to meet you Kissy."
      Victor gave Cassie one last leering smile, then walked out the
      door, clicking it shut behind him.

      ...

      Gina shook her head, staring at the garment bag draped across the
      seat of the private car next to her. Earlier today, Victor had sent
      over a dress, with a note saying that he wanted her to wear it
      tonight. Predictably for Victor, it was a shiny silver minidress
      that could barely contain her butt and had plunging cleavage that
      would leave half of her tits hanging out for the world to
      see.

      Speaking with Daren had cleared the haze from her eyes a little.
      She had, in some small ways, been letting Victor run roughshod over
      her. It was time to test the limits of their little arrangement by
      refusing the dress. What was the worst that could happen, Victor
      throwing a tantrum?

      She also had the ridiculous choker in her purse. She had to admit
      wearing it turned her on. Clearly, whether or not she was fully
      comfortable with it, she did have a submission kink, at least
      somewhat. She was going to give the choker back to Victor tonight.
      She saw clearly now that Victor was simply not a safe person to
      explore that aspect of her sexuality with. After this whole thing
      with Victor died down, she could do some experimentation with Daren
      in the privacy of their marital bed.

      She realized that the car was slowing down with a frown. This
      couldn't be right. The building had a large blue neon sign naming
      it "The Panther Club". Gina's mouth twisted in distaste. She
      recognized the name. It was a high-end strip club which catered to
      the rich and powerful. It was also frequently in trouble for
      mistreating its workers and persistently rumored to be involved
      with illegal prostitution.

      If Victor thought this was a good venue for a classy date, maybe
      she had given him too much credit for good taste. He had insisted
      that tonight's date would be a secret surprise, and now she could
      see why.

      The driver was, in fact, stopping at the Panther Club. He got out
      and opened the door for her. Well, thought Gina grimly, at least
      this would make it easier to have a fight about the dress and
      choker. She scooped up the garment bag and made her way hesitantly
      inside.

      The bouncer at the door seemed to be expecting her. He opened the
      door for her, and a young man in a waiter's uniform inside took
      over, greeting her warmly, shouting to be heard over the pulsing
      dance rhythms from deeper inside the club.

      He led her onto the floor of the club itself, threading between
      tables in the dimly lit room, pulsing with vivid, shocking color in
      time to the deep, almost hypnotic music. The place was packed,
      filled with well-dressed men and women around every table, all eyes
      staring with intensity at the dancer on the stage. Gina felt her
      eyes drawn that way as well.

      She was young. Couldn't have been older than twenty, and if not
      beautiful, then she was at least cute. But she clearly hadn't been
      hired for her face. She had huge, fake breasts and a perfectly
      shaped, tight little ass, emphasized by the large platform shoes
      she was confidently striding the stage in.

      The dancer was wearing blindingly white lacy lingerie, which pulsed
      with all the colors of the club lights as she circled, rode, and
      twined around the pole in the center of the stage, posing and
      displaying her body to give the hungry audience the sexual thrills
      they craved.

      Gina couldn't help but notice that the women stared with as much
      desire as the men. Was it really this common for women to desire
      other women like this?

      The stripper on the stage reached behind her with a deft motion,
      causing her lacy bra to fall forward loosely, now barely containing
      her massive augmented breasts. It dangling off of them, teasing the
      crowd. Them, she boldly whipped off the bra, revealing her tits
      with a look of pride and a saucy shimmy.

      She must have had an artist for a surgeon. No attempt had been for
      the breasts to look natural, but they were beautiful in their
      artificiality. They were a caricature of sexy natural breasts, a
      cartoon parody of how men viewed tits. They told a story of a woman
      changing her body to please men. Of objectifying herself for
      others' pleasure. They must look ridiculous in everyday street
      clothes, only designed to look at home on this stage (or in other
      sexual situations). And that meant that turning men on was more
      important to this young woman than any other aspect of her
      life.

      You would have to be insane to willingly dance on that stage,
      thought Gina vaguely, as she watched the captivating young stripper
      hump the air with fluid movements, expertly holding the attention
      of the aroused patrons in the palm of her hand. Gina suddenly had a
      red hot fantasy flash through her brain: of her standing up there
      on the stage, looking out at the crowd, feeling the cool air on her
      naked body as she moved to the rhythm, the smoldering eyes of the
      horny customers crawling all over her body. She imagined willingly
      submitting to sexual objectification to please strange men,
      sacrificing her reputation and anonymity just for the sick thrill.
      She shuddered. It was like the little voice telling you to jump
      when looking down off of a bridge: it was never something she would
      do, but she couldn't stop imagining what it would be like. Without
      meaning to, she focused on the sway of the stripper's tits:her
      nipples could cut glass, she must be getting off on this.
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      Gina felt the waiter grab her shoulder and realized with shame
      that she had been standing there, jaw open, gawping at the
      stripper's huge fake tits. "Follow me, Ma'am!" Shouted the waiter,
      "Or you'll get lost!"

      Her cheeks growing red, Gina pulled her gaze away from the stage,
      where the stripper had begun to ease the tiny white panties down
      her hips. What had gotten into her? She needed to take Victor to
      task for the inappropriate venue, and enjoying the show
      enthusiastically wouldn't help her argument much.

      Towards the back of the room, the waiter ushered her into a raised
      VIP area, where the distance of the speakers meant that the music
      wasn't quite as overwhelming.

      Victor was seated, leaning back in a plush booth, eyes half on the
      stage, where the young stripper was now swirling around the pole
      acrobatically. Upside down, wearing only those massive platform
      shoes, legs spread wide. The rest of his attention was on the
      stunningly beautiful woman across the table from him, laughing and
      sipping a fruity cocktail.

      She was a tall, willowy Latina woman with luscious caramel skin,
      flowing, silky black hair, deep brown, laughing eyes, and a teasing
      little smile. As she laughed, she reached across the table, resting
      a possessive hand lightly on Victor's arm. She had stunning, long,
      well-shaped legs. It was easy to appreciate them because the dress
      she was wearing was short enough to put them on full display. It
      was, although a different size of course, the exact same style of
      tight silver dress that Victor had sent her as a gift.

      Gina frowned.

      As she walked up, Victor glanced away from the stage and saw her
      approach. He looked pleased, and he smoothly rose to greet her.
      Before she could realize what was happening, he was pulling her
      into a kiss, and she thought, no, this isn't how it was supposed to
      go. I was supposed to deny you everything tonight. But something
      about seeing Victor with another woman had thrown her off balance.
      Made her unsure. Made her annoyed. She needed time to unpack her
      feelings, to get away from Victor's influence. But it was too late,
      Victor's strong arms were around her, her face was tilting up to
      receive his kiss. He kissed her deeply, his tongue powerfully and
      smoothly entering her mouth, her own tongue lightly flicking and
      welcoming it. It was over before Gina could catch her breath,
      leaving her flustered and bewildered as he pulled away with a
      smile.

      "Lucia!", he said, turning to the lovely woman, now standing at his
      side with a polite smile, "I would like you to meet Gina, my
      girlfriend."

      Lucia smiled brightly, pulling her into a hug. She could feel the
      woman's lithe, warm body press against hers, smell an exotic,
      fruity perfume from her body. Unexpectedly, Lucia planted a warm
      little kiss on Gina's neck. She could still feel it burning there
      as Lucia pulled away, a mysterious smile on her face.

      "Gina," said Victor, continuing, that old cocky grin growing on his
      face, "I would like you to meet Lucia. She's my personal assistant.
      But more importantly, she's my other girlfriend."

      ...

      Renee left a few minutes after speaking with her father. She
      apologized profusely. She explained that she had an important
      errand that her Dad needed her help with and that it couldn't wait.
      She said she was going to try to be back as soon as she could, but
      made no promises about how late that might be. She snatched a
      duffel that made odd clinking from her closet, and hurried out the
      door.

      It was now just Cassie and Melissa, which made Cassie a little
      nervous. The energy between three girls, when one was naked as a
      penalty for losing a game was embarrassing fun. It felt very
      different with just two girls there one-on-one, one clothed, one
      naked. Much more intimate and even... kinky.

      Cassie also knew Renee a lot better than Melissa, and this exposure
      felt much more like being intimately revealed to a stranger. Cassie
      wasn't sure what to think of Melissa. The pretty blonde had never
      been anything but nice outwardly to her, but there was something in
      her eyes that Cassie was wary of at the same time it darkly
      intrigued her. It reminded her of how the boys looked at her that
      day in the hallway.

      Melissa clearly had zero interest in lifting the erotic tension of
      the evening. She insisted that they watch some of Cassie's
      "homework" videos on Renee's laptop while they ate the pizza Renee
      had ordered for them. Cassie tried to protest, but for some reason,
      being naked in front of this popular girl wearing comfy casual
      pijamas made it difficult to argue or say no. She just felt weaker
      and less confident when the other girl snuck peeks at her
      still-stiff nipples.

      Melissa had leaned back on the pillows and ordered Cassie to sit
      between her legs, leaning her torso back onto Melissa's, a position
      that, while it wasn't sexual, felt unbearably close and intimate to
      Cassie in her naked, worked-up state.

      Melissa began playing another video This one had intrigued Cassie a
      great deal, but it was one that she really really didn't want to
      discuss with the girls. Even being interested in the content was
      shameful enough, she would just die if Renee forced her to give a
      dirty description of it.

      Melissa greedily devoured a slice of pizza as the poorly-acted porn
      setup played out. A young, dark-haired girl needed money from her
      "step-daddy" to go see a concert. She was willing to do
      anything.

      Melissa leaned eagerly over her shoulder, jabbing a half-eaten
      slice of pizza at the screen. "Oh shit, Kissy! Doesn't that look
      just like you?" A drop of grease dripped from the pizza onto
      Cassie's exposed breast, a small blob of orange oil staining one
      milky orb.

      "Hey, Melissa! Careful!" Whined Cassie, looking for something to
      wipe herself off with.

      "Fuck. My bad, Kissy." Said Melissa, not looking sorry at all, "Let
      me get that."

      She used a napkin to roughly scrub across Cassie's soiled tit, not
      very subtly pinching her nipple with the rough paper while she was
      at it.

      On the screen, the girl's stepdaddy, for reasons that didn't really
      make sense, had the young actress over his knee, her skirt flipped
      up, giving her spankings, making her groan in pain and
      pleasure.

      "Well, we both know how you feel about mommies, you kinky bitch,"
      Said Melissa sassily, chewing her pizza. "But what about
      this?"

      She leaned forward towards Cassie's ear and whispered in a parody
      of little girl sexiness: "Do daddies turn you on?"

      "N-no. No way Melissa." said Cassie unconvincingly.

      Cassie squirmed, feeling trapped between Melissa's long athletic
      legs. She had masturbated to this video only once. Her orgasm had
      been so powerful she had been worried that she had moaned loudly
      enough to wake her parents. She had avoided the video afterward.
      There was something too strange and twisted about the erotic power
      that the taboo video had.

      "It's not that weird, you know?" Said Melissa chattily, using the
      mouse to click to random points in the video.

      "It's called an Electra complex. Daddy is the first strong male
      figure in every girl's life. It makes sense that some girls would
      get some odd sexual hang-ups over that." The daughter in the video
      was being fucked deeply by the daddy, her legs spread wide, their
      eyes locked passionately together, faces just inches from each
      other.

      "I mean, take Renee's hot fucking daddy for example. You think that
      she hasn't ever thought about what it would be like to fuck him?"
      The thought of Renee's tall, suave father, so soon after meeting
      him naked, sent a hot, wet jolt of lust through Cassie's belly.
      What's wrong with me? He's my friend's dad and old enough to be my
      father!

      "I mean, my daddy is a total stud. I'm not ashamed to say I've
      rubbed one out thinking about him once or twice." Melissa glanced
      at Cassie, hoping that she wouldn't catch the lie. She had nothing
      to worry about. Cassie's eyes were glued to the screen, growing
      glassy and distant. On the screen, the daughter was bouncing on her
      daddy's dick reverse cowgirl, her skirt flying, her face twisted in
      ecstasy. Cassie's hand gripped her thigh, sliding slowly towards
      the center.

      "It's the wrongness that makes it hot, Kissy." Said Melissa,
      maintaining her smoldering whisper. "The man who raised you, whose
      love for you was pure and innocent, now seeing you as a sexual
      object, a woman to be conquered, just another slut he can fuck. All
      that innocent and pure love being stripped away in a nasty, dirty,
      wrong session of animalistic sex." On the screen, the girl knelt in
      front of her daddy, begging for his cum. And she got it, spraying
      in ropy globs all over her cute little face. Cassie's hand was
      diving down between her legs.

      "Pretty nasty shit, little Kissy," said Melissa, leaning forward to
      exit out of the video. "But sometimes the nasty stuff is the best
      when it comes to getting yourself off, right? It's not like you
      would do anything like that in real life."

      "Of course not," said Cassie, shaking herself.

      "But!" Said Melissa, pulling the laptop closer to open the web
      browser, "Speaking of doing things in real life, Renee set up a
      little surprise for you. Something to feed your dirty little
      exhibitionist kink without ruining your life."

      Melissa wiggled her way out from behind Cassie and placed the
      laptop on the end of the bed, out of Cassie's reach, and adjusted
      it so the screen was visible. Then she rummaged in the drawers of
      Renee's desk, clattering junk around, looking for something. "So,"
      she said chattily, looking back over her shoulder as she searched,
      "It's clear from your porn preferences that you get off on the idea
      of public humiliation. But that's really risky stuff. If you had, I
      don't know, a bukkake gangbang in the lunchroom, it would probably
      be the most intensely erotic experience of your whole life." Cassie
      didn't know what bukkake was, but she understood enough of what
      Melissa was suggesting that her heart started beating faster.
      "Buuuuut, after that, your life would be over. Reputation in
      shreds. Mandated councilling, maybe even legal trouble." Melissa
      had finally found what she was looking for, and snatched it out of
      the drawer.

      "Renee thought of an outlet for your fetish!" She whirled around,
      holding something behind her back "Before we begin," She said
      somberly, "I need to trust me. You are going to be a little...
      confused at first, but for real, this is a really good idea. Do you
      trust me?"

      Cassie wanted to say no. Something about this whole situation made
      her not trust Melissa at all. But Renee was her best friend. Maybe
      her only chance at salvaging this rotten year... at least until she
      got into college and left this whole awful situation behind. And
      Melissa was Renee's best friend. If Melissa ended up disliking
      her... Cassie tentatively nodded.

      "Great, give me your hand." Cassie reached her hand out, curious
      and feeling vulnerable in front of the tall blond
      cheerleader.

      In a swift and practiced series of movements, Melissa grabbed her
      hand, whipped out a pair of handcuffs from behind her back, and
      cuffed her to the bedpost before she could resist.

      Cassie was shocked into silence for a few seconds, then
      screamed.

      "Oh God, drama queen," said Melissa with a twist of her lip. "Shut
      up. No one can hear you scream anyway. Mr. Cross has this whole
      place soundproofed. Otherwise, I'm sure the neighbors would make
      noise complaints about the moans coming from his bedroom on a
      nightly basis."

      "What are you planning to do Melissa?" blubbered Cassie, panicking,
      "Please don't hurt me."

      "Jesus," said Melissa, exasperated. "This isn't some kind of trick
      where I get you alone and then murder you. It's exactly what I said
      before. You're going to love this. You just need a little help the
      first time."

      She pulled more sets of handcuffs out of Renee's desk, setting them
      on the bed.

      "I changed my mind, Melissa, I don't think I want to do this." Said
      Cassie pleadingly.

      "Sorry, Kissy. Trust me, you're going to love this. After I get you
      started, you are going to cum your little brains out. This will be
      way better than the phony acting in pornos for a kink like yours.
      And it is all risk-free."

      Cassie tried to fight the other sets of handcuffs, but Melissa was
      bigger and stronger than her, and Cassie was painfully aware that
      struggling too much brought her naked body fully into contact with
      the beautiful, cruel Melissa, who loved every second of forcing her
      to submit.

      Within minutes, she was spread eagle on the bed, limbs cuffed just
      far apart enough on the frame to keep her from leaving or
      effectively concealing her pale, naked body.

      "All set." said Melissa, wiping sweat from her forehead. Cassie was
      covered in a thin film of sweat as well from their brief struggle,
      giving her skin a faint, shiny glow. She gazed with fear at the
      blond bombshell cheerleader towering above her, then at the
      computer lying open on the bed beyond her feet.

      "Let's get started then, shall we? Have you ever heard of
      Randocall?" She sat on the edge of the bed, lightly running a
      finger up and down Cassie's exposed, vulnerable belly, tickling her
      and making her squirm away from the touch.

      "No, Melissa." said Cassie, staring warily at the open
      laptop.

      "Call me Mistress, Kissy... It seems more appropriate to the
      situation, don't you think?"

      She gave Cassie a hard stare, waiting expectantly.

      "N-no, mistress," said Cassie in a shamed whisper, "I've never
      heard of it."

      "Well, it's a wonderful service, Kissy. You just turn on your
      webcam, and with the click of a button, you are connected to a
      random chat partner somewhere in the world." Melissa was navigating
      on the web browser and turned the screen so Cassie could see the
      bright, slickly designed Randocall website. Cassie felt a sick
      churning in her gut as she realized where Melissa was going with
      this.

      "In theory, it is a magical way to spark a random, brief connection
      to a person you otherwise never would have met." said Melissa,
      giving Cassie's thigh a brief tickle. She was unable to keep her
      hands off the naked captive she had in her power.

      "In practice," She continued wryly, "the service is mostly filled
      with disgusting, horny old men jerking off." Cassie's mouth went
      dry. The laptop, the handcuffs, the men jerking off. She pulled on
      her restraints. They were solid. She felt her vagina begin to
      moisten. "For our purposes though, it's ideal!" Continued the
      blonde beauty with a sadistic smile on her face, ignoring Cassie's
      whimpers, "You are going to be the spank material for a lot of
      strange men today, and your squishy little exhibitionist pussy is
      going to get all juiced up over it!"

      Melissa placed the laptop back at the end of the bed, positioned
      perfectly. A light blinked on next to the webcam above the screen.
      A green button below it read: "Ready? Click here to Randocall!"
      Cassie could see a crisp, high quality image of herself. Nude.
      Bound. Smooth ivory skin shining with a thin layer of sweat.
      Shining dark hair tousled and hanging over one eye. Hardening pink
      nipples standing stiffly up from her huge heaving breasts. A dark,
      neatly shaven patch of hair pointed the way to the soft, rosy pussy
      lips between her legs, which were chained wide enough that she
      couldn't close them completely. A wet dream for any horny man who
      saw her. And it sounded like that was Melissa's plan. She
      whimpered, feeling a dark dizzy spiral of lust wind its way through
      her belly like a snake.

      "No please, mistress. I can't, I don't want them to see!" Panted
      Cassie, twisting uselessly against her bindings.

      "C'mon, babe." Said Melissa, a smirk on her face as she cast a
      sharp eye at Cassie's stiff nipples, panting, parted lips, and
      rapidly moistening pussy, "We both know that's not true."

      Melissa hovered her finger over the button, using a mouse to
      control the computer while remaining out of view. "Ladies and
      Gentlemen, Kissy the slut makes her Jerkoff Queen debut in three,
      two, one..."

      Cassie shut her eyes tight, praying that this wasn't happening,
      that this was some sort of joke.

      "Haha, oh damn, I almost forgot. That would have been bad!" Melissa
      got up from the edge of the bed and walked over to the closet,
      rummaging around for something. Cassie opened her eyes and saw that
      the website was still on the welcome screen.

      Melissa returned from the closet holding something white in her
      hands.

      "The whole point of this was to keep you anonymous right? I got so
      caught up in the kinkiness that I almost plastered your face out
      there on the internet for everyone to see! A lot of guys do
      screencaps if they find something they like, you know?"

      Cassie felt dizzy. Melissa was right. She had come this close to
      having her nude body and face out on the internet forever. Melissa
      fit the mask she was carrying over Cassie's face, tying it
      carefully behind her ears. Cassie didn't even have time to see what
      the mask looked like.

      Melissa resumed her seat.

      "Where was I? Oh right. Time for everyone to see the horny little
      slut you are, Kissy Swallowes!"

      Cassie yelped as Melissa clicked the mouse, making a connection
      with a stranger

      ...

      Daren warred with himself, sitting and fretting by his
      computer.

      Renee had been texting him frequently these past few weeks with
      encouragement, and lots and lots of links to videos. So many that
      at first, he had found it difficult to keep up.

      He had found a way. Nowadays he usually had enough time after Gina
      and Cassie left for work to watch a quick video and jerk himself to
      completion. Sometimes it made him a few minutes late to work,
      depending on the video, but no one had said anything yet. At work,
      he had found an individual bathroom where he could sneak away on
      his lunch hour and squeeze in another video. Once or twice, on a
      slow afternoon, he would do another session during work hours. And
      who was he kidding, they were all slow afternoons for him lately.
      He had essentially been reduced to being Charlie's coffee boy. If
      he left work a few minutes early, he had a narrow window when he
      got home to quickly jerk off before Cassie or Gina got back. Then
      he would, as usual, wake up in the night when Gina was sleeping to
      jerk off again in the bathroom.

      He was proud of himself for taking his training seriously.

      But he couldn't help but feel that the results weren't quite what
      he wanted. This training was supposed to be making him feel more
      confident. Full of energy. Instead, he found himself stuttering and
      getting tongue tied when he talked to attractive women. He couldn't
      stop thinking about the many many videos he had seens of attractive
      women like them belittling and rejecting weak men like him. He
      found himself agreeing with them, bending to their preferences even
      as he made himself look like an awkward creep.

      Even worse was when he was talking to confident or muscular men. He
      would freeze up, his brain playing him images of the man fucking
      Gina in acrobatic and degrading positions, the man's eyes staring
      into his, triumphant and mocking. They seemed to sense it too, in
      some subconscious way. He had become frequently singled out for
      bullying and cruel jokes from confident men, not just around the
      office, but with acquaintances and strangers elsewhere as
      well.

      He had taken to arranging his penis in his pants very carefully, so
      that hopefully no one would see the erection he got from talking to
      anyone attractive of either gender.

      And the worst part was, Gina had definitely noticed tonight. She
      had called his bluff, explicitly making the connection between his
      boner and her flirtation with Victor. He couldn't help it. He was
      sick with worry and fear about the possibility of Victor stealing
      his wife, but his cock and his deep primal subconscious loved it.
      Any time he thought of Gina betraying him, of Victor casually and
      easily corrupting her, his balls churned and tightened, his penis
      hardened and oozed, and he couldn't think straight any more.

      It was almost as if the cuckold porn had made things worse. Messed
      with his head. Reprogrammed his sexual desires.
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      He badly wanted to watch some of the new videos Renee had sent
      him, to take his mind off what Gina might be doing on her date
      right now. But he knew logically that it wouldn't take his mind off
      it at all. In fact, it would probably focus his mind on what Gina
      and Victor were doing all too clearly.

      Wasn't this what Renee had warned him about when she was his...
      God... his "cucky sitter?" The spiral of horniness and shame and
      sadness? How could he break out of it?

      *Ding-Dong*

      Daren froze. No way. It couldn't be. They texted regularly now. She
      would have warned him ahead of time, surely.

      *Ding Dong* *Ding Dong*

      He walked to the door with reluctance. Maybe it was just a salesman
      or something. At 9 o'clock at night.

      He opened the door.

      "Tada! It's meeee, puppy! Did you miss me?"

      Renee gave him a winning smile. She had clearly dolled herself up
      for the occasion, with elaborate, stunning makeup. She had on a
      long coat which made it hard to tell what sort of clothes she was
      wearing, as well as leather high-heeled boots, which she used to
      confidently click her way past Daren into the house. Over her
      shoulder, Daren noticed with concern, she was carrying a riding
      crop.

      "Awww, poor puppy. Home alone again. Well I'm here for you now. You
      can always count on your cucky sitter."

      "What brings you here tonight," said Daren, in a pathetic attempt
      to be casual.

      "Oh puppy." Said Renee with disappointment, "I think we are past
      the point of denial."

      "Let's face it," She continued with a smirk, "Right now, wifey is
      probably gagging on my Dad's black cock in a filthy alley
      somewhere. Lubing it up so that it will fit in her tight little
      snatch. I'm just here to take your mind off it. Speaking of
      which..."

      Renee strode right over to his computer, then turned back, raising
      an eyebrow.

      "No porn, puppy? I thought you were training like I told
      you."

      "Well, I've been thinking, Renee, and..."

      Renee held up a finger warningly. "Mistress. Call me mistress
      tonight puppy."

      "Um, sorry Renee, but I don't think that that would be
      appropri..."

      Suddenly Renee was striding forward, brandishing her riding crop in
      a low sweep, resting it with uncomfortable pressure right between
      his legs.

      "Ooooh myyyy, look who thinks he has grown some balls." Renee
      cooed, her smile tight, "My training looks like it is paying
      off."

      Daren tried to scramble back, but Renee matched him step for step,
      until he bumped awkwardly into the wall, knocking a framed wedding
      photo down with a crash.

      "But I've seen your balls, puppy." She said with low menace,
      leaning forward and increasing the painful pressure on his
      testicles "and I don't think they're big enough for you to say no
      to me. Do you?

      "Wh-what?" Squeaked Daren, staring down with dismay at Rene's
      captivating, dominant glare, beautiful deep brown eyes glittering
      from behind her flawless eye makeup.

      Rene put her hand on the wall next to his head, leaning forward
      further, invading his personal space, filling his senses with her
      girlish floral perfume.

      "Do you think..." She crooned, punctuating the phrase with a light
      swat between his legs that sent a sick jolt of pain through his
      belly.

      "That your balls..." *swat*

      "Are big enough..." *swat*

      "To say no..." The swats were growing in intensity, causing him to
      whimper in pain.

      "To your mistress?" This time, she wound up for the largest swat of
      all, and Daren flinched, bracing himself. For some reason he didn't
      even consider closing his legs or dodging.

      He opened his eyes to see Renee staring at him expectantly.

      "N-no." He whispered miserably.

      "No what?"

      "No, M-m-mistress."

      "That's better, Puppy!" Said Renee cheerfully, turning away and
      swinging the crop over her shoulder. "Well, let's get this evening
      started." She placed the riding crop on the coffee table in order
      to remove her long coat, revealing her clothes underneath.

      She was wearing a short, shiny leather skirt, with garters holding
      up fishnet stockings beneath. Her top was a tiny leather corset
      which showed a generous expanse of her smooth brown cleavage. The
      daringly tall leather boots fit right in with the outfit. She
      looked sexy, dominant, and dangerous.

      "What do you think, Cuck?" said Renee with a flirty wink, " I
      thought that since the stakes and intensity would be higher
      tonight, I would put in a little more effort. If I'm going to be
      domming my sweet little puppy tonight, I should look the part, you
      know? Really get his motor running."

      "Mistress, I... you look..." Daren's mouth was dry, and he was
      struggling to find words that wouldn't reveal how desperately horny
      the sight of Renee in this fetish gear had made him.

      "Don't worry puppy," giggled Renee, pointing at his rapidly growing
      boner, "I can already tell how much you like my outfit. Tiny down
      there wants to give me lots of compliments." Daren's face grew red,
      but his cock grew even more swollen with shame. "Gross, puppy. I'm
      like your daughter's age! "

      "Now, to business." Said Renee, tapping her palm with the riding
      crop. "Things are going to work a little differently this time,
      Cucky. I think you will cooperate with me enough that I can leave
      the handcuffs out. We won't be watching any live footage either. My
      Dad and your wife deserve a little privacy for what they are doing
      tonight, puppy, let's not spoil their romance by jerking off to
      it."

      "Instead, we are going to play a little game." Said Renee, her
      smile widening. "'Mistress Says.' Similar to Simon Says, puppy, but
      much more kinky, I promise. When was the last time you came during
      a game of Simon Says?" She laughed. "Don't answer that. With
      someone as pathetically submissive as you, nothing would surprise
      me."

      "The rules are simple. When I say 'Mistress Says', you have to do
      it. No matter how wrong, or gross, or mentally scarring it is to
      you. It's going to be good for you, puppy. It will really reinforce
      a lot of the lessons you've been learning. Put your head in a
      really productive new space, y'know?. Well cucky? Does that sound
      like fun?"

      "I-I'm not s-s-sure." Daren knew that there was a trap here
      somewhere. But he also knew what would happen if he refused. Renee
      would yell at him. She would leave angry. She might even tell Gina
      about their strange relationship. It wasn't like he had ever had
      sex with Renee or anything, but some of what had happened would
      certainly be difficult to explain. From the outside, it would be
      difficult for anyone to believe that between the adult man and the
      eighteen year old girl, he was the victim. Also, if he said no, he
      was positive the coat would go back on, and he would probably never
      see Renee like this again.

      "You have to be sure, puppy." Said Rene, placing a hand on a
      leather covered hip. "I'm not going to risk you whining later that
      I forced you to play."

      Daren learned then that he was an even weaker man than he had
      thought. He simply didn't have it in him to look into Renee's
      arrogant eyes and say 'No'."

      "Ok, mistress. I want to play."

      "Yaaaay!" Said Rene, doing little happy hops and clapping her
      hands. The movement caused her skirt to flip up and make her large
      chocolatey breasts bounce in a fascinating way in her tight leather
      corset. "It's going to be a life changing game, puppy. You won't
      believe how hard you'll cum with the shit that I've thought
      up."

      "Ok, first." She gathered herself, taking on a more dominant voice
      and stance. "Mistress says strip. I want you completely
      naked!"

      Daren instantly regretted the game. It was clear from the very
      start that this was going to get very kinky, very fast. But, he
      knew this was going to happen at some point: he would be naked,
      with a clothed Renee lording it over him. He unbuttoned his shirt,
      and slowly removed all of his clothes, ending up awkwardly hunched
      over his throbbing erection.

      Renee circled him like a wolf, surveying every unimpressive inch of
      his nude body like it was her property. She reached out and trailed
      one long fingernail across his back, raising goosebumps. "Doesn't
      it make you ashamed, Mr. H? To be stripped naked by your daughter's
      bratty little friend in your own home? Aren't you supposed to be
      the king in this castle? Look at you! You're being dominated by a
      teenage girl!" She stepped close enough behind him that he could
      feel the heat radiating from her hot young body. She whispered
      hoarsely in his ear: "Doesn't it just make your little cock
      ache?"

      She stepped away, circling back to the front, luxuriating in the
      power difference. This older man was completely bent to her will,
      and had willingly put himself in an awkward, humiliating situation
      at her command.

      "Now, Mistress says get comfortable: Sit on the couch and
      relax."

      Daren tried his best, but a gorgeous teen commanding your every
      move while you're naked and erect made it difficult to breathe, let
      alone relax.

      "Ah ah ah, but what is this, little cuck?" Said Renee
      disapprovingly, "Have you already failed?"

      Daren looked up at his smirking tormentor. He had done both
      commands so far! Had he missed something?

      "I said I wanted you totally naked." Renee used her riding crop to
      lift his left hand to his eye level, his wedding band caught the
      light with a glint, "And my bad little puppy is still wearing
      something."

      She couldn't be saying....

      Renee held out a perfectly manicured little hand palm up, demanding
      his ring. She wanted him to symbolically place his and Gina's
      marriage, which he valued so deeply, in her cruel little
      hand.

      "Mistress Says, puppy. Take off your ring. The one that symbolizes
      the bond between you and your loving wife. Give it to a teen who
      doesn't respect either of you, let alone your joke of a marriage.
      Do it to make me happy."

      Gina was the love of his life. This sort of betrayal, even if it
      was just symbolic, even if she would never know, would be crossing
      a critical line in his heart. He could feel his heartbeat pulsing
      in his cock. With a shaking hand, he removed the ring, leaving a
      depression of flesh where it always sat. He almost never took it
      off.

      Gina was the one who was openly flirting with his hated boss. Maybe
      more than flirting. Didn't Daren deserve some sexual thrills as
      well? That was what his mistress was promising tonight. His ring
      and his betrayal were the cost of entry.

      He dropped his wedding ring with numb fingers into his dom's cute
      little hand.

      "I knew you would do it, Puppy." Said Renee, flashing the cocky
      grin that she inherited from her father, "I knew you would choose
      me over the love of your life. Even though I can see it breaking
      your heart," Renee's cute little face was a mocking parody of
      sympathy. "You know why, Puppy? Because right now, I'm more
      important to you than Gina is. Tiny is calling the shots right
      now," she sneered, lazily flicking at his erect cock with her crop,
      " and he likes me better."

      Renee giggled as she closed her feminine little hand around the
      ring tightly, possessively. Then she pulled a small padlock from
      her bag on the table, and carefully locked the ring onto a heart
      shaped locket hanging between her breasts.

      "A little extra motivation for you to play fair, puppy. This game
      is going to get harrrrd for you. I wouldn't want you to decide to
      quit halfway through. You can get your ring back if you pass the
      challenge, and Gina will never have to know how badly you
      disrespected your marriage tonight."

      Daren shuddered. He felt like it was going to be a long
      night.

      ...

      Gina's mind reeled with shock.

      She numbly watched as Lucia, that little bitch, wound a long,
      shapely, honey colored arm around Victor's waist. She nuzzled into
      his shoulder and gave Gina a sidelong glance, a satisfied little
      smile on her lips.

      "Is there a problem, babe?" Said Victor, a false look of surprise
      on his face. He put his arm around Lucia, drawing his girlfriend
      close.

      "You... you pig..." Gina spluttered. Her heart and mind twisted
      from a sudden flood of emotions. Jealousy, betrayal, and anger
      swelled up first, making her see red. How could he betray her like
      that, stringing her along while he was seeing another woman on the
      side? Had been sexting her while fucking this Latin whore?

      Then came confusion and guilt. Who was she to complain? This whole
      thing was supposed to be a ruse on her part. She and Victor weren't
      actually dating. She was just manipulating him, right? Her husband
      was the only man she cared about.

      Lastly came humiliation and self-loathing. Victor had planned this
      from the beginning. He had expertly trapped her into a false sense
      of security, just to set up this bait and switch. Victor had played
      her like a fiddle once again. Was there anything she could do to
      succeed against this man? She had to try. Come on Gina, focus, she
      told herself. She could still come out ahead in this situation if
      she kept her cool. It wasn't possible for Victor to cheat if their
      relationship wasn't real in the first place. There was no logical
      reason to be upset. She tried to repeat that to herself, to make it
      sink in. But it still made her feel betrayed and deeply, burningly
      jealous that Victor had been dating someone else at the same time
      as her. It didn't help to see the slim, pretty woman that Victor
      was apparently dating hanging all over him.

      "So, how long have you been dating two women, you big stud?" Asked
      Gina, attempting a tone of casual flirtation. She sat stiffly
      across from Lucia and Victor, who were tightly entwined on the
      other side of the booth.

      "Oh, since the beginning, dearest." said Victor lightly, cupping
      one of Lucia's firm breasts in his hand while speaking. Lucia
      purred and pushed her chest out to give him easier access. "In
      fact, I think I started dating Lucia shortly before you. I was
      discussing my plans for our first date, and she was helping me as
      my assistant. She added a lot of input on her own preferences in
      dating, and, well, I thought they sounded like fun." He turned his
      head to Lucia and gave her a deep lingering kiss. Gina's mind felt
      like it was clouding over with sharp, spiky jealousy.

      "So," she said between clenched teeth, "Lucia knew about this
      arrangement from the beginning, but you didn't tell me."

      "Don't be mad, sweetie." Said Lucia condescendingly, "He wouldn't
      have told me either I'm sure, if we hadn't gotten together through
      planning your date." She smirked and scoffed incredulously at
      Gina's expression. "Are you seriously upset? Victor is a virile,
      complex, powerful man. He is more than enough man to handle two
      women at once." She placed a loving hand on his firm chest, "He
      could have any woman he wanted. You should be grateful that he paid
      attention to you at all!"

      Gina knew that getting upset was playing right into Victor's hands,
      but she wanted to wipe the smug look off of this bitch's perfect
      face.

      "Victor might be a horny enough perv to need a side chick to empty
      his balls," She shot crudely at Lucia, "But that doesn't mean that
      all girlfriends are created equal."

      Lucia's eyes narrowed and she stiffened. Gina had abandoned caution
      and thrown down the gauntlet. Her relationship with Victor might be
      a fake, fucked up power struggle, but she would be damned if she
      shared any man with another woman.

      Victor looked extremely pleased, staring at Gina with a smoldering
      look of satisfaction on his face, hand still cupping and rubbing
      Lucia's breast.

      "Well, it looks like my two ladies are one step ahead of me." Said
      Victor smoothly. "It's been a fun few months with both of you, but
      all good things come to an end."

      Lucia looked at him sharply. Gina noted that what he was saying now
      was news to her as well. How does it feel to be on the other end,
      bitch?

      Victor continued, relaxed and confident, "I am interested in taking
      a relationship to the next level. But that is going to require my
      full undivided attention on one lady. I invited you both here
      for... let's call it an interview. A competition, if you like."
      Lucia was staring at Victor hungrily, raptly attentive.

      "The rules are simple. I want you both to show me how devoted you
      can be to your boyfriend. One woman walks out tonight my
      girlfriend, and we explore what the next step looks like together."
      Victor's smile grew shark-like, "And the other woman walks out of
      here a loser, tail between her legs, to go cry and masturbate
      alone, fantasizing about what could have been."

      Gina frowned. Victor knew she was competitive. This was a trap. She
      wasn't an idiot. Maybe it would be better if she just...

      "Of course, I recognize that you might not even want to win, baby."
      He said, releasing Lucia from his grasp and leaning forward towards
      Gina. "After all, the only reason we are dating in the first place
      is another bet you lost. Maybe you are just more comfortable
      losing. I mean, your loser husband is no doubt waiting for you at
      home right now, tiny dick stiff and eager. You could go home right
      now and be losers together! If you go right now you could be back
      in time to submit to your wifely duties. Let him stick his tiny
      dick into you. Have a short, sticky little love-making session.
      Take his little teaspoon of cum in your loser pussy. Make a little
      loser baby. Does that sound better to you?"

      The jibes were crude, their intent obvious. But despite her
      resistance, they resonated. Could she turn her back on a challenge,
      go home to Daren? The way Victor framed it made it sound like
      having sex with Daren was somehow submitting to him, and while she
      loved her husband, the idea of putting herself beneath him in any
      way repulsed her for reasons she didn't want to examine. But this
      was silly. She didn't have to accept his framing. Sex was not the
      same as submission, and making love to Daren wasn't degrading. The
      only way to win was not to play his game.

      "Maybe your right, Victor." She said, controlling herself. "I'm a
      married woman and my husband is waiting for me at home. Neither of
      us was completely comfortable with this dating arrangement, so if
      you are willingly releasing me, I should probably just take you up
      on that."

      Lucia and Victor's looks of triumph were hard to stomach, but Gina
      was stronger than they were assuming. She gathered her purse, and
      began reaching inside to return the choker, when Victor placed a
      hand on hers.

      "One last thing before you go, dear." He said, voice as smooth as
      butter, "I don't want you to regret this the next time you get
      horny and make a fuss claiming that you never officially conceded.
      Lucia," He said, turning to the smirking latina, "get out your
      phone. Film Gina for a minute here"

      He turned back to Gina, that same old smile on his face, "I want
      you to say the following to Lucia. After that, I will let you go
      from our arrangement."

      "I lose, and you win," je began.

      Gina remained silent.

      "Between us, you are the superior female, and so you deserve the
      superior male."

      Gina's hand gripped tightly on the purse.

      "As an inferior female, an inferior male like my husband is what I
      deserve. I will be content to work to please him and service him
      sexually for the rest of my life, while you enjoy sex and power
      with Victor."

      Gina tried to breathe deeply, to remain calm. These terms, this
      'superior' and 'inferior' shit, it was meaningless. Victor was
      preying on her competitiveness. It was just meant to get under her
      skin.

      "I am sorry for daring to challenge you, ma'am. Please forgive this
      humble loser."

      Gina dropped the purse.

      "Fuck you Lucia." She said into the camera, "And fuck you too
      Victor. You want to challenge me? It's on. I can beat this slut
      with my eyes closed."

      Lucia, seeing her easy victory slip away, had a sour look on her
      face. Gina felt satisfied just looking at it. This would be easy.
      Had Victor forgotten what a good actress she was? She could act
      super devoted and flirty, blow Lucia out of the water, then resume
      their relationship on the previous terms once the skank was dumped.
      This would be a piece of cake.
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      And, she hastily added to herself, she would be in a position to
      keep Daren's job safe. That was what this was all for in the end.
      Of course.

      "Well, well, well," said Victor, not looking disappointed or
      surprised at all, "The kitty finally shows her claws. I knew you
      wouldn't go down without a fight. Well, I have to warn you, babe.
      Lucia is already ahead of you. After all, she wore the dress I sent
      her. What else would a devoted girlfriend do?" He ran his hand up
      lucia's long smooth thigh to slip beneath the short dress, earning
      him a giggle and nuzzle from his appreciative girlfriend.

      Shit. He was right. If Gina was going to win this, tonight was not
      the night to take a stand on the issue if Victor's inappropriate
      gifts.

      "One minute babe," she said, crossing the table with a hip-swaying
      walk to give Victor a deep kiss, "Let me go powder my nose."

      She grabbed her garment bag, bending at the waist to give Victor a
      good view of her ass, then swayed her way towards the bathroom,
      dropping the sexy walk and hustling when she was out of eye
      range.

      A few minutes later she surveyed herself in the mirror with horror.
      She swore that Victor had gotten her a completely unfair size when
      compared to Lucia's dress. While the dress was tight and revealing
      on the Latina, on her the dress was practically pornographic. The
      silvery material squashed her breasts tightly, and it was all she
      could do to pull it up far enough to cover her areolas. On the
      other end, the stretchy material could barely be persuaded to cover
      her panties, and bending down to give Victor some eye candy would
      be a lot riskier in the future. It would be utterly humiliating to
      wear this dress because a man told her too... She looked like a
      whore trying to attract a customer. A description that wasn't
      completely inaccurate, her subconscious whispered. She crammed that
      thought down, tried her hardest not to get hot and bothered by the
      thought of Victor seeing her like this. Of Lucia seeing her like
      this. Of everyone seeing her like this. Shit, she was feeling a
      little turned on. The last thing she needed in this dress was hard
      nipples.

      She looked at herself in the mirror one last time. Oh God. She was
      a married woman. What was she doing? Whoring her self out to her
      husband's awful boss? Dressing like a slut for his amusement? Yes.
      But it was for good reasons, she told herself. She was about to
      turn to leave when another thought occurred to her... She felt the
      sick twist in her belly that the idea prompted. She slowly opened
      her purse. She needed a way to get a leg up on Lucia. Just wearing
      the dress wouldn't do it. Lucia was already wearing it, had done so
      first, in fact. She needed to be proactive in proving her loyalty
      and devotion to Victor. She pulled the demeaning choker out of her
      purse, her heart thumping. It was one thing to wear it sometimes
      while masturbating to the sick, twisted degradation of it. It was
      another thing entirely to wear it where everyone could see. With
      shaking hands and a reddening face, she slowly raised the choker
      and clicked it around her neck.

      VICTOR'S.

      It matched the dress, and perfectly emphasized her humiliating
      submission.

      She just hoped it would be enough to give her the edge she
      needed

      ...

      The screen showed a brief swirling loading symbol, and Cassie's
      vision seemed to darken. She felt like she was about to pass out.
      There was nowhere to run. No way to hide. Whoever popped up on that
      screen was going to see every last detail of her curvy young
      body.

      And then the moment was there. Cassie let out a strangled whimper
      as a face appeared on the screen. It was a kind looking college age
      woman wearing glasses. The woman stared at the screen, seemed to be
      confused by what she was seeing. Cassie considered calling for
      help. The woman wouldn't be able to stop what was happening in any
      meaningful way, but at least she would know Cassie wasn't just some
      pervert...

      The woman's face twisted in disgust, and the screen returned to the
      loading screen, icon swirling. It hit Cassie like a punch to the
      gut. That look of contempt. The woman had looked at her bound, nude
      body and sized her up immediately: a slut looking for attention.
      Cassie felt her nipples begin to stiffen.

      The next one was worse. A group of three 20-something guys, empty
      beer bottles visible on the table in front of them. They too paused
      for a moment, shocked by the sudden appearance on their screen of
      the pornographic setup. A lamb masked girl, developing a whole-body
      blush, writhing bound and naked on a bed in front of them. It
      didn't take them long to break out of their shocked silence.

      "Duuuuude!!"

      They howled and laughed and pointed. Cassie could see the
      computer's owner furiously inputting keys, no doubt taking
      screengrab after screengrab.

      "Look at those nips, man!" chuckled one of them, "She is totally
      getting off on this! Why don't you take off the mask, sugar, let us
      see a pretty face to go with those pretty tits." Cassie twisted
      ineffectually, trying desperately to hide herself. This horrible
      situation was mortifying, her whole body shamelessly displayed in
      front of these crude men. She could feel her pussy getting wetter,
      despite her shame and fear.

      "What are you doing there all alone with that wet little pussy,
      honey?" Said another of them, trying to control his laughter, "Why
      don't you tell us your address? We can come over and help you
      scratch your itch!"

      Another guy punched him in the shoulder, "She could be thousands of
      miles away dude!"

      "I don't give a shit, Mike, for a hot little slut like that, I
      would hop in the car right now and make it happen."

      "Is your boyfriend there with you, princess? Maybe you two could
      fool around a little for us. Here..." he scribbled a phone number
      on a piece of paper and held it up to the camera. Despite the fact
      that it appeared backwards, Cassie saw with horror from the corner
      of her eye that Melissa was writing it down. "Why don't you give me
      a call sometime. You can give me a more private show!"

      The boys were still clearly have fun, but Cassie saw to her relief
      that Melissa had reached over and clicked the "Next chat"
      button.

      "I think we got everything we could from those guys," said Melissa
      apologetically, "I reeeeallly want to get you in front of a guy
      jerking his cock, and I don't think those guys would have done it
      with the others in the room. But look!" She said, holding up a
      notebook with a phone number written on it, "you made a new friend.
      And you clearly had a lot of fun." She giggled, taking in Cassie
      unmistakably aroused body, tits flushed and heaving with her deep
      breathing, hard nipples sticking straight up, betraying her lust.
      She was wet enough that her inner thighs were becoming slightly
      shiny, and the thin layer of sweat from before was intensifying,
      staring to drip into little wet spots of the bedspread.

      The symbol swirled for just a moment, and then the next video call
      appeared on screen. And Melissa got what she wanted. It was a
      middle aged man, somewhat overweight, rapidly jerking a large
      clublike dick while staring blankly at the screen.

      Cassie felt the weight of his stare as he grunted in pleased
      surprise, leaning forward and increasing the intensity of his
      strokes. Cassie had seen penises before. Fairly often recently in
      fact, watching the videos Rene had sent her. But this was the first
      time she had ever seen a dick be hard for her. To see a man's
      animal lust pointed in her direction, see his selfish sexual
      pleasure over her tits and pussy.

      To be this man's focus of lust, to be the objectified jerkoff
      material for this strange, repulsive mas was humiliating. It was
      scary. It was so fucking hot. She writhed in her chains again, this
      time not in any attempt to escape the filthy gaze of the voyeur,
      but in pure animal lust.

      The man was muttering, to her, but mostly for his own
      benefit.

      "Oh yeah, you like this, you slut? You like daddy's cock? You want
      to suck it don't you? You want to choke on it, taste my cum. Get
      ready, slut. Get ready to taste daddy's cum."

      And then he was cumming. A pathetic sight, as the man spasmed and
      grunted, his cock twitching as his white slime dripped down his
      clutching hand, but Cassie let out a stifled moan. It was the first
      time she had seen a man cum for her body. She couldn't help but
      think that scenes like this were playing out in bedrooms of her
      senior classmates every night. They didn't have a live feed, but
      countless boys (and maybe some girls?) were masturbating to the
      many pictures of her in that slutty outfit on a daily basis. The
      thought had saddened her before, and it was still humiliating, but
      it was more sexually charged than ever. The very idea was turning
      her on more and more.

      The man himself cut the chat, presumably with guilt setting in
      after his session. More people followed. Many people.

      Some clicked away quickly in disgust. Some laughed and taunted,
      calling her a slut, a little pervert. Many masturbated. Some were
      masturbating when they came on the screen, but many guys who had
      been clothed when the chat started unzipped and went to town when
      they realized the situation. Cassie was an irresistible piece of
      meat. An obvious target of lust. Premium slutty spank material. She
      found herself getting hornier and hornier; spiraling to heights she
      hadn't known possible, the bedspread below her growing wet with
      sweat and sexual fluids. She had started trying to bunch up the
      sheets beneath herself, give herself something she could rub up
      against, some way to get stimulation to her needy pussy. Melissa
      saw what she was doing, and smoothed the sheets below her.

      Melissa hit the pause button. She was writing something in the
      notebook.

      "Kissy dear," she said sweetly, "how would you like it if I undid
      one of your handcuffs?"

      Kissy nodded desperately. "Yes Mistress, please mistress!" She had
      lost all shame several masturbating cocks ago. Her pussy was
      soaking wet and on fire. All she wanted right now was relief, to
      reach the orgasm that she desperately needed.

      "Your wish is my command, Kissy," said Melissa, producing a small
      silver key from her pocket, "As long as you do what I say. I just
      need one little thing from you, no big deal. I just want you to
      follow a little script. Read it out loud, and I leave your hot
      little hand free to do it's nasty business. Refuse, and it is back
      into cuffs for your kinky little paw. While you read, you rub, got
      it? And if you stop one, I stop the other." Melissa gazed down at
      Cassie, eyes hard, and got a meek nod in return.

      "Ok great, we'll start when we get the first jerker, stand by." She
      seemed to be taking longer than usual getting the website to work;
      she was typing something, but when she moved away from the
      computer, it was the same old website, loading icon already
      swirling.

      The camera clicked on to see a skinny young man sitting on a chair,
      completely naked except for a completely ridiculous looking goat
      mask, a small but desperately hard cock being rubbed already in one
      hand. Another pervert, thought Cassie, her mind racing, wearing a
      mask to hide their shame like me.

      "Ooooh, that's good luck! We got a jerker first try!" Melissa said
      in a stage whisper. She crossed around behind the camera, using a
      silver key to unlock Cassie's right arm with a loud click.

      Egged on by the goat masked man's leering glare, Cassie began to go
      to work on herself immediately, rubbing hard at her clit just like
      Renee taught her, shocking herself with her sensitivity and
      wetness.

      Cassie heard Melissa clear her throat, tapping a pen on the page of
      a notebook she had open, containing Cassie's first line...

      Cassie feverishly masturbated. She didn't want to read any script
      that started this way, but she had to cum. Maybe if she was quick
      enough, she could...

      Melissa shook her head disappointedly, taking out her handcuffs
      again, and getting up from the chair next to the bed.

      "My name..." Squeaked Cassie, reluctantly beginning the script,
      trying hard to keep moans out of her voice, "Is ...... K-Kissy
      Swallowes, and I am 18 years old."

      The Goat masked stranger leaned forward, tight fast strokes getting
      even more intense as he heard her feminine, trembling vice. Her
      whimpering little words couldn't help but remind Cassie of her
      weakness and submissiveness in this moment.

      Melissa beamed, flipping the page in order to supply Kissy with her
      next set of lines.

      "As you can see.....Oh god... As you can see," panted Cassie,
      working her fingers harder and deeper, "I am a shameless little
      slut, who gets off on letting strange men see her c-c-" She felt a
      sudden delicious wave of humiliating arousal at degrading herself
      in front of this stranger, whose eyes were crawling all over her
      body, "Her C-cunt!" She squeezed her eyes shut, legs shaking, body
      rigid against her restraints, face bright red. Her mother had
      taught her that the c-word was something good little girls never
      ever said. Somehow, that made saying it even more arousing.

      She couldn't stop, it felt too good. She would have to keep
      reading, no matter what Melissa wrote.

      "I'm a brainless little bimbo," She continued in a moan, "I pretend
      to be smart, but when I see a cock, all the blood rushes to my
      tight little pussy and big, slutty nipples, and I can't think so
      good anymore." Cassie was so glad she didn't know the goat-masked
      boy on the screen. Whoever it was would never be able to take her
      seriously again. Melissa's sadistic smile floated above the
      notebook she was holding. She had written this. Had Melissa ever
      taken her seriously?

      "I-I'm totally worthless apart from my fuckable p-pornstar body,"
      whimpered Cassie, "That's why... Goddddd, that's why my only choice
      in life is to become a free use slut and serve as many cocks and
      pussies as I can.

      She was getting close, this self-degradation was getting to
      her.

      "I'm the sluttiest virgin in the world, and I cant wait to finally
      get fucked. I dream about it every night." Even ramping up to her
      long-awaited orgasm, the next written line confused Cassie. She
      paused, but Melissa tapped the paper insistently, and the last
      thing Cassie wanted at this point was to be locked up again. She
      hesitantly said: "Please Peter, give me your cum, show me what you
      think of your slutty little girlfriend letting strangers jerk off
      to her body. C-cover my body with your jizz!"

      It was weird to pretend she was talking to Peter... but the naughty
      fantasy of Peter seeing her like this pushed Cassie over the edge,
      making her buck and shake, pulling her bindings tight.

      The goat masked man came as well, groaning and puffing, splattering
      so much thick cum that a fleck even obscured the webcam. Cassie
      could hear him quietly cursing as he tried to wipe away the mess
      from his computer, eventually ending the call.

      Cassie fell back, peaceful and glowing as Melissa shut down the
      program and unlocked Cassie's limbs from the bed, gently helping to
      massage her wrists and ankles, which were red and chafed.

      Cassie knew that she should be at very least angry with Melissa,
      and possibly afraid of her. But after the largest orgasm of her
      life, she was feeling warm and fuzzy towards everything and
      everyone. Melissa helped Cassie off the soaking wet sheets,
      carefully pulled the mask off her face, and held her in a gentle
      hug. "You are a juicy little girlie, Kissy Swallowes," said
      Melissa, wrinkling her nose at the filthy bedspread, "But you did a
      great job owning your sexuality tonight! So empowering!"

      "Melissa," said Kissy, snuggling up against her bullies chest,
      squashing her big, naked breasts against Melissa's soft pajama top,
      "Maybe you can send me the link to the website after all. I think
      you and Renee are right, it would be... fun."

      "Oooooh, somebody really got hot tonight huh?" Said Melissa with a
      wicked grin, "Well, you got it Kissy, just make sure you don't wear
      out your little puss!" she said, reaching a hand to jokingly cup
      Cassie's satisfied pussy, sending another thrill of lust through
      Cassie's belly.

      "And.... um..... Melissa?" said Kissy meekly, trying to bury her
      red face into Melissa's breasts to hide it, "Maybe you could write
      me some more.... scripts, for when I use the site. If- if it's no
      trouble."

      "No trouble at all, Kissy," Whispered Melissa, reaching her hand
      around to grip Cassie's bare asscheek aggressively, "but believe it
      or not, Renee is even better at writing scripts than me, so we will
      write them together to help you out."

      Melissa stripped the dirty sheets off the bed and returned with a
      clean blanket from the closet, spreading it on the bed and getting
      Cassie to lay down. Cassie soon drifted off, carried on a wave of
      sexual exhaustion and catharsis. She was blissfully unaware that
      feet away, Melissa was reviewing the pictures and photos captured
      tonight, and contacting Rene and Peter so that they could analyze
      Kissy's progress and discuss what should come next.

      

    


    

    
      Cross Contamination Pt. 06

      
      Cross Contamination Chapter 6: Winners and Losers

      ...

      Daren sat on his own couch, ill at ease, as Renee set up some
      sort of media presentation on his television.

      The experience of being completely naked in his living room with
      a young woman dressed in leather fetish gear was surreal. He
      wondered briefly if he was having a wet dream, but Renee quickly
      jerked him out of his reflection by snapping her fingers.

      "Ok puppy, the first challenge is simple," She said, placing her
      phone on the coffee table with a click, "When I tell you to start,
      I need you to stroke. Follow the beat, you do not have my
      permission to go any faster or stop. I'm going to show you some
      pictures and talk to you a little. I might ask you to repeat some
      things, just to be sure you understand what I am saying. Sounds
      easy, right puppy?"

      She waited with a patient smile until Daren had taken a deep
      breath and nodded.

      She tapped her phone on the table, which began making the
      wood-block sound of a metronome in a slow rhythm.

      *TOCK*

      Daren felt his heart pound and took a deep breath.

      *TOCK*

      It seemed like they were spaced out at around five seconds
      between each sound. A painfully slow pace for masturbation.

      * TOCK*

      Renee was looking at him expectantly. On the next sound...

      *TOCK*

      He ran his hand up and down his shaft in a smooth motion. Renee
      gave a condescending thumbs up, then she appeared to get an idea.
      The metronome app kept up its steady, slow rhythm, and Daren
      continued the slow stroking of his dick as Renee dug something from
      the duffel she had brought. She rushed over with a bottle in her
      hand, and Daren felt a cool sensation on his cock as Renee squirted
      a healthy splattering of girly-scented hand lotion all over his
      cock, balls, and upper thighs.

      *TOCK*

      His hand smeared and spread the lotion over his dick, the sweet
      floral scent overwhelming him.

      "Lubrication is a must, puppy, you have no ideeeeeaa how much
      jerking you will get up to tonight. Now, let's start my little
      presentation..." She clicked a button on her laptop, and a picture
      appeared on the television screen.

      It was a beautiful brown-skinned woman, giving a smoky seductive
      look to the camera, her legs spread far enough to give a clear view
      of her vagina.

      "Let's talk about pussy, Mr. H."

      *TOCK*

      The teen hand lotion made his hand-slide up and down his shaft
      smooth and quick. The picture shifted to an image of a statuesque
      black woman, standing with legs wide apart, hands on hips, a smug
      look on her face. The image was shot from below, and the focus was
      clearly on her thrust-forward vagina.

      "Although there are a lot of fun things we girls can do with our
      pussies; biologically, they are designed for one thing."

      *TOCK*

      The new image showed the same black woman from the last photo,
      but now it was a view from above, showing a snarl of pleasure on
      her face as she was penetrated by a massive dick even darker than
      she was.

      "Taking cock. Being penetrated, getting fucked hard, and having
      cum shot inside of them."

      *TOCK*

      A different woman in a similar position. This pale Asian beauty
      looked down with amusement at a dripping black dick that looked
      like it has just been pulled from her freshly fucked pussy. It
      rested, drooling, on her thigh, and white ooze could be seen
      leaking from her pussy.

      "Female brains are designed to find a superior man, convince him
      to fuck their pussies, and accept their seed. It's a biological
      imperative."

      *TOCK*

      This image was not studio quality. It showed a woman lying back
      on a bed, legs bent at the knees and spread in a subservient
      posture. Her face was blacked out. Wait, did the room look
      familiar?

      "Repeat after me, puppy: Women crave superior men." Rene clicked
      a button.

      *TOCK*

      The screen was now black, with what Rene had said in big white
      letters. Daren repeated the phrase while he did his slow cock
      stroke, forgetting his momentary confusion over the photo,

      "W-women crave superior men"

      "That's my puppy! Now, let's get a bit more specific..."

      *TOCK*

      The image showed a nude blond woman, biting her finger in a "I'm
      so naughty" look, covering her pussy with one hand, her tits pushed
      together by the gesture.

      Renee leaned forward and tapped her phone, increasing the speed
      of the beat, now pulsing at about once per second. The pictures
      continued to change on the beat, more rapidly now. The photos all
      showed nude blonde women in pinup poses. She continued speaking
      over the sound.

      "This biological drive to find and submit to superior cock is
      even stronger in what we call 'submissives'."

      The images had shifted to blonde women on their knees, looking
      up at the camera. Darens cock was feeling good in his hand. He
      desperately wanted to speed up but he knew that Renee was watching
      him like a hawk.

      "Whether it's genetics, or upbringing, or just a quirk of how
      their sexuality is formed, some women end up more dominant
      sexually, and others end up more submissive. It's a spectrum, but
      some women end up on the far, far end of the submissive side. Let's
      just call them 'submissives' to make things easier."

      The images had shifted again, pulsing images of blonde Women
      tied up or chained in bondage gear. The beat was steady, hypnotic,
      Renee's voice soft and sensual. The way the images and Renee's
      voice and the masturbation blended together was compelling.

      " Submissives become aroused and orgasm more easily than other
      women. They have deeper, wetter, more fertile pussies. Their
      sexuality is much more...flexible."

      "Some submissive women try to fight against this humiliating
      tendency. They collect degrees, and piercings, and picket signs,
      just to prove that they aren't as submissive as their subconscious
      insists they are."

      Images flashed on the screen of various women. They weren't
      studio quality and had apparently been snapped with a cell phone.
      One showed a red-haired professor confidently teaching a large
      lecture hall of students. Another showed a black-haired girl with
      numerous piercings, playing a guitar on stage in front of a packed,
      rowdy bar. The last showed a blue-haired young woman, yelling as
      she brandished a wordy picket sign reading: "Our eyes and mouths
      are open! Cross can't fool us! He can't silence us!" Daren got
      distracted for a moment and almost missed a beat. He remembered
      those protests, something about his company's ties to shady
      prostitution and pornography production companies. How had those
      ended? Renee was moving on.

      "But, when they meet a truly superior cock, submissives find
      out, to their surprise, that they aren't as smart as they
      think..."

      *TOCK*

      A photo showed the red-haired professor from the previous photo,
      naked on her knees, her eyes crossed and tongue out in a dopey
      display of submissive brainlessness. Someone had scrawled a big red
      letter "F" on her forehead in lipstick, and she wore a choker that
      read "Dum-Dum" in diamonds across its surface. Her stupid
      expression was splattered with cum.

      "...Or as tough as they think."

      *TOCK*

      This one was harder to recognize because the transformation was
      so extreme. The only clue was the numerous holes where piercings
      had been removed. It was the rocker girl who had been shredding on
      guitar in her previous picture. Her hair was now bleach blonde and
      pulled into cute pigtails. She wore a lacy pink teddy that was
      sheer enough to show every detail of her slim body and
      overwhelmingly screamed of soft, girly sexiness. Her face held a
      look of mortifying embarrassment, as she opened her mouth to
      shamefully display a massive load of cum, which dribbled out of her
      pink glossy lips to stain the front of her teddy with a few sticky
      trails. She wore a choker as well, with a hanging pendant that read
      "Daddy Please!"

      "...Or as righteous as they think."

      *TOCK*

      Although much of her face was obscured, this busty young woman
      was recognizable by her blue hair, sweaty and matted as it was. She
      was riding a huge black dick in the picture, with another big black
      cock in each hand. One of the cocks in the picture was actively
      spurting jizz onto her body, which looked like it was already
      covered in dozens of loads. Her eyes were covered by an eye mask,
      which read "FOOLED" across its length in block letters. Her mouth
      held a ball gag, the word "SILENCED" printed across the straps and
      gag. She wore a choker that simply read "WHORE", with a shiny green
      dollar sign pendant hanging from it. Across her curvy body, men had
      pasted one hundred dollar bills, using their cum as an
      adhesive.

      "Even supposedly strong, dominant, independent women..."

      *TOCK*

      Daren's stomach lurched and cock twitched as the next picture
      came up. It wasn't a pornographic image at all. It was the headshot
      Gina used professionally. He was pretty sure it was on her law
      firm's website. She looked professional, competent, and severe.

      "..Will discover that they are much more weak, dependent, and
      submissive when a superior dick shows them their true nature."

      *TOCK*

      This image just showed a choker by itself on a white background,
      with even, professional lighting. It simply read "VICTOR'S". Daren
      didn't recognize it.

      "Repeat after me, puppy: submissive women crave superior
      cock."

      The beat sounded in his ears as he stroked, his whole body
      pulsed with the rhythm.

      "Submissive women crave superior c-cock."

      Renee leaned forward, making intense eye contact as she
      increased the speed of the metronome. Images of kneeling,
      submissive blonde women flashed quickly across the screen.

      "Repeat again. But this time say:" her voice was a smoky hiss,
      "Gina craves superior cock."

      *TOCK**TOCK**TOCK**TOCK**TOCK*

      The rhythm was insistent, unstoppable, constant. His mouth was
      dry. His cock was in shameful, slippery heaven.

      "G-g-gina craves superior cock," He whispered, his face
      burning.

      "The truth hurts, doesn't it puppy?" Said Renee in sympathy,
      "But it's also hot as fuck." She added with a crooked grin.

      "We've been talking a lot about cock, puppy. Let's drill down on
      that." Said Renee with a wink, as she leaned forward again, slowing
      the metronome back down. Daren whined in frustration. He had been
      fairly close to orgasm for a second, but the metronome was back to
      a maddeningly slow pace.

      "Not all cocks are created equal."

      *TOCK*

      Daren looked with confusion at a picture he didn't remember
      taking. It was him, Gina, and Victor at this past year's Christmas
      party at his office. Someone must have been going around snapping
      photos, and they had quickly posed for one. They all had wide, fake
      smiles on their faces, and Daren had his arm over Gina's shoulders.
      Victor, on her other side, had his arm resting with easy
      familiarity on Gina's hip. He didn't remember this at all, but
      seeing it now it felt ominous, a hint of things to come.

      "Put a big cock and a little cock next to each other, and, well,
      there is just no comparison..."

      *TOCK*

      The picture switched to a photo of a white woman kneeling
      between a white man and a black man, one cock in each hand. The
      small white penis was barely longer than her palm, just barely
      sticking above it, enveloped by her hand. She could barely fit her
      hand around the base of the black cock, and two more hands could
      easily fit along its length. The woman had a face of barely
      concealed amusement like she could burst out laughing at any
      moment.

      It wasn't Gina. He and Victor weren't in the picture either. But
      the juxtaposition with the previous photo was deliberate. It drew
      Daren's mind to associate the two photos. He desperately wanted to
      increase his stroking speed.

      *TOCK*

      The image showed a thin man, sitting with a glum expression.
      Naked, with a small flaccid penis dangling between his legs. Daren
      felt turned off. His cock deflated a little.

      "It's not just women that end up as submissives. Oh no. It
      happens to men as well. It's rarer because men tend to be a little
      more naturally dominant, which usually keeps them off the extreme
      end of the spectrum. It's pretty pitiful. Most women are disgusted
      by male submissives."

      *TOCK*

      A flabby man with a ludicrously small penis, sat, looking
      ashamed on a chair in a bedroom, looking away from the camera.
      Daren felt another wave of disgust. His erection was faltering
      now.

      "The only way that submissive men can compete sexually is
      through using trickery or coercion. The responsible solution is for
      strong, dominant women to discipline them, cage them, and make sure
      that their filthy slime can never make its way into another woman's
      pussy. Some women really enjoy that task. Although I wouldn't call
      their enthusiasm for the job 'attraction', it does give the poor
      subbie men a little attention."

      *TOCK*

      This photo showed the man from the first photo kneeling,
      collared, looking up at a leather-clad woman holding his leash. His
      cock was trapped in some sort of plastic sheath, and a small puddle
      was forming beneath it. Darens' cock started to revive.

      "On the other side of the spectrum, we have dominant
      males..."

      *TOCK*

      The photo showed a muscular model, his cock hung down
      pendulously, massive even when not erect.

      "They are the opposite of the submissives. Dominants are way,
      way on the other end of the spectrum. When they talk, people
      listen. They draw respect and envy like a magnet."

      *TOCK*

      This photo showed a beautiful, tan couple. They were nude, skin
      shining with oil, embracing each other with a fierce look of
      passion lighting up their locked eyes.

      "Dominant men and Dominant women make fine couples, but the real
      magic happens when worlds collide."

      *TOCK*

      A white woman was on her knees, embracing a black man around his
      waist, looking up at his face with adoring eyes.

      "You take the most submissive women in the whole world and match
      them up with the most dominant men, and you have the perfect match.
      The sexual equivalent to peanut butter and chocolate. The dominant
      men get women that are putty in their capable hands. The submissive
      women get the incredible, dominant cock that their subconscious has
      been drooling for all along. Everybody wins."

      *TOCK*

      A black man embraces a white woman from behind, both smiling as
      he runs his hands over her swelling belly.

      "And instinct really takes over. Most women nowadays are turning
      away from motherhood. That changes once they experience a dominant
      cock. They begin to fantasize about taking his seed, about bearing
      his children.

      *TOCK*

      This image hit Daren like a punch to the gut. It was an old
      altered photo of him and Gina. 18-year-old Gina was excited,
      beaming, holding up a positive pregnancy test up to the camera. In
      the unaltered photo, he was sitting next to her, with a smile to
      match her own. He loved this photo, and the memory of the original
      was clear in his mind. In this version, someone very skilled had
      photoshopped Victor into his place, a cocky grin on his face, next
      to his beautiful young girlfriend, so happy to be pregnant.

      Renee wordlessly increased the tempo once again.

      *TOCK* *TOCK* *TOCK*

      Images flashed on the screen of big, throbbing dicks. Pregnant
      women. Used vagina's leaking cum.

      "Hyper submissive women and hyper dominant men are just so
      compatible, sexually speaking, that their pussies override their
      reasoning, demanding cum, begging to be bred. No other cock would
      deserve it more, no matter how loving the relationship."

      Images of small caged dicks were added to the rotation of lurid
      images.

      "Repeat after me, Cucky: Dominant cocks deserve to cum in
      Submissive Pussies. Submissive cocks deserve to cum in the
      trash."

      Daren didn't hesitate. He was feeling too good. He was ready to
      cum, and he would accept any humiliation to get closer

      "Dominant cocks deserve to cum in Submissive Pussies. Submissive
      cocks deserve to cum in the trash."

      "Hold that thought, puppy." Said Rene, getting up from her
      chair, "I'll be right back. Don't you dare cum while I'm gone."

      He took a deep breath. It took all his concentration to ride the
      edge while stroking, gazing at the endless supply of pornographic
      photos. It seemed like an eternity until Rene clicked her way back
      in front of his view, hips swaying.

      She held the massive black dildo that she had warned him about
      the other day. The one Victor had given Gina as a gift. She must
      have gone into Gina's drawer to take it. Daren's eyes locked on to
      the massive fake cock, balls realistically modeled beneath it.

      "Hold out your hand, puppy. The one you aren't using."

      He really didn't want to. He didn't want to look at this thing.
      Didn't want to touch it. But Renee's tone allowed no argument. He
      unclenched his sweaty left fist and held out his palm reluctantly.
      Renee placed the huge phallus in his hand, wrapping her hand around
      his to make him firmly grip the base.

      The rubber was soft but with a firm core. It felt like a real
      penis, despite being slightly cool to the touch.

      "This isn't just an off-the-rack dildo, Mr. H. Oh no. This is an
      accurate 3D model of my Dad's dick." Daren felt dizzy. His
      immediate instinct was to drop the dildo and wash his hands. For
      the moment, Renee kept a firm grip on his hand, preventing him.

      "I want you to feel the difference, cuck." Said Renee calmly,
      right next to his ear. "Feel how small you are when compared to a
      real man."

      And Daren could feel the difference. He had never thought
      himself to be small before, but the difference was humbling. Renee
      arranged his hand so that the base of the dildo rested on his
      thigh, the black cock jutting up, its position making the
      unflattering comparison with his own cock that much more
      unavoidable. Without meaning to, because his right hand was making
      the motion already, he began stroking his left fist up and down the
      dildo in time with the beat, which caused Renee to fall into a fit
      of laughter.

      Suddenly, she grabbed the dildo from his hand and held it up
      near his face. He recoiled. No way would he put that thing in his
      mouth. Even as confused and horny as he was, he wasn't gay. But
      that didn't seem to be Renee's goal. She turned the rubber cock
      sideways and stuck the tip beneath Daren's nose.

      "Smell." She stared down at him with a cold look, no mercy in
      her eyes.

      Daren held his breath. This was so gross, so humiliating.

      "Mistress says smell." Said Renee, raising her voice. Daren's
      fist continued to jerk his dick, moving to the rhythm. Erotic
      images continued to flash on the screen.

      He breathed in tentatively with his nose, and what Renee wanted
      him to sense was immediately apparent. It was a familiar musky
      smell. Gina's pussy. She had used this dildo. Probably heavily to
      imbue her scent in it this much. Daren's face burned with
      shame.

      "Keep smelling." Said Renee, a cruel smile playing across her
      face. She ran the dildo under his nose, moving towards the tip, the
      soft rubber tugging at his upper lip unpleasantly. The deep musk
      smell was saturated into every inch of the dildo. All the way to
      the base.

      "That's right, puppy. Wifey hasn't just been playing with a big
      dildo. She has been fucking a direct model of my Dad's dick. Balls
      deep. Again and again and again. This is the length she needs to
      scratch her itch." She said, waving the dildo. She held up her
      finger and thumb to make a humiliatingly accurate estimate of where
      his dick would reach. "This size just doesn't seem like enough for
      her, puppy."

      She reached behind her and tapped her phone again.

      "Don't cum until I say, puppy. Answer me. Do you think your dick
      deserves to cum in your wife's pussy?"

      *TOCK**TOCK**TOCK**TOCK**TOCK**TOCK**TOCK*

      Daren's hand worked madly on his crotch. He was tensing his
      muscles, trying hard not to cum before allowed.

      "N-no." He whispered miserably.

      "I can't heeear you." Responded Renee in a sing-song voice.

      "N-no mistress." He said louder, his voice cracking.

      "Huh, so her own husband doesn't think he deserves to cum in
      Gina's pussy. So who does, cuck? Tell me, who deserves Gina's
      pussy?"
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      "Victor." His voice was barely audible.

      "Again. Louder."

      "Victor does, Mistress."

      "I agree." Said Renee simply. She turned away and came back seconds
      later, carrying a small waste basket. She set it down between
      Daren's legs.

      She clicked her computer again, drawing it close.

      The images on the screen were home photos of Gina, looking lovely
      and energetic, mixed with photos of curvy blonde women getting
      fucked by black cock, their faces blacked out to help the
      comparison.

      "Repeat after me." Said Renee commandingly, "Victor's cum belongs
      in Gina's pussy. My cum belongs in the trash. He fucks her pussy, I
      fuck my fist."

      He repeated it.

      "Victor's cum belongs in Gina's pussy. My cum belongs in the trash.
      He fucks her pussy, I fuck my fist."

      "Again. Keep going."

      Daren repeated the demeaning phrase again. And Again. His fist
      worked furiously. Renee smiled. The words were worming their way
      deep into his brain.

      "Ok Puppy, " said Renee, nudging the trash can with her boot. "Time
      to show me how worthless your slime really is. You know what to do.
      Cum for me." She tapped the computer one last time, freezing the
      image on one from the key party. Gina laying back on the table,
      Victor just finishing removing her wet panties, his dick thrust out
      obscenely right above her wet, naked pussy.

      Daren came, his pathetic dick twitching as his load fired in a
      small powerful spurt right into the trash can: the only place he
      deserved to squirt his filthy cum. The leftovers dribbled down his
      fist.

      Renee smiled proudly.

      "Ok Puppy, round one complete. Let's get set up for round
      two.

      ...

      Gina almost panicked as she left the bathroom, emerging back into
      the pulsing light and sound of the club. She cringed instinctively,
      afraid that everyone would turn in their seats, staring at her
      curvy body, barely concealed by the tight dress. She imagined their
      eyes locking on her collar, which loudly advertised which man she
      belonged to. But no one was watching. An amazonian black woman was
      doing a fascinating, athletic routine on the pole, and she held the
      attention of the entire house.

      Gina quickly slunk back to the VIP area, stopping just out of sight
      of Victor and psyching herself up. She was going to have to get
      serious if she wanted Victor to choose her over the smug, catlike
      Lucia. Things might get a little...hot and heavy. She mentally
      apologized to poor Daren. It wouldn't mean anything. Anything said
      or done tonight didn't count. Daren would never know, but she would
      find a way to make it up to him later after she had saved his job
      and this whole Victor thing was behind them. She needed to ignore
      the nagging guilt inside her and do what was necessary to win.
      Anything said or done tonight didn't count, she repeated to herself
      once again.

      She took a deep breath, rolled her shoulders, and put on a
      calculated sexy expression. She had to get into the mindset of
      wanting to fuck Victor. She found it surprisingly easy to put
      herself in that mental space.

      She moved towards the booth containing Victor and Lucia, rolling
      her hips and wiggling her ass as little as she went. Gina could be
      just as seductive as Victor's little minx of a secretary if she
      wanted to.

      Lucia had her mouth up to Victor's ear, her eyes closed, whispering
      something as she used a hand to massage and stroke his knee. Victor
      smiled, his eyes to the side, raptly listening to what Lucia was
      saying. Gina could guess the kinds of filthy talk pouring into his
      ear.

      Time to interrupt Lucia and beat her at her own game. Gina sat on
      Victor's other side, snuggling her soft, curvy body into his
      angular muscled torso.

      Victor raised a bulky arm, welcoming his other girlfriend by
      throwing a strong arm over her shoulder and pulling her close. He
      looked down at Gina with a confident, proud smile, eyes
      laser-focused on the choker. An unmistakable sign of total
      ownership and submission, willingly worn in public. Gina didn't
      fully mean what wearing the choker implied. At least not yet. But
      this public display was a large and slippery step down that
      road.

      Seeing his intense, appreciative gaze at her choker temporarily
      stripped Gina of the role she was playing. For a moment, she wasn't
      a schemer trying to win at a game, she was just a woman being
      admired by her man. She looked up at Victor's proud, beaming face
      and returned a shy smile and demure glance down, accepting his
      attention and implicit praise of her submission.

      Then she broke the moment, trying to resume the super flirty
      persona she had been trying to adopt.

      "I hope that you two haven't started the party without me, big
      boy." She said with a higher-pitched, breathier version of her own
      voice. She winced. She had overdone it a little. It sounded silly.
      She had to tone it down. Lucia stifled a giggle. That smug
      bitch.

      "Just conversation, pet." Said Victor smoothly, squeezing her
      shoulder, "Lucia was telling me the...intriguing plans she was
      making for us next weekend. If we are still dating, that is And
      some of those plans are very, very tempting." He ran a large hand
      up Lucia's side to cup one of her perky tits. Lucia giggled and
      squirmed, making Victor chuckle as well.

      "What could you and I do next weekend, Gina?" He asked, an eyebrow
      raised.

      Shit, Lucia had gone straight to sex to win Victor over.
      Predictable, but knowing Victor, it was probably a winning
      strategy. Gina's mind raced. She had to fight dirty talk with dirty
      talk. I just need to turn him on, it doesn't need to be true.
      Whatever she said wouldn't count tonight.

      "Well, babe, I reeeeally loved that spa you sent me to the other
      day," she said, twirling a lock of her hair on a finger. She tried
      to maneuver her shoulder so that Victor's hand was on her breast.
      Victor took the hint, his strong hand palming her breast in a firm
      possessive grip that lit a fire in her belly. "I think we should go
      together. We could hit the sauna. It sounds like it would be soooo
      fun to strip naked with you and get all hot and sweaty." Victor's
      eyes had shifted fully from Lucia, and were now staring into hers
      with a smoldering intensity.

      "Better yet, the masseuse that I had last time was really good. She
      worked my little body so hard! Maybe we can get a couples massage.
      She can show you how she works out my kinks, then she can teach me
      a little so we can massage you together." Gina's lips had curved up
      into a wicked smile. Victor was putty in her hands.

      The bulge in Victor's pants had grown quite a bit. Lucia's eyes
      flashed with anger. She grabbed Victor's chin and turned his head
      towards her, giving him a deep and aggressive kiss.

      "You really want to date this whore?" She asked viciously, sneering
      at Gina with contempt, "Just because she is enough of a pathetic
      submissive to wear degrading jewelry?"

      The sexy Latin assistant grabbed Victor's hand and thrust it
      between her legs, riding his fingers with muscular rolls of her
      hips.

      "You want me to wear your name, just say it. I'll get it tattooed
      right above my tight little pussy, so everyone knows who owns it.
      But I don't think you'll ask me for that, Victor, because unlike
      whatever sex game you are playing with this bimbo and her cuck, you
      actually respect me. We have an actual relationship, not a power
      game to get you off." She grunted in pleasure as Victor flexed his
      fingers, gazing at her with an impressed expression.

      "Sluts like her are for playtime. She's not a woman you can bring
      to a fancy dress party. She isn't a woman you can be proud to show
      to the world. When we are dating, I don't care if you fuck this
      mixed-up little slut as much as you want. I know she can never
      threaten me."

      "Yes, papi, right there. Harder. Please! Yes! Victor!" Lucia
      shivered and pulled herself tightly to Victor as she came,
      squeaking adorably.

      Gina frowned. What Lucia had said would normally make a lot of
      sense. Lucia had laid out the logical reason she would be a better
      partner than Gina. Gina knew Victor better than that. Victor didn't
      operate based on logic when thinking about sex. He worked on gut
      feeling. She needed to fire up his predatory instincts.

      "She's right you know," said Gina with a great show of sadness,
      drawing Victor's attention away from Lucia. She gave Victor an
      intense, upturned gaze from below, softly batting her eyelashes. "I
      really am a pathetic submissive. I'm trying my hardest to be a good
      girl, but you are just about to break my defenses."

      She hooked a thumb into her cleavage, gently pulling her dress
      down, freeing her sensitive pink nipples to be played with by
      Victor's roaming fingers. Inviting him to touch the places she had
      once been furious that he even looked at. He instantly began
      playing with her stiff nipples with no hesitation or reserve. It
      didn't feel like the explorations of a new lover: his strong hands
      moved and touched with a sense of familiarity and ownership. Gina
      shuddered, feeling Victor's strong hands touch her intimately for
      the first time. His hands were, large, strong, and rough. His touch
      was firm and dominant, but never enough to hurt, just enough to
      feel his dormant power.

      "I'm a little afraid that once I give in, I won't be able to say no
      at all. I will just do whatever twisted thing you ask me. I will be
      totally defenseless from your every perverse thought. I will become
      completely corrupted by you, ruined forever for my husband. " She
      couldn't tell if she was acting or not anymore as she stared into
      Victor's deep curious eyes. "Doesn't that sound a lot dirtier than
      this high and mighty bitch that wants to share your power?"

      Victor smiled, and held a thumb to Gina's lips, prodding, demanding
      entrance. She resisted momentarily. She could smell Lucia's
      feminine musk on the digit and didn't want it in her mouth. But
      Victor was who she needed to please, and he demanded it. His large
      thumb pushed assertively into her mouth, filling it with Lucia's
      taste. He pressed the intruding digit firmly towards her tongue.
      She swirled her tongue around its tip. Her eyes closed. It was
      unbearably erotic. She couldn't help but think how huge his thumb
      felt in her little mouth... and how his cock was so much bigger.
      She gently sucked her boyfriend's thumb as he pinched and gently
      tugged her stiff, throbbing nipples. She felt that she had made a
      major score here. She knew just the things to say to get Victor
      going. Even in her submission, her success at reading Victor gave
      her a sense of power and control.

      She heard Lucia get up. Victor's attention was pulled away from
      her, his shining wet thumb withdrawing from Gina's mouth.

      "Let me show you something, babe, " said Lucia with a sly look at
      Victor. "I just want to show you how fun I can be."

      She whispered something into the attendant's ear and followed him
      out of the VIP area. This might be a good time to speak with Victor
      alone... But Gina didn't have any time, because the MC was already
      announcing over the microphone:

      "Please welcome to the stage the Lovely Lucia!"

      ...

      Daren leaned back, exhausted both physically and emotionally. He
      wasn't sure what Renee meant by round two, but he was feeling like
      taking a nap more than anything else.

      He held his softening dick in his hand, still oozing cum from his
      ejaculation moments before. He looked down at the waste paper
      basket. The recipes and junk mail inside were now covered in thick
      white jizz. He would have to make sure to dispose of them before
      his two ladies got home.

      Renee made a contented noise and stretched like a cat, lifting her
      leather skirt enough to give him a brief peek at her smooth brown
      thighs and the tiny strip of leather covering her crotch. He felt a
      tiny stir from his slimy dick.

      "Gross puppy, you're all jizzy!" Said Renee, wrinkling her nose.
      "Stay right there, I will get you something to clean up
      with."

      She returned in a moment, dropping a small piece of cloth to
      flutter down and land on his messy cock. He held the cloth up. It
      was panties again, ones he didn't recognize from Gina's
      wardrobe.

      "Mistress, are these...."

      "Cassie's panties? Reeeelax Mr. H. I just grabbed the nearest piece
      of clothes from a laundry basket. You can pop it in the laundry
      when we're done, and no one will know the difference."

      She watched closely as Daren began reluctantly wiping up his
      disgusting old man cum with his daughter's used panties, the exact
      panties, if fact, that Cassie had said were her go-to favorites.
      The ones she had had so much fun in the other day.

      "It's funny, Mr. H, how context can change something," said the
      cruel teen, her eyes locked on Daren's sloppy work, "Panties really
      matter to a lot of girls. Way more than undies matter to boys.
      Girls wear dresses and skirts, so sometimes panties are the last
      line of defense for our innocence. Those panties were up until
      recently holding and concealing your sweet daughter's precious...
      secrets. But now it's just a jizz rag for her daddy's dirty cock.
      Weird how context changes things."

      Daren paused in cleaning himself, glancing nervously at his teen
      tormentor. He had thought that they were in downtime, but now he
      was worried that they had already started round two.

      "It's the same thing with your daughter, puppy. Right now, she is
      your precious little girl. The sweet innocent little flower who is
      your pride and joy. But have you looked at her lately? She's
      stacked, Puppy! Massive jiggly tits, wide hips, and between those
      thick thighs, a juicy little cunt just waiting to be fucked. Even
      her face is borderline pornographic. Naughty little teasing eyes,
      creamy white skin, and curvy little lips that look custom-designed
      to stretch around a dick."

      Daren's mind and stomach rolled. He didn't want to hear these dirty
      comments about his precious daughter's body, but Renee's smoky
      voice and filthy language were having an undeniable effect on
      him.

      "Keep cleaning that little pee-pee, cuck. I'll tell you when to
      stop. We need to make sure that it is really, really clean."

      Daren gulped and resumed rubbing the silky smooth material against
      his hardening, already-clean cock.

      "Can't we focus on Gina, mistress? I thought that was what this
      training was about. I'm just not comfortable touching myself while
      talking about Cassie." Said Daren, trying to steer the subject back
      to safer waters.

      "I'm calling the shots here, Puppy." Said Renee, unswayed. Daren
      realized with a sinking feeling that talking about his daughter was
      a priority for Renee for some reason.

      He tried one last time. "I just don't think about my daughter that
      way, mistress, and I never will. it's impossible for me."

      A cruel, catlike smile spread across Renee's cute little face.
      "Interesting phrasing, Puppy!" She said, delighted. "Impossible,
      huh? Let's test that theory. Think of me like a scientist, with you
      as my little guinea pig. It's a topic of perverse interest to me,
      being a girl Cassie's age with a dad your age."

      She clicked over to him with a swaying walk and leaned over to
      whisper in his ear, placing a hot little palm on his bare chest to
      steady herself: "I'm really good at turning people on, cucky. I
      want to see if I am good enough to get a daddy all hot for his baby
      girl."

      Oh God help me, thought Daren, happy that the panties hid his
      swelling cock. It's already working.

      "When a person lives in the same house with a relative for a long
      time," said Renee, clicking her way back to her seat, " they
      develop a mental block towards being sexually attracted to the
      relative. But it's not impossible to break the block. We just need
      a little... confusion. First, I will prove to you that Cassie is a
      hot little piece of ass. Once you see that, that mental block will
      start to crack."

      She typed something on her computer, and a photo appeared on the TV
      screen.

      It was Cassie, pulling herself up off the ladder at a pool, water
      streaming off her curvy body, dark hair wet and sleek. She was
      wearing that dark blue two-piece bikini. Daren could remember the
      fight he had had with Gina and Cassie about it. He had refused to
      allow Cassie to buy a bikini when they were at the store. He was
      still uncomfortable with Cassie revealing that much of her body in
      public. When they had gotten home, in a rare show of solidarity
      between the two women in his life, Gina had backed Cassie up,
      insisting that Cassie was a woman now that she was eighteen, and
      should be allowed to wear a more fashionable swimsuit than he had
      in mind.

      Gina ended up lending Cassie the pictured dark-blue bikini (it
      turned out Cassie had nearly the same measurements as her mother),
      which only increased Daren's discomfort. It had always turned him
      on when Gina wore this particular suit. It wasn't inappropriately
      cut at all, but Gina's naturally wide, shapely hips were
      devastatingly emphasized by the low-slung bottoms, and no bikini
      top could hold her amazing breasts without presenting a feast for
      the eyes.

      The same things were true of his daughter's body, he couldn't help
      but notice as he drank in the photo, rubbing her panties on his
      stiff dick.

      "Be honest with me, puppy, this one turns you on a least a little,
      right?" Said Renee teasingly, "She really needs to be a little more
      careful about looking presentable before leaving the water, Mr. H!
      I mean, look right here," she said, indicating Cassie's right
      breast with her riding crop, "Is that an areola I see peeking out a
      little? And, oh no daddy, that won't do at all! Her bottoms seem to
      have slipped a little bit!" The leather tip of the crop swiped
      slowly and sensually across the top edge of the blue bikini bottom.
      "I can see some of your daughter's short and curlies!"

      Daren's eyes were glued to the screen. Renee wasn't wrong. He
      hadn't seen it before, but Cassie's bikini was a little...
      disordered. He shook himself. This was wrong. He shouldn't be
      looking at her body this way. He felt a wave of disgust at himself,
      his dick deflating somewhat.

      But although Renee marked the change with a keen eye, it only
      seemed to amuse her even more.

      "Sorry puppy, that was a lie." She said cheerfully, clicking a
      button on the computer. The photo transformed instantly, the
      subject's skin darkening to a tan, the barely visible pubes
      glinting gold, the head changing completely. It now showed Gina,
      not Cassie. The pose, the bikini, and the wardrobe slips were the
      same, but the woman had changed.

      His cock swelled back again rapidly, his brain whiplashing from
      disgust back to arousal. The effect was disquieting. How could
      their bodies be so similar that he could make this mistake? How
      could he find one so Alluring and be disgusted by the other? His
      hand ground the silky smooth panties into his rock-hard dick. His
      brain was confused, but his cock was confident.

      His eyes crept over every inch of his wife's lovely body, savoring
      the chance to masturbate to something that there was no reason to
      feel guilty about. The soft swell of the breasts, the gentle curve
      of the hip. The tight drawing together of the belly and thighs at
      that sweet center. Who took this picture? When was it taken? He
      tried to remember the last time he had seen Gina in this suit. It
      almost looked like the pool of Cassie's friend Kaitlyn's...

      Daren felt a stab of shock as Renee read his expression of
      realization and started cackling. She pressed a button again and
      the picture morphed back to Cassie. Back to the woman it had been
      all along.

      "I'm sooooo sorry, Puppy!" said Renee in a fit of giggles, "I'm
      pretty good at photoshop, so I just couldn't resist. They look
      really similar, right? I mean, not in the face, but from the tits
      down, mommy and daughter are the spitting image! I told you! Your
      sweet little Cassie really is that hot!"

      She flipped through some other pictures, showing Cassie realizing
      her suit was out of place. Blushing, adjusting. Daren couldn't take
      his eyes off the photos. Renee's trick had accomplished what she
      had wanted. Cassie's body was full, ripe, and sexy. He couldn't
      unsee it.
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      Daren took his hands off his crotch, suddenly afraid of the
      feelings he was feeling. He pressed the heels of his hands into his
      eyeballs, breathing deeply, trying to get a hold of himself. He
      felt the couch next to him settle as Renee took a seat, startled as
      he felt Renee firmly grip his cock through the panties.

      "Don't worry about it, daddy. Your mistress is going to help you a
      little." He could feel her wicked little hand rubbing in short,
      even strokes on the head of his cock, "Now it's not like you are
      doing anything bad, right? You are just along for the ride. Let me
      take control for a little while."

      He opened his eyes to see that a new slideshow was playing. It was
      images of Cassie, all since this summer, with occasional, jarring
      pictures of young pornstars, nude and staring confrontingly at the
      camera.

      "Cassie really looks like she could join them, right Puppy? Her
      body fits right in." Murmured Renee, swirling the smooth fabric
      around his hard dick, "Have you ever thought about how your little
      girl would do as a pornstar?"

      Daren gulped, his dick twitching as his eyes darted over the
      juxtaposed images flashing on the screen. "She would never. She
      won't need to. She is going to go to a good college. She is
      thinking about being a lawyer like her mom.

      Renee chuckled. "Yes, I agree that we have a 'like mother like
      daughter situation' on our hands here. But I wouldn't be so
      positive that Gina will stay in the legal field forever,
      Puppy."

      He frowned. What did she mean?

      "Back to the matter at... hand, Puppy," She said, increasing the
      intensity of her strokes. "As you can now see, Cassie has an
      incredible rack, thick thighs, and a juicy little cunt. All the
      boys at school are scheming of ways to bury their little dicks
      between those soft thighs, daddy. And worse, with an obscene body
      like that, it is just a matter of time until some creep ruins her
      innocence. Let me prove it to you."

      She waved his phone in front of his eyes, showing him that she had
      typed a message to someone. "I wrote a little message for you,
      puppy. I want you to press send."

      Daren grabbed the phone.

      [I saw this girl at the pool the other day. Is she your
      type?]

      The image of Cassie exiting the pool, complete with the disarrayed
      swimsuit, was attached. He checked the recipient, and his heart
      raced with panic. Charlie (Work).

      "Mistress, I can't! Charlie is a real creep. I don't want him to
      see Cassie this way."

      "Calm down puppy, she is perfectly safe. She has her big strong
      daddy to protect her from dirty Uncle Charlie. I just want to prove
      that she is catnip for creepers. Send it."

      Daren's heart drummed in his ears. Technically none of Cassie's
      body was exposed. He wasn't really displaying her body to Charlie.
      Something about the idea of betraying himself and his daughter by
      sending the photo sent a perverse thrill up his spine.

      He clicked the send button.

      Charlie replied almost instantly.

      [Wow, I was going to tell you not to text me Hardon. But if this is
      the sort of thing you want to send me, text away. I'm jerking off
      to it right now. Hell yeah, she's my type. She looks like exactly
      the type of dumb young slut that I like to get all mixed up and
      wrapped around my finger. God. I want to force her to call me daddy
      as I cum all over her stupid little whore face.]

      Renee grinned as she read the reply over his shoulder, then gripped
      Daren's dick tighter and whispered in his ear, "Now tell him,
      daddy. Tell him who it is. Tell him it is your daughter. Mistress
      says."

      Daren almost gasped with the sensation. He had thought that Renee
      had been working his dick the best that she could before, but she
      had been holding back. The pleasure was so intense that he almost
      squirmed away from her touch. With shaking fingers, he typed in a
      short message:

      [She is my daughter, Cassie.]

      And sent it.

      Charlie replied again.

      [Hahahaha, you are one sick fuck, Hardon. You know you aren't man
      enough to stop me. Cassie is going to have another daddy very
      soon.]

      Renee grabbed his phone and tossed it away, this part of the game
      over. She began whispering in his ear again.

      "Uh-oh, daddy. Looks like Cassie is in a lot of trouble now. She
      needs you more than ever. Do you know why that pesky mental block
      normally stops daddies from fucking their daughters? It has served
      a very important purpose in evolution. We have a lot less babies
      with extra fingers and toes getting born. But isn't that a little
      outdated? Sex isn't just about making babies anymore. It's about
      intimacy and love, and maybe most importantly, power dynamics.
      Wouldn't daughters submit to their daddy's authority more easily if
      they were also submitting in the bedroom?" What she was saying was
      nonsense, of course. But that didn't stop Daren's dick from
      throbbing as her sweet little tongue tickled his ear.

      "Imagine sweet little Cassie." Said Renee, in a hissing little
      whisper, "Coming to you after school, telling you all about how
      some boys tricked her today, how they made her show them her tits.
      And then she tells you that after school, she met a really nice man
      from your work. And how he said he wanted to show her something.
      About how he wanted her to go with him to his house." Her fingers
      moved slowly and firmly, touching and pressing every part of his
      aching cock.

      "What is a good daddy to do? Your little girl doesn't know enough
      about sex to defend herself." Renee's hand was twisting now,
      bringing a new sensation, preventing him from getting used to the
      feeling of her little hand on his cock. Daren's breath began to
      huff and puff. "I'll tell you what you do, Puppy. You pull your
      curvy little princess over your lap, you pull her wet little
      panties down her thick thighs, and you spank her big soft butt.
      Crack! Crack! Until her ass is as red as her humiliated face. Until
      tears and snot are streaming down her cheeks. And then, when she is
      hurt enough to have a little fear (not a lot, just enough to make
      sure she does as she is told), you command your daughter to kneel
      in front of you, and you pull your hard cock out of your
      pants."

      Renee pulled Daren's hand, forcing him to stand, to play-act the
      twisted scene she was spinning. She remained by his side, her evil
      little hand working at his crotch. "And you make Cassie take your
      hard dick in your hands. And you tell her that this was what that
      man from your work wanted to show her. And you tell her to open her
      mouth. And as your hard cock slips between your daughter's innocent
      lips, you tell her that this is what those bad boys wanted her to
      do with them."

      Renee began pulling him by the cock, down the hall. Daren followed,
      entranced. "And when her poor little jaw is sore from the work you
      made her do, you lead her, gently, down the hall, to her room." And
      here they were, in Cassie's room, matching the story. "And you lay
      her on her bed. And you teach her one final lesson. You show her
      exactly what all the boys and men are thinking about when they look
      at her. You teach her, so that next time, she can know what is in
      their dirty little minds. A practical lesson, because words are
      cheap." Renee positioned him on Cassie's bed, on his arms and
      knees, her hand, still using Cassie's dirty panties as a barrier,
      milking his hanging cock without mercy. His nose filled with
      Cassie's sweet scent, forever stamping it in his brain as something
      erotic.

      Then suddenly, her hand stopped, making Daren shift uncomfortably.
      She had led him right to the edge. He had to cum!

      "I'm going to let you finish, puppy." Said Renee calmly, "But you
      have to promise me first."

      "Promise what? Anything mistress, just please let me cum!"

      "Watch the mail, puppy. When Cassie gets her first admissions
      letter from a college, take it from the mail and bring it straight
      to me."

      "What? Why?"

      "I know college is really important to Cassie, and she is my
      friend. I just want to be the first to know. Promise me."

      "Ummmm, sure. I promise, mistress."

      "Good Puppy. One last thing. After you cum, you have to promise to
      do exactly what I say, right away."

      "I promise, mistress! Please, let me cum!"

      "Hahaha, how can I say no to such a sweet little puppy? Where was
      I? Right. And as your daughter gazes up at you with adoring
      submissive eyes, you know for sure that the bond between you two
      has been strengthened and that she knows what loving sex is like.
      And that she won't be tricked so easily ever again. And as she lets
      out some sweet little moans, and says in her soft little coo, 'I
      love you daddy'. You cum. Cum daddy, cum for Cassie. Let her know
      what you think of her.

      Daren came explosively, filling Cassie's favorite panties with a
      globby white load, firing spurt after spurt into his daughter's
      dirty underwear as his cruel mistress giggled, her breath warm and
      wet in his ear. He collapsed, sweaty and shaking, onto his Cassie's
      bed.

      "Now," Said Renee with a cruel grin, strolling across the room, "I
      know the perfect place to put those panties. Right where they
      belong." She slid open Cassie's panty drawer in her dresser,
      revealing rows of neatly folded panties. She turned back and
      crooked a finger at the white-faced Daren, commanding him to come
      forward.

      "B-b-but mistress. I can't do that!" Whined Daren, holding the
      stained and sullied panties cupped in his hand "She'll know! She'll
      see that I jerked off with them!"

      "Then you had better start thinking of a good excuse, puppy. You
      promised" Said Renee, her eyes hard, pointing unshakably down at
      the panty drawer.

      With a feeling of impending doom, Daren gently placed the jizz
      filled panties in the open drawer, on top of the clean ones.

      Rene quickly slid the drawer closed.

      "Good job on round two, puppy!" She said cheerfully. "Now, it's
      time for the grand finale!"

      ...

      The music pounded, bumping impossibly loud in Gina's ears. The
      lights pulsed as well, combining with the music in a hypnotic,
      trance-like effect. Her eyes, along with everyone else in the club,
      were focused on the front of the room as Lucia strode confidently
      onto the main stage, wearing her tight little silver dress and a
      wide smile.

      Lucia's daring stiletto heels showed off her long brown legs
      perfectly, and as she approached the pole, she swung gracefully
      around for a turn, hooking one of her exquisite legs around it and
      giving her audience an even better view.

      She hopped down lightly and, as the beat of the music became more
      complex, the slim latina began a dance. Lucia had amazing control
      of her hips, which she popped and swiveled with the fast-paced
      beat, running her hands up and down her lithe brown body.

      So this was her plan, thought Gina, relaxing a little. Lucia would
      just have a sexy little dance on stage, and then leave. Gina had
      assumed the worst when her rival had taken the stage at a strip
      club, but of course Lucia wouldn't go so far as to take her clothes
      off in front of this sleazy crowd.

      Lucia cast heated eyes up to the VIP area, crooked her lips into a
      naughty smile, and blew Victor a kiss, all while keeping her hips
      moving to the beat. Then she turned, facing away from the crowd.
      She undid the zipper of the dress. The crowd cheered.

      No way, thought Gina, her mouth dropping open. This was crazy.
      Where was her self-respect?

      Gina felt Victor grab her hand and guide it to his crotch. She
      gasped as she felt the rock-hard bulge straining to be free of her
      boyfriend's pants. She tried to move her hand away, but Victor held
      it there. He started to move her hand over the bulge, using Gina's
      hand to pleasure himself through his pants. Gina looked up at him,
      trying to protest. She was insulted and hurt to see that he wasn't
      even looking at her. All of his attention was locked on Lucia, as
      the little silver dress fell to a puddle on the floor, revealing
      her toned ass and smooth, slim back. It was humiliating, being used
      for Victor's sexual gratification even as he ignored her.

      The music had slowed once again to a mind-numbing pulse. Lucia
      turned to the side, demurely hiding her breasts with her left hand
      while gripping the pole with her right, taking a slow spin around
      it. Her face lit up with a knowing smile. Her eyes locked on
      Victor. Gina couldn't help but note the small, well-groomed strip
      of pubic hair leading down to her pussy. Something Gina had been
      denied while Lucia was allowed to keep. Lucia suddenly leaped onto
      the pole acrobatically, holding herself in place with her luscious
      legs, while letting her upper body dangle down, revealing her small
      perky breasts as her dark silky hair hung down in shining waves.
      She spun around for a moment, letting the crowd drink in her nude
      form as they cheered.

      Then Lucia gracefully jumped down once, and walked forward with a
      shimmy, jiggling her small breasts. At the front of the stage, she
      suddenly dropped low, spreading her legs wide, giving the whole
      audience a detailed look at her wet pussy. The audience roared and
      whistled with applause, with some men running up to shower the
      shameless performer with dollar bills. Victor ground Gina's trapped
      hand against his hard, burning-hot cock, pushing strongly against
      the material of his pants.

      How could Lucia do this? Show all these strange, sleazy men her
      body, just for the gratification of Victor, a predatory asshole.
      Gina looked hard but could detect no humiliation in Lucia's face.
      She was confident, sexy, and based on Victor's reaction, clearly
      winning their little contest. It ate Gina up that this bitch had
      some sort of inner well of confidence that Gina didn't. If Lucia
      could do this and Gina couldn't maybe it really was true that Gina
      was just a scared little girl pretending to be tough. Gina scanned
      the crowd, calculating. Although it was hard to tell, she didn't
      think there was anyone that she knew.

      "Baby," She said sweetly, gripping Victor's cock through his pants
      to stop the movement and get his attention, "I've got something I
      need to do. I can be just as fun as Lucia, honey. Just watch
      me."

      A big, arrogant smile broke across Victor's face like a sunrise. He
      gave her hand one last big squeeze, mashing it against his massive
      black cock, before letting her go. As she turned to leave, she
      yelped as she felt Victor's large, strong hand give her round ass a
      sharp little swat. She bit back the acid words that she wanted to
      throw at him. She wasn't one of his little sluts that he could
      manhandle any time he wanted. Now was not the time though. Now was
      the time to win. At any cost.

      As she walked to the backstage area, her heart began to beat fast
      and her face began to glow red as she really began to consider what
      was about to happen. Could she really get up on the stage? Act like
      all those dumb sluts who showed men their pussies for money? What
      if she saw any of these people in public later? They would know her
      immediately she was sure. Would know who she really was deep down.
      She refocused. Tonight didn't count. She was doing what she had to
      do to win. It didn't reflect on who she was in real life.

      A bald, greasy-looking man with a headset and a clipboard was
      waiting by the entrance to the backstage area. He looked her up and
      down and gave her a leering smile. "Gina, right? Lucia told us to
      expect you. Head on to the stage!"

      Lucia had told them to expect her beforehand? How had she known
      ahead of time that Gina would follow? Maybe this wasn't such a good
      idea...

      But now she could see from behind the curtains that Lucia was
      wantonly thrusting her hips up at Victor, who, with Gina gone, was
      now rubbing his own hand over his bulging pants. Even if this was a
      trap, it was the only way to be declared the winner. Gina couldn't
      come this far to give up now. Gina Harlowe wasn't a quitter. And
      she certainly wasn't a loser. The only way out was forward. Gina
      took a deep breath, holding her red cheeks in her hands for a
      moment. Feeling the humiliating choker and its tight, sweaty grip
      on her neck. Trying not to think about how she was about to debase
      herself for Victor's amusement.

      She walked with shaking steps towards the stage.

      "And Now, ladies and gentlemen, please welcome to the stage, Jiggly
      Gina!"

      The hot lights of the stage hit her immediately. She could feel the
      focus of the rooms attention turn to her, resting on her like a
      ten-ton weight. Her mouth immediately went dry, and her hands
      started shaking. She took some wobbly steps forward.

      Music began playing, but it wasn't the seductive rhythm that they
      had played for Lucia. Instead, they began playing a brassy,
      cartoonish stripping song that you might hear in a comedy. Gina
      could see from the corner of her eye that Lucia had not left the
      stage. She stood on the sidelines, still nude, hip cocked with a
      hand hiding a smile on her face.

      Gina realized the nature of the trap too late. Lucia had set up her
      performance to show her gracefulness and sex appeal and had
      engineered Gina's to produce maximum humiliation.

      Gina walked awkwardly over to the pole and stiffly spun around it
      with one hand. It was harder than it looked.

      She tried to do a little dance while shaking her hips, but the
      swingy rhythm of the music was difficult to match. Soft boos began
      to sound from the crowd.

      Suddenly, Lucia's mocking voice boomed out from the sound
      system:

      "Sorry folks, Jiggly Gina doesn't have much going on in the brains
      department." She said.

      Gina ground her teeth as she saw Lucia crossing the stage, holding
      a microphone and addressing the crowd. "But you all aren't
      interested in looking at her brains, are you? Come on Gina. show us
      what you have under that dress. Maybe it can make up for your lack
      of skills. Strip."

      Gina glared at her with hatred.

      "Strip!"

      The crowd took up the chant.

      "Strip! Strip! Strip!"

      Gina glanced up to the VIP section. Victor looked down at her with
      a serious expression. Then he nodded.

      Gina knew what it would take to win. What was under her dress was
      more impressive than anything Lucia could show the crowd. With numb
      fingers, she gripped the top edge of her tight dress. The crowd
      went silent in anticipation.

      "That's it slut." Said Lucia with a giggle, "Show these people your
      big titties. Show them why they call you "Jiggly Gina".

      The crowd laughed at Lucia's barb as Gina pulled the tight material
      slowly down her breasts, her hard nipples popping free. She had to
      wiggle her wide hips a little to squeeze out of the dress, causing
      her tits to bounce and wobble. The ridiculous music continued to
      play, as the crowd fell silent in admiration. Finally, the dress
      fell to the floor, Leaving Gina breathless, nude, and on display
      for the world to see. The lights felt like they were burning her
      naked body. She remembered the disdain she had felt for the
      stripper she had seen as she arrived, how darkly erotic it had been
      to see a woman debase herself that way. Her insides roiled at the
      realization that she was now in exactly the same position. And she
      didn't even have the excuse that she was getting paid.

      Seeing her curvy, tanned form, the crowd broke into loud cheers.
      Even louder than Lucia had received. The Latin woman frowned at the
      sight of Gina's stunning body, her plan momentarily
      off-track.

      Gina felt like she was going to pass out. The only thing she wore
      now was the choker that proclaimed her as an owned woman, clearly
      visible to the leering crowd. Her huge tits, erect nipples poking
      up obscenely from their tips, which were supposed to be only for
      the eyes of her husband, were now public knowledge. Her juicy,
      shamefully hairless pussy was hidden only by the swell of her thick
      tanned thighs. Gina, a driven, ambitious career woman and mother,
      was now no better than the high school dropout bimbos who worked at
      this sleazy club.

      She turned her eyes upward to Victor. He was smiling, pleased,
      proud of her courage. He crooked a finger, calling her forward. In
      a trance, she wobbled forward, uncomfortably aware of the wetness
      between her thighs. She made it to the edge of the stage. Victor
      slowly unzipped his pants, his massive cock springing free. He
      pointed down. Gina could tell what he wanted her to do. She shook
      her head, her face burning hotter than ever before. She couldn't do
      it. Even strippers normally had more class. Even across the room,
      Victor's eyes were intense and commanding. His cocky stare said it
      all. This is what it would take to win. Gina took a deep, shaky
      breath. She dropped down into a squat, just as Lucia had, and with
      a grimace of shame, slowly spread her thick thighs wide, revealing
      in detail the last of her body's secrets, and discarding the last
      shred of her dignity at Victor's command.
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      Victor's hand began slowly stroking his cock as the crowd
      whooped and whistled, men crowding closer to get a good look at her
      soaking wet, bare pussy. He nodded and mouthed, his meaning clear
      even across the room, "Good Girl."

      Gina remained in this position for what felt like an eternity,
      leaning back on her hands, allowing the cheering crowd to examine
      her pussy. Her shame and self-loathing grew every second, watching
      Victor pleasure himself to the sight of her degradation. Finally,
      it became too much. Gina scrambled back up to her feet with the
      crowd screaming and begging for more behind her. That would have to
      be enough. She walked quickly to the back of the stage.

      One moment she was walking, the next she was on the stage, falling
      on her hands and knees, facing away from the audience, accidentally
      treating them to a view of her pussy and asshole from behind.

      "Tsk Tsk Tsk, Gina." Said Lucia evilly, flashing her a cruel grin,
      "You've got to work on that clumsiness."

      Gina looked down and saw the microphone cord, saw how Lucia had
      used it to trip her. Gina saw red. That smug bitch. Without
      thinking, Gina lunged, hugging Lucia's long smooth legs around the
      knees, bringing her to the ground. She would teach this bitch to
      insult her.

      The fight was a blur. Lucia slapping her from above, straddling her
      belly with her long powerful legs. Gina's hands in Lucia's silky
      black hair as they grappled, stiff nipples scraping each other's
      bodies. Their hot sweaty skin slipping and rubbing against each
      other as Gina gripped Lucia from behind, trying to prevent her from
      rising to her knees. The crowd was going wild, people crowding the
      stage to get a better view of the two gorgeous women in a
      full-contact wrestling match.

      Finally, Gina's larger body size proved decisive. She sat on
      Lucia's body, pinning her hands down on either side of her head.
      Lucia's shining black hair lay like a halo around her, her eyes
      glittered with hatred as she looked up at the victorious and
      dominant Gina. Gina could see the diamond hardness of Lucia's
      nipples as her small firm breasts rose and fell with her heavy
      breaths. Gina's own nipples could cut glass. She felt the wetness
      of her pussy pressed up against Lucia's firm, hot belly. Lucia's
      curvy lips were shining, parted with the effort of her panting
      breath. Gina looked up at Victor, now stroking his cock rapidly. He
      gave her another nod.

      Gina leaned down and kissed her defeated rival hard on the lips,
      thrusting her tongue into the slim Latina's mouth. Gina thrilled at
      the feeling of victory, of using her tongue to silence the mocking
      young woman. Lucia seemed shocked for a moment, then began
      returning the kiss with equal force and passion.

      Gina didn't even notice Xavier, her rival from work, stealthily
      using his phone to record from the edge of the stage. Xavier
      congratulated himself for following Victor's advice to come to this
      club tonight. He was really looking forward to work on
      Monday.

      ...

      Daren leaned back on his couch, sweaty and tired, his mind
      scrambled. Renee was working busily, taking things out of her
      duffel bag and setting them on the coffee table, as well as setting
      up something else on the computer. Daren found it hard to pay
      attention. This time, he was sure that Renee would have no success
      getting him turned on again. Guilt was already preying on his mind
      for what he had jerked off to tonight.

      He felt the couch shift and looked over to see Renee sitting there
      with a look of sympathy on her face. She had apparently finished
      with her preparations. She gently took Daren's face in her hands
      and said softly "I know. I know, Puppy. It's been a long night.
      Come here." She pulled him gently, positioning him so that he was
      lying down, his head resting on Renee's lap, the feeling of the
      cool shiny leather contrasting with the warm soft skin of her
      thighs.

      She began running her little fingers softly through his hair.

      "It's hard work, Puppy. We are doing all of this to change you. To
      make you into the man you ought to be. All of this is helping, even
      if it hurts your heart a little. Trust me, I have this all under
      control. Everything is going according to plan. I can already see
      you becoming the person who I've always wanted you to be."

      Her soothing voice and gentle fingers felt like a balm on his
      soul.

      "But we can't stop now, Puppy. The last part is the most
      important." She began sending her fingers in snaky little patterns
      down his shoulders, onto his bare chest. "I know you feel spent
      right now, but I promise you that tiny down there will be wide
      awake once we get started." She started twirling her long nails
      around his nipples, which felt strange and foreign, but not
      unpleasant.

      Renee dropped her voice to her favorite breathy whisper: "I'll even
      make you a deal, Puppy. If you really can't get it up for my dirty
      talk... I'll put my money where my mouth is." She trapped one of
      his nipples in a painful pinch and tugged to emphasize her
      words.

      "That's right, Puppy. As much as it grosses me out to think about
      your foul little old man dick in my pretty mouth, that's how far I
      am willing to go to make sure we finish the grand finale."

      Daren couldn't help it. Renee's lewd promise was having its
      intended effect. The animal lust deep in his gut, which he thought
      had gone to sleep for a long rest, began to stir. His cock shifted
      on his belly as blood began to flow there once again.

      Renee giggled and kissed him on the forehead. "Well, Puppy, it
      looks like this sweet little mouth remains pure for now. I won't
      pretend that it's not a relief. I knew you could do it,
      Tiny!"

      She shifted out from under him, picking up her riding crop and
      directing his attention to the props and presentation set up.

      "Back to business, Cucky. First, I need you to wear this." She
      tossed something toward him, and it hit the couch next to him.
      Daren did a double take. He recognized it. The ridiculous goat mask
      he had worn on the worst night of his life, that damn key party. He
      felt his penis swell further as he felt again the humiliation and
      exposure he and Gina had endured that night. He had come too far
      now to start defying Renee. He cast his eyes down, and pulled the
      mask over his face, tying it at the ears.

      "Goood. I want you to feel it, cuck. What Gina made you feel that
      day. What Victor made you feel that day. Start stroking. I want to
      see your hand move on that tiny thing you call a cock."

      She turned, and gestured at what she had set up on the table: "Look
      at my little visual aid, cuck. I will admit, maybe a little bit
      over the top, but at this point in our session, I thought it was
      the right time for big, easy-to-grasp symbols."

      A small scale sat on the table, the old-fashioned type with two
      pans for balancing weights. It had a white stylized lamb fixed to
      the needle between the two sides. One pan of the scale had a
      scrawny stylized goat fixed to the front, and the other had a
      muscular stylized bull. It was over the top enough that Daren would
      have laughed, except for the ominous atmosphere and his building
      lust.

      "Your sweet little lamb, your faithful wifey is in danger from a
      big bad bull. She's in so much danger that, as smart as she is, as
      wary and careful as she is being, she is still wildly
      underestimating him. And on the other side, we have you. A scrawny
      little goat. Your sweet lamb's knight in shining armor." Renee
      glanced over at the pathetic man in the stupid mask, jerking off to
      his own humiliation. She let out a mean snicker.

      "You want to stop my dad from getting his sweet reward. Let's see
      what you have going for you." She reached for a cloth bag beside
      the scale and pulled something from inside. It was a small white
      cylinder, about the side of a pill bottle, with a carved white
      heart attached to the top. She placed it on the goat side of the
      scale with a click. "She loves you, Puppy. Everyone can see it.
      Even my Dad wouldn't deny it. In fact, that's a big part of what
      makes this whole thing so fun for him." The lamb-topped needle
      moved slowly toward the goat side of the scale as the heart symbol
      pushed it down.

      Renee took a small pair of keys from the table and used them to
      unlock Daren's wedding band from her necklace. She placed it on the
      goat side of the scale as well with a metallic *ting*. "She is also
      your wife. She stood up in front of you, all her friends, and God
      and swore that she would never fuck another man, no matter how
      badly she wanted to. Or something like that. For a person as proud
      as your wifey, that's important. That's going to cause some
      hesitation for sure."

      The lamb needle swung decisively down to point all the way towards
      the goat.

      "And that is about it for the advantages that you have. Now, let's
      see what my Dad has going for him, Cucky." Daren saw with a sinking
      heart that the white cloth sack had many more little cylinder
      symbols inside.

      "He is smarter than you." She placed a small black symbol with a
      stylized brain atop the cylinder on the bull side of the scale,
      moving the lamb needle an alarming amount back towards the center.
      "On his very first try, he had your wife naked on her knees,
      kissing his cock, while you jerked your tiny dick off at the sight.
      He will always be one step ahead of you and wifey's weak little
      resistance."

      "He is better looking than you." She placed the symbol of a
      stylized rose down on the bull's side of the scale, causing the
      lamb to move just past the halfway point toward the bull. "Trust
      me, cuck. No matter how Gina tries to reassure you, your dad bod
      just can't measure up."

      "He is more dominant and masculine than you." This symbol was
      shaped like a bull's head. The lamb needle was swinging down
      decisively towards the bull side. Daren shamefully couldn't stop
      masturbating. "When he speaks, people listen. He commands the room.
      Everyone respects him wherever he goes. Can you say the same,
      cucky?"

      "He is physically stronger than you." This one was shaped like a
      muscular torso. "Even if you gave up competing fairly and tried to
      straight up fight him, you would still lose. Handily."

      "He's more cultured... has better taste... is a better
      conversationalist... is better educated... is richer... works
      harder." The list went on, the black symbols crowding the plate,
      almost falling off. The lamb needle was deeply buried on the bull
      side, the goat side hanging as high as it could go in the air, the
      ring and heart symbol looking lonely and insufficient. Renee pulled
      one last symbol from the bag. It was larger and heavier looking
      than all the others. The symbol on the top was a lovingly rendered
      shining black phallus. Renee silently placed it on the scales,
      which toppled over due to the weight, spilling the props
      everywhere.

      "He is much. Much. Better than you in bed."

      She turned and pressed play on the laptop, starting a video going
      on the television screen. The video showed a lamb-masked blonde
      woman, collared at the feet of an enormous black man in a bull
      mask, holding a chain leash attached to the collar. Daren's eyes
      bugged, and he had to stop masturbating momentarily to stop himself
      from cumming without permission.

      Although his mistake was Renee's intention, a closer look showed
      that these two were not Victor and Gina. The woman's breasts were
      fake, unlike Gina's, and the Black man had a tattoo that Daren
      would have remembered. This was just another prop, a suggestive
      demonstration of what was to come. Had Renee paid to commission a
      video just to humiliate and turn him on? It worked. Even though it
      wasn't real, It was still enough to send Daren spiraling into lust
      and shame. After his moment's pause, his hand began stroking again
      as the woman on the screen began seductively nuzzling and kissing
      the cock of her dominant partner.

      "Hold on, cuck." Said Renee with an anticipatory smile, "I'm going
      to let you get all your loser juice out, but only on my terms. And
      I'm sorry, cuck, you are really not going to like my terms this
      time." She quickly snapped on a rubber glove, picking up the black
      cock symbol she had placed on the scales. She held up the black
      cock and gripped it by the base, twisting it and revealing that the
      cock carving was a lid on a hollow container the whole time. Then
      she reached in and pulled out a huge used condom, still shiny and
      wet from use, filled with a massive load of bright white cum.

      She shook it in front of Daren's face, showing him the pendulous
      load. He could smell the powerful, musky scent of it. "God, look at
      it, Cucky. One shot like this, and anyone would get pregnant,
      guaranteed. And, I'll tell you right now, my dad hates to use
      condoms. He only used this one because I told him I would need it
      for this fun little game." With a giggle, she scooped up Daren's
      wedding band from the table, and before he knew what was happening,
      plopped it into the open mouth of the used condom. Daren's mouth
      hung open as she worked the ring deep into the dirty condom until
      it disappeared completely into the opaque white ooze.

      "This ring is just like your wifey, cuck. Filthy, stuck, debased.
      Sunk into a trap of my Dad's lust and virile manliness. Now it's
      time to see if all of your training has paid off." She held out the
      slimy used condom to Daren. Indicating that he should take it. He
      cringed, his dick throbbing in his right hand as his left hand
      picked up the massive used condom of the rival for his wife's heart
      and body.

      Renee's voice was still and serious as she gave her next vile
      instructions. "Put it on, cuck."

      Daren froze. The video was still playing, with the massive
      bull-masked man lifting up the smaller lamb-masked woman and laying
      her on a bed, his giant prick stiff and dripping with her eager
      saliva. He couldn't believe what Renee had just said. He stared
      into her eyes, trying to find some indication that she was joking.
      She gazed back, calm but as immovable as stone.

      "You heard me, Puppy. I want you to take that slimy, used condom,
      filled up with my Dad's jizz, and slide your tiny dick right into
      it. And I want you to do it right now."

      "Mistress, please... I don't..."

      *Crack*

      For the first time, Renee used her riding crop for its intended
      purpose, whistling down to leave a red welt on Daren's tender inner
      thigh. He jumped and gave a little scream, almost dropping the
      condom on himself.

      Renee did not look pleased at all.

      "I won't hear another word, you little bitch." Hissed Renee with
      fury, "You swore to me that you would follow my every instruction
      tonight. Now put that man's condom on your little boy pee-pee,
      before I get really mad."

      Daren felt himself fold like a house of cards. He gulped and
      lowered the slimy condom to his hard penis, trying to fold it
      carefully so that he didn't upend the full load onto his dick. The
      inside was cold and slimy, just as unpleasant as he had imagined.
      He would have thought that the disgusting experience would destroy
      his libido, but, humiliatingly, he was harder than ever.

      Renee clutched her stomach, letting out peals of girlish laughter.
      Even Daren had to shamefully admit that the sight was funny. The
      condom dwarfed his dick, fitting only loosely around the base of
      his cock. But the really humiliating comparison was the
      length.

      Renee sat and stretched the length of the condom up, once again
      causing the white sticky payload to creep down worryingly towards
      his penis. "Let's see how you measure up, ok Cucky?" She made a big
      show of looking at the length of his penis compared to the condom
      length, as the sticky white sperm crept closer and closer to
      hitting his cock. His cock made it less than halfway up the condom.
      Renee laughed again, letting the end of the condom fall. The filled
      reservoir at the tip hit Daren in the balls with a wet splat.

      "This is where we see the results of your training, Puppy." Said
      Renee, sitting next to him and cuddling up to his chest. "All you
      have to do," She said, indicating the bulbous white reservoir of
      the condom with a gloved finger, "Is shoot your little cummies far
      enough that they can compete with my Dad's. If you can blast your
      little swimmers far enough to mix them with the ones surrounding
      your ring, then you will have shown me that you have worked
      yourself up enough, and increased your jealousy to the point that
      you are ready to fight for your wifey's honor."

      She wrapped a warm little arm around Daren's waist and pulled
      herself closer.

      "Start stroking, cuck."

      The feeling of another man's cold jizz on his cock was disgusting
      but provided a slippery, slimy lube that, combined with the
      humiliation, immediately started making Daren feel great.

      On the screen, the Black man had pushed up his bull mask to dive
      between the woman's splayed legs. She was moaning and arching her
      back with appreciation.

      "We talked about this earlier, Puppy." Said Renee at his side,
      "When a woman meets a superior man, she submits to him, both
      mentally and sexually. It's natural, beautiful even."

      The black man on screen straightened up, his massive penis
      statuesque, totemic, a symbol of sexual superiority. The woman,
      below him physically and sexually, spread her legs wider, her
      hairless pussy shining with more than just his saliva. She writhed
      and moaned as her lover savored the view, teasing her with the
      moment of prolonged anticipation.

      "What you are trying to do is admirable. Fighting for your love and
      all that. But it's doomed. It goes against nature itself. When
      wifey gets a taste of my Dad's big black cock..."

      The massive brown dick on the screen sank slowly, inch by rock-hard
      inch, into the woman's pink, swollen pussy. The actress screamed in
      pleasure. It wasn't fake like most of the porn he had seen. This
      woman was truly having her world rocked. Daren's cock strained and
      twitched and his hand squished it around in its slimy prison.

      "... Then she will forget all about you and Tiny here. She will be
      changed forever, sexually speaking. If I know my dad, the rest of
      her life will be changed too. My Dad prefers women to be a lot
      more... docile. More eager to please. Less... smart. And, because
      your wifey will be addicted to his cock, she is probably just going
      to go right along with it as he starts remodeling her into his
      little bimbo slut."

      The man on the screen had the woman's hands trapped above her head
      as he mercilessly plunged his cock deep into her. The woman twisted
      her head to the side, panting and biting at the sheets, letting out
      deep and genuine-sounding moans.

      "Only you can save your wifey, cuck. She is under his spell
      already, she needs someone to rescue her from the big bad bull. If
      you don't, her life will be ruined, and she will love every
      humiliating, panty-drenching second of it. Come on, big boy. Shoot
      those cummies. Show me that loser juice. A big, powerful load now.
      One big enough to fight with my Dad's."

      The man on the screen pinned the woman down with his powerful body,
      thrusting his dick in to the hilt, his balls spasming again and
      again as he pumped a massive load deep into the woman's vulnerable
      pussy. She groaned with ecstasy, crossing her legs behind his back
      and gripping his torso tightly to hers.

      Daren strained forward as well, hips lifting from the couch,
      releasing his load into the used condom.

      Renee tried to hold back her laughter, but it came snorting through
      and she soon dissolved into giggles. It could clearly be seen that
      Daren's small, yellowish-white load had gotten barely an inch
      further than the tip of his dick, leaving the bright white sperm in
      the tip of the condom untouched. Daren's dick deflated rapidly, now
      slimy with two men's cum. He felt a wave of shame and humiliation
      as the video finished on the screen. This time, there was no
      accompanying feeling of lust.

      "Awwww, sorry, puppy." Said Renee, still giggling, "It looks like
      you failed the final exam. All that training gone to waste! You
      just don't have what it takes to save Gina."

      Daren collapsed back on the couch, feeling despair.
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      "Don't be so sad, Puppy," said Renee comfortingly, jumping up
      from the couch, "Your cuckysitter isn't out of ideas yet. But are
      you sure you still want to try to stop this? Let's be real, you are
      really getting off on being a cuck. Wouldn't it be more fun if you
      just went along for the ride?"

      Daren shook his head, tears forming in his eyes. "I can't g-give
      up," He croaked, choking with emotions, "I love her. I have to stop
      this."

      "Awwwwwww, so sweet!" Said Renee, giving a little jump of joy,
      "Well then, I have some next steps we can try."

      She picked up the black symbol of the muscular torso that she had
      used on the scales earlier and twisted off the top, pulling a
      small, unlabeled prescription pill bottle from inside. "First, I'm
      going to have you take these pills. One a day. They are an herbal
      supplement. They are going to get you closer to where I want you to
      be, both mentally and sexually." She set the bottle down with a
      rattle of pills. Daren nodded. Maybe that could be something that
      would help.

      Renee smiled as she saw him nod. "Great. You are going to like this
      one less, Puppy." This time, she grabbed the symbol of the bull
      head, twisting the top off to pull out a large stoppered test tube.
      Daren didn't like the familiar look of the thick white liquid
      within. "I'm going to need you to slip this into Gina's food the
      next time you cook for her."

      "Wait, Mistress. What is it? It can't be..."

      "My Dad's cum? Bingo, Cucky. Don't worry," She said with a teasing
      smile, "There is a method to my madness. Sexual attraction is all
      about pheromones right?" She watched with glee as Daren reluctantly
      nodded, already being sold on her obvious bullshit. God,
      submissives were so easy to trick. "Well, if Gina eats a little of
      Dad's semen, those pheromones will not be as effective. Trust me,
      it's like building up a tolerance. You've got to feed your wifey
      some of Victor's cum. "

      Daren looked embarrassed and reluctant, but eventually nodded his
      head, and Renee set the tube down next to the pill bottle,
      reminding him to find a place to hide it in the fridge.

      "Last but not least, Puppy." Renee said with gleeful anticipation,
      reaching for the white heart symbol that had been alone on his side
      of the scale "I think you are going to like this one least of
      all."

      She opened it to reveal a small plastic contraption. Daren
      recognized it from some of the more extreme cuckold videos Renee
      had sent him, as well as some of the pictures shown earlier in the
      night. A male chastity device. Designed to lock a cock up and
      prevent it from getting hard.

      "B-but why mistress?" Whined Daren. Chastity sounded like hell to
      him. He strongly did not want to be restrained in that way.

      "I think we have been going about this the wrong way for you,
      Puppy." Said Renee seriously, "Instead of the cuckold porn riling
      you up, it has just been making you more and more turned on by the
      situation."

      "But Mistress, you were the one who s-s-sent me all those videos!"
      Said Daren in disbelief, still trying to worm his way out of his
      fate.

      "How was I supposed to know what a worthless cuck you were?" Said
      Renee airly, "For most real men, that method would have worked!
      Anyway, we need to try the opposite track. To get you so horny
      through denial that you get riled up in that way."

      She walked over and picked the dirty condom up off his cock,
      wrinkling her nose in disgust as she dropped it back in the
      container it came from. Then she brandished the plastic device,
      preparing to fix it on his flaccid dick.

      "W-wait," Said Daren desperately, scooting back. "Gina will notice!
      There is no way I will be able to explain it!"

      "Hmmmm, I think you can avoid her noticing for a while." Said Renee
      with a smile, "True, you might need to turn down your poor wifey
      when she asks for sex a couple of times, but I think that pretty
      soon here she is going to stop asking. She is going to be a lot
      more concerned with having sex with someone else."

      Daren had run out of excuses. He had been too beaten down by the
      evening to insist. The device clicked into place, trapping his dick
      at the mercy of this evil young woman.

      "Here's the neat thing about this model," gushed Renee, clicking
      her nails on a dull blue light on the side of the device, "I can
      use an app on our phones to unlock the cage remotely! That should
      let us play a lot of fun games even if I can't be around. I already
      installed the app on your phone. You're welcome!"

      The device felt confining and slightly uncomfortable on his penis
      and balls. He dreaded the feeling of not knowing when he would be
      free. Suddenly he remembered something important.

      "My ring!" He yelped, "M-mistress, I need my ring back!"

      Renee laughed, "You're right puppy. You won our game, and I said if
      you beat the challenge I would give it back." She picked up the
      condom again from the container. "Hold out your hands, cuck."

      Daren was too tired and downtrodden to argue. He numbly held out
      his hands as Renee upended the twice-used condom over them, working
      the contents out with her fingers.

      Cum splattered out over Daren's hands, his lap beneath, and the
      couch. First Daren's small yellowish load, then Victor's big,
      thick, white one. Finally, the sullied ring landed with a splat in
      Daren's cupped hands.

      "That won't do, Cucky," Said Renee disapprovingly, "This is the
      symbol of your love. It's all filthy! Let's clean it." Before he
      could protest, Renee picked up the ring, grimacing at the small
      amount of cum on her fingers, and popped the disgusting ring in
      Daren's open mouth.

      He almost choked as the sour, salty taste of Victor's cum spread
      over his tongue, deepening his sense of inferiority and
      humiliation.

      "That's it cucky," Said Renee gently, wiping her fingers off in his
      hair, "Suck all of that filth and lust away. Make your love pure
      again."

      Renee turned her back, beginning to pack her props away in her
      bag.

      "I had better leave you now, Puppy." She said breezily, "I think
      you have a lot of cleaning to do before Gina gets back. But
      remember..."

      She pointed at the pill bottle. "Take the pills."

      She pointed at the vial of cum, "Feed Wifey the cum."

      She pointed at Daren, "And don't forget to bring me Cassie's first
      acceptance letter. Also, don't you dare clean up that little
      surprise we left for Cassie."

      She had finished cleaning her things already. She grabbed her coat
      and walked towards the door. Daren was speechless, splattered with
      cum with the ring still in his mouth.

      "You might not feel like it, Puppy," Said Renee with a smile, "But
      we made a lot of progress tonight. I can't wait to see the final
      result of your little transformation."

      ...

      The anger, the heat of the stage lights, and the sweaty, frantic
      skin-to-skin contact had awakened a fierce roar of lust in Gina's
      body. Judging by Lucia's frantically twisting tongue in her mouth
      and her stiff nipples, The slim sexy Latina was feeling the same
      way. Rather than pinning her down by the wrists, Gina found that
      her fingers had twined into Lucia's. She felt deep sexual
      satisfaction as her bitchy little rival submitted to her dominant
      kiss.

      Gina released Lucia's hands and stared down into her deep brown
      eyes. She tangled her fingers in Lucia's shining black hair. Lucia
      stared up at her, hateful, but cowed and docile, accepting her
      victory. Gina smiled as her fist tightened, gripping a fistful of
      hair.

      Gina got off of Lucia, and pulled her a short distance by the hair,
      forcing her to crawl behind.

      Gina rested her back against the nearby pole, facing the crowd. Let
      the crowd watch as this little whore made full submission. Sharp
      little tongues like Lucia's had one good use at least...

      Still holding her hair, Gina forced Lucia's head between her thick
      tan thighs. Lucia hesitated for a moment, giving her a little pout
      with upturned eyes, but she knew that she was the conquered, and
      the conqueror would get what she wanted. She buried her face in
      Gina's wet pussy and began obediently attacking her inner folds
      with her sassy mouth.

      Gina held Lucia's face against her pussy, grinding it in as she
      smiled out at the roaring crowd. She gripped her breast, teasing a
      nipple to increase the intensity of the pleasure as Lucia's
      submissive tongue-work brought her closer and closer to
      orgasm.

      Suddenly the crowd cheered louder, looking at something behind her.
      Victor was now taking the stage, as naked as his two girlfriends,
      brimming with confidence, smiling wide. He seemed to have
      absolutely no concerns or doubts about appearing this way, and with
      his godlike body, why would he?

      He took center stage waving to the crowd, loving the attention, his
      massive black dick bobbing with his movements. Lucia raised her
      dripping face from Gina's pussy, her submission to Gina overridden
      by the appearance of the one who was really in charge.

      Victor deftly scooped up the microphone which Lucia had dropped,
      addressing the crowd.

      "Well folks, I told these two lovely ladies earlier tonight that
      only one of them can date me, and wow, they sure did get
      competitive!"

      The crowd laughed, causing Gina to start a new blush, realizing how
      foolish she and Lucia must have looked tonight.

      "But I tell you what, folks." Said Victor humorously, playing up
      for the crowd, "I think that they just showed me that they can play
      nice together as well. Really, really nice. I actually think I
      could be with two women at once, provided they can work as a team.
      What do you think everyone, should I give them a chance to show me
      how well they can cooperate?"

      The crows roared their approval.

      Victor turned to the two ladies, who had been hanging on his every
      word. He crooked his large, dark finger.

      Gina tried to stand but was stopped by a disapproving noise from
      Victor.

      "Crawl to me, pet."

      Lucia began crawling to the feet of her master, and Gina, her mouth
      growing dry, her heart pounding, followed close after. She was lost
      in the moment, forgetting everything about her husband, her
      resistance to Victor, and her pride.

      With firm, but gentle hands, Victor positioned Gina and Lucia
      kneeling on either side of him, his massive cock thrusting in the
      air directly between their faces.

      Two gorgeous women looked up at him with upturned eyes. One set of
      blue, Fearful and ashamed. The other of brown, fierce and excited.
      Victor placed a large, strong head on the back of both heads, one
      silky and black, the other feathery and blond.

      "No more fighting girls. This is a group assignment. Show me how
      you can work together." He applied gentle pressure to both heads,
      bringing both rivals closer to each other and his big black
      cock.

      Lucia leaped forward eagerly, licking her little tongue up the
      underside of the shaft with a smile, then swirling it around the
      bulbous head. Victor allowed Gina to back up slightly and enjoy the
      show as Lucia gripped the huge dick in her hand and jerked the base
      before plunging the head into her little mouth. Gina watched with
      horny fascination as the girthy cock stretched the Latina's curvy
      lips. She didn't think her mouth would fit it any better, but she
      wondered what it would feel like to try.

      Lucia removed the dick from her mouth with a pop, a string of
      saliva trailing between them for a moment. Then she turned with a
      demure smile to Gina, using her hand to hold the dick out to her,
      offering the alpha's cock to the dominant female. Gina could feel
      Victor's hand on the back of her head again, gently pushing her
      head forward. She felt her own lust drawing towards the cock like a
      magnet, its shiny ebony luster was almost hypnotic. In moments, it
      would happen. She would take him in her mouth and implicitly agree
      to be a second woman of a man who was not her husband.

      Deep in her mind, her stubborn nature reared its head, wresting the
      controls from her libido. The events of that horrible key party
      were seared forever into her memory, and she recalled exactly what
      she had sworn that day.

      She would never, ever in a million years suck Victor's cock. She
      had defiantly sworn in front of dozens of people. It was her only
      solid win of the night. To suck his dick would be to admit complete
      defeat. To acknowledge his utter superiority.

      She wouldn't do it. Never. Even if it sounded super hot right
      now.

      She squirmed from Victor's grasp, and got to her feet, stumbling
      away. The crowd gasped.

      "I-I can't Victor. I won't. Not that."

      She saw Victor staring at her with a wry look on his face, Lucia
      still kneeling in front of him, his cock still shiny and wet from
      her mouth. She wore a sudden cunning look of triumph on her
      fox-like face.

      Victor turned from Gina to Lucia.

      "Well, then I guess I found my new girlfriend."

      He suddenly bent and scooped up Lucia in his muscled arms.
      Effortlessly holding her up by the waist to present her to the
      crowd like a new toy.

      "Gentlemen, meet again Lucia Ruiz, my girlfriend."

      Lucia was smiling and waving with enthusiasm, looking thrilled to
      be there, being displayed like an object.

      "I think that she deserves her reward, right guys?" The crowd
      roared and whistled. "And you all deserve a little reward as well,
      so I'm going to let you watch as I give her what she wants so
      badly."

      He positioned Lucia directly in front of him, facing the crowd. Her
      dripping little pussy was right at the tip of his bulging cock. Her
      legs drew up naturally as she spread her legs as wide as she could.
      She was biting her lip, her eyebrows scrunched up in a look of
      intense sexual anticipation.

      Lucia's moans could be heard even above the cheering crowd as he
      lowered her slowly, impaling her inch by thick inch on his black
      cock. Her back arched and her face became a cross-eyed,
      tongue-lolling disgrace. Even with the audience watching her
      debasement, she was lost in the throes of lust, and couldn't
      restrain her deep, animalistic orgasm.

      No one was paying attention to Gina. Even the stage manager ignored
      the naked blonde as she slunk, defeated off the stage. As she
      gathered her things to leave, she tried to tell herself that she
      would never want to be fucked by Victor anyway, let alone in front
      of all these horny slimeballs. But as she left, she saw Victor and
      Lucia, still roughly fucking on stage. A look of orgasmic oblivion
      was plastered on her cute face as Victor, wearing his cocky victory
      grin, relentlessly drilled her from behind. Gina couldn't help but
      feel a little flame of jealousy burning in her heart, as well as
      the irritating, unacceptable fact that she had lost tonight. She
      had really tried and compromised her dignity and principles a lot.
      And she had still lost. She stood frowning at the door for a
      minute, watching the raunchy ongoing sex show.

      Finally, Victor forced Lucia down to the hilt and held her there,
      her groans of pleasure deafening as his thick cum overflowed her
      tight pussy and splattered to the floor. Just at that moment,
      Victor looked up, locking eyes with the furiously watching Gina. He
      flashed her a smile and winked. Gina gave an angry huff and
      whirled, leaving the strip club behind her.

      ...

      It was early in the morning by the time Renee made it back to her
      house, tired but satisfied. She had changed back into her
      innocent-looking pajamas before she arrived, just in case their
      little camslut had woken up. But Kissy was still fast asleep, so
      she was able to indulge in a little debrief session with Melissa
      over some wine.

      They could barely restrain their giggles as Rene described how she
      had left Daren: goat-masked, covered in her dad's cum, tiny dick
      all locked up, and still somehow thinking he was on a mission to
      save his wife.

      "Oh my god!" wheezed Melissa, "You are seriously some sort of
      genius at this Nene. I bet even your Dad can't have been this good
      at your age." She leaned forward, eyes glowing with curiosity. "But
      what's in the pills?"

      Renee smiled and tried to look modest. "Oh, you know, nothing
      major. Some hot pepper to make him feel like he's got a fire
      inside. More of my Dad's cum. I think I spit in the mixture as
      well. But most importantly, a little herbal remedy. It will
      increase his body sensitivity by tenfold, and send his horniness
      off the charts. It's normally only prescribed to women. It's
      actually pretty fucked up and irresponsible to give it to a man;
      he's going to get hard from everything. If he sees a particularly
      curvy tree his tiny cocklette will be raring to go. Then, he'll cum
      just from his little dick rubbing against his undies. If you
      thought he was a preemie before, watch out. It's going to be a
      humiliating hell for him."

      They clinked their glasses in celebration and drank.

      "But what about our little showoff in the making? How did our tech
      demonstration go?" Said Renee, back to business.

      "Great. She squirted all over your bed! Get this," said Melissa, a
      look of pleased shock on her face, "She even asked if we could
      write her some scripts so she could demean herself better! This
      girl already has a humiliation kink a mile wide."

      "Hmmmmm." Said Renee with a purr, "I definitely think we could get
      some scripts in her hot little hands. I have some ideas already.
      More importantly, how did the modified website look?
      Convincing?"

      "Perfect." Said Melissa flatly, "No one would be able to tell the
      difference if they didn't know the original URL. I was able to
      connect her directly to Peter. I already sent her the link to our
      version of the website. If we are monitoring the situation, we can
      force her to connect to any individual or pool of watchers that we
      want. The other side is already set up."

      "Good." Said Renee, suddenly tired. She wondered how things had
      gone tonight on her dad's end. If things were going to plan, then
      Gina should finally be ripe for the picking about a week from now,
      after being forced to go cold turkey from her new addiction to
      Victor.

      "Get the fuck out of my house Melissa." Renee said without
      heat.

      "Aww, really Nene? We told the slutbag in there this was a
      sleepover."

      "I'll tell her you left early. Bye."

      Melissa looked a little disappointed as she left, but she couldn't
      contradict Renee. Just as it should be. Renee's performance had
      been draining, and she didn't want to be around people anymore
      tonight. Well, around real, full people at least.

      She slipped quietly into her bedroom, the dim light from the hall
      revealed Kissy, curled up in a loose ball on top of a fluffy
      comforter. Renee left the door open, admiring her property. Man,
      this girl's porny body could make something as innocent as sleep
      look like an explicit invitation to sex. Her huge tits rose and
      fell softly with her breath, and her face was scrunched up into a
      look of concern. A nightmare? A wet dream? At this point, probably
      both.

      Renee removed her clothes as well, then climbed into bed, snuggling
      her hot little body up against Kissy's big curvy one. Let her see
      this sexy scene as she woke up. Renee had already had a lot of
      success mixing up Kissy's sexuality. Waking up to the stunning view
      of Renee's nude body would be another brick in that wall.

      That close to Kissy's embarrassingly enormous udders, Renee
      couldn't help but take a little taste. She popped a big pink nipple
      in her mouth and swirled her tongue around slowly and gently. She
      watched as Kissy's eyebrows lifted in the center, an expression of
      absolute bliss. Soft little sleep moans came from the back of
      Kissy's throat, and she began to arch her back slightly, straining
      towards the sensation. Look at this randy little slut, thought Rene
      fondly, she had come so far already. And she still had a long long
      way to fall. Renee had already decided to cancel all of her side
      projects. The Harlowe family was her only hobby for now.

      Renee heard the sleep moans getting more intense and backed off
      before Kissy woke up. The nipple emerged from her soft lips
      shining-wet and rock hard. Kissy made a little sound of frustration
      and shifted in her sleep. Soon my pet, thought Renee. Soon I'll
      make you cum as much as you want. Renee snuggled in closer, feeling
      her soft skin rub with Kissy's. She placed her head on a huge
      pillowy breast and closed her eyes. Just wait Kissy, she thought
      while drifting off, if you think things have been going bad for you
      so far, watch what happens now that you have my full attention. The
      next step was to crush all her hopes and dreams. There could be no
      escape for her little subbie slut.

      

    


    

    
      Cross Contamination Pt. 07

      
      Cross Contamination Chapter 7: Dinner and a Show

      Gina Harlowe was having the worst week of her entire life.

      She had come home from the strip club in the early hours of
      Saturday morning defeated, angry, and unspeakably horny. She was
      annoyed, but not surprised to find Daren already asleep and
      snoring. She was out being humiliated and toyed with by a bigger,
      stronger man, and he was at home getting some beauty sleep. And
      probably jerking himself off, the little perv.

      She was in no mood for charitable thoughts for her husband tonight.
      He was the only reason she was in this mess in the first place, and
      he didn't even have the decency to be available to relieve her
      pent-up urges. She wanted a cock. Any cock in her needy pussy. Her
      mind was filled with the memory of Victor's manly dick, inches from
      her, just minutes ago. That was the cock she wanted, she shamefully
      admitted to herself. She wanted Victor's massive, dark penis to
      fill her up, fuck her deeply, and make her scream. Not that he ever
      would, she insisted to herself. With Daren sound asleep, she
      wouldn't even be getting his modestly-sized dick tonight.

      Well, she had other ways to relieve herself. She opened her phone
      and pulled up the chat app she used when talking to Victor. She
      might not be his girlfriend anymore, she thought, still stinging
      from the public defeat and breakup, but he sent me plenty of nudes
      in the past. They would make a perfect subject for a bedtime
      masturbation session.

      But to her dismay, all that she could find were error messages that
      read:

      [This time-locked image has expired.]

      She hadn't even realized that sending pictures like that was
      possible. Maybe she should have been doing the same...

      Her anger and sexual frustration grew. She needed some relief.
      Well, she no longer had pictures of Victor's cock, but she had
      something even better. She slid open her bedside drawer... only to
      find her Victor-shaped dildo missing.

      Oh, hell no! Daren had gone too far this time. She woke her loving
      husband up with a shove that was harder than strictly
      necessary.

      "Daren, what the fuck!" She hissed.

      Daren woke with a start, a panicked look flashing across his face.
      The sight of his furious wife did nothing to calm him.

      "What the fuck did you do?" She continued, watching as his eyes
      widened and his mouth dropped open in guilty horror. Was he some
      kind of idiot? Did he really think she would never find out?

      Daren started stuttering some sort of limp-dick response, but Gina
      cut him off impatiently. "You think that it's OK to go through my
      things and steal stuff?"

      She could see his half-awake brain working furiously as he looked
      over at the open and empty bedside drawer. Comprehension seemed to
      dawn.

      "Gina, I c-can explain."

      "Explain what?" She exploded, "That you can't let me have even a
      little pleasure or satisfaction in my life without taking it
      away?"

      "That dildo. It's... it's his c-cock, isn't it?" asked Daren
      quietly, almost deferentially.

      Gina could have strangled this little wimp. "So fucking what." She
      said with murderous intensity, "Maybe if your dicklette was a
      little bigger, I wouldn't have to go looking for something that was
      a better fit." It was cruel, hurtful, and true. Before this whole
      thing started, she would never have admitted it to herself, let
      alone Daren, but as far as his cock went, he fell far short of her
      ideal size.

      She still would normally never say something so ego-destroying to
      the man she loved, but in her anger and lust, she needed a reaction
      from him. Some passion, even if it was negative.

      Darren's face was white with shock, and he mumbled, "Why would you
      say something like that..." How had this little wimp ever gotten
      the balls to take away her favorite dildo?

      "OK, then hotshot." Said Gina, smoldering with rage and lust, "If
      the man of the house here says I don't need a dildo then he had
      better prove it."

      She rapidly stripped off her dress and kneeled on the bed in front
      of him, sneering as she fondled her drooling pussy and roughly
      cupped a breast, squeezing one of her aching nipples, "I just
      questioned your manhood, pussy. Why don't you prove me wrong?
      Really put me in my place. Punish my naughty cunt with your cock.
      Force me to scream that you are all the man I need."

      God she needed a cock inside her. All that she wanted right now was
      a passionate hate fuck. She and her husband could sort out the
      emotional aftermath in the morning. She tried to mentally will some
      sort of spine into Daren. C'mon hubby, I just pushed you hard, now
      fuck me until I apologize.

      But Daren disappointed her once again. He actually drew the covers
      up around his neck like a scared old woman.

      "N-no, Gina, I won't, not when you are like this." His lip started
      to tremble. Was this asshole actually going to cry? Pathetic.

      "Then get the fuck out!" Screamed Gina in frustration, hurling her
      alarm clock at him to hurry him along. Daren escaped into the hall,
      and Gina locked the door behind him.

      For the rest of the night, she had fruitlessly tried to finger
      herself to orgasm, putting the choker back on, watching the
      filthiest interracial porn she could find, and clutching the silver
      dress to her face, which still smelled like Victor from when she
      had rubbed against his body.

      Nothing worked. Whenever she got close, she would see Lucia getting
      fucked on stage by Victor, feel the frustration of being beaten,
      excluded, rejected. Then she would lose her orgasm. It happened
      again and again until she finally passed out, getting a few hours
      of restless sleep.

      ...

      The rest of the weekend passed in a hazy blur of lust.

      When Cassie got back from her friend's on Saturday, Gina was so
      horny and mixed up that she couldn't help but notice her daughter's
      body in a new light. Her eyes clocked the fact that Cassie had big,
      firm juicy tits, pouty little lips, and a round ass that begged to
      be pinched. Gina was so disgusted with herself for checking out her
      own daughter that she snapped irritably at Cassie's cheerful
      greeting.

      Great, thought Gina, add a "mother of the year" trophy to my
      "perfect wife" award. Victor had seriously messed her up by forcing
      her to explore a new attraction to women. She was just confused,
      nothing more to it than that.

      She knew that Cassie wanted them to be closer, but the girl
      wouldn't listen to her mother. Sometimes her daughter would dig in
      her heels and refuse to see reason. Gina missed when Cassie was a
      little girl and would just assume that everything Mommy said was
      the gospel. Well, at least this time Cassie simply blushed and gave
      Gina a strange look, then retreated to her room. Gina watched her
      go, disgusted at herself for being unable to keep her eyes of
      Cassie's bouncing ass. Then sank back into a haze of frustration
      and horniness.

      Daren had wisely avoided Gina all day Saturday, and by bedtime, he
      had already snuck into the bedroom to get himself a pillow and
      blanket for the couch. Gina thought up a few new ideas for how to
      complete a masturbation session successfully, but each time she
      failed to achieve an orgasm.

      Around 2 AM, hair plastered to her face by sweat, she opened her
      phone and stared at the chat app that she had used with Victor. She
      bit her lip. Her pride told her that crawling back to Victor after
      being so publicly rejected would be even more embarrassing than
      their initial fake relationship. Her pussy told her that any
      humiliation would be worth it if she could masturbate to Victor's
      cock one more time.

      [Hey]

      She sent it off quickly, without even thinking, and watched the
      screen, waiting for a reply. The icon next to Victor's name lit up,
      showing he was online. The message was marked as read. The light
      next to Victor's name went out.

      That son of a bitch! She wanted to scream! She wanted to hurl her
      phone across the room! She wanted to cum, Goddammit!

      She fell asleep again, even later this time, trying to hold back
      self-pitying sobs.

      ...

      Gina felt even worse on Sunday. Stretched tight, exhausted, and
      somehow hornier than ever. Something had to give. She was still too
      furious and disappointed with Daren to come crawling to him. She
      would have to try desperate measures. She tried to sneak out the
      door, like she was just going on some errands, but Cassie saw her
      and asked if she could come along for some mother-daughter bonding
      time. Gina swore that she saw Cassie's lingering on her ass when
      she turned to answer, her eyes quickly snapping to Gina's face with
      a guilty smile. Gina's lust-addled brain whispered the question:
      was Cassie checking her out? At her age, Cassie was probably
      experimenting in all sorts of ways sexually. They hadn't been close
      enough lately to discuss it. Was Cassie into women? Maybe even
      older women? No, no: that was ridiculous. Gina was the one that was
      confused and horny, not her daughter. Cassie was just making a
      desperate, mistimed effort to get closer to her mother.

      But maybe I could make use of that desperation, insisted her
      over-sexed lizard brain. Would it be so wrong to have one little
      makeout session with Cassie? Indulge her innocent daughter's
      curiosity? Help her explore her sexuality a little? See how those
      soft round tits felt mashed up against her own. Take that "eager to
      please mommy" attitude and turn it towards a productive
      purpose...

      She snapped herself out of it. She was really getting messed up if
      filthy fantasies like that started sounding rational. Cassie hadn't
      been looking at her that way, it was all in her head, a fucked up
      daydream caused by too much sexual frustration. She denied Cassie's
      request, maybe a little more harshly than she should have.

      When Gina reached the sex shop, she asked the leering, creepy shop
      owner to give her one of every product that was guaranteed to make
      a woman cum. It was an expensive trip, and she returned home with
      two heavy bags, one for each arm.

      That night, Gina achieved an orgasm. Sort of. A weak one.

      She sat on a running dryer, holding a clitoral suction device to
      her pussy, a massive vibrating dildo stretching out her pussy. A
      buttplug created a strange but intriguing pressure in her ass, and
      one nipple burned with a sweet fire from the nipple clamp attached
      to it, as her tongue swirled desperately around the other. The
      sound of an interracial gangbang thundered in the laundry room
      turned to the highest volume. She had gone beyond feeling the shame
      of Daren or Cassie being able to hear it. She had tied the slutty
      silver dress around her face like a blindfold to force the fading
      scent of Victor's cologne and sweat into her nose.

      Gina could tell that she had indeed had an orgasm, at great cost to
      her dignity. But a pale, weak one; not the deep satisfying one she
      had been craving. Not enough to relieve the vast ocean of lust she
      was holding inside herself She lay back on the rumbling dryer,
      sweaty, gasping, and ashamed of herself. She began the slow and
      awkward process of removing the numerous sex toys she had used,
      washing them in the utility sink, and trying her best to hide them
      in towels so that she could put them away in her closet.

      As though Daren and Cassie couldn't tell what she had been
      doing.

      She went to work the next day an exhausted mess, completely
      unrefreshed by the weekend. And somehow things got worse.

      ...

      Gina looked up irritably to a soft knock at her office door. She
      sighed heavily, not even trying to hide her annoyance from the man
      at her door.

      Fucking Xavier again. No doubt here with another stupid pickup
      line. This preening idiot didn't seem to realize that not only
      would he never in a million years get the slightest whiff of Gina's
      pussy, but she would eventually bury his ass at work as well. Sure,
      at the moment the senior partners at the firm were fooled by his
      dimwitted charm, but she was a much better lawyer. In time, her
      talent would crush him.

      But today he walked with an even larger swagger than usual, a smug
      smirk on his punchable face. Gina set her mouth in a grim line. She
      had changed her mind, this was actually a good thing. She could
      unload her stress a little on someone who richly deserved it.

      "Xavier," she said in an icy tone, "why are you in my office? This
      had better be good."

      For once her annoyance seemed not to surprise or deter the annoying
      young man. He wordlessly pulled out his phone and clicked play on a
      video, turning it so that she could see. It took Gina a moment to
      even process what she was seeing. Was this pervert showing her porn
      in her own office? Then she realized what she was watching and her
      mouth fell open in shock. A slutty, curvy blond was squatting on a
      stage, her naked tits heaving. Slowly, the stripper's legs parted
      to reveal a smooth, dripping pussy.

      It was a video that showed Gina in the strip club that night.

      Gina moved to swipe the phone out of Xavier's hands, but he was
      anticipating the move and quickly shifted the phone away. The sound
      of the strip club music still loudly came through the speakers, and
      Gina looked up to the open doorway of her office nervously. Someone
      could walk by at any second.

      "Turn it off Xavier!" she hissed furiously, "I get the
      message!"

      With a raised eyebrow, Xavier finally locked his phone, silencing
      the video.

      "What do you want exactly?" asked Gina in a small voice,
      desperately trying to keep calm. Knowing Xavier, she could guess
      what he was interested in. Probably something romantic, like a
      dirty little quickie in the bathroom. She hated this little
      pipsqueak with a passion, but her horny, mixed-up pussy moistened
      at the prospect. After being wound up and finding no relief for
      several days, her body was desperate for any dick it could
      get.

      "Hey, you don't have to do anything," said Xavier lightly, "I'm
      just showing you a cool video that I found, and wondering if the
      lady in that video would be willing to show me something. You know,
      because she was willing to show a whole crowd that same
      thing."

      It was a paper-thin, laughable defense for the blatant blackmail.
      Any decent lawyer would know that. But this infuriating young idiot
      was offering her a chance at a sexual encounter with another
      person, and a plausible excuse why she had no choice that she could
      fool herself with.

      "Again, Xavier," said Gina, a little heat creeping into her voice,
      "What exactly do you want?"

      Xavier shrugged and grinned his foolish, catlike grin. "I want a
      chance to feel what you let everyone see. Take off your bra. Get
      your tits out." His voice dripped with confidence. He was
      absolutely sure that he had Gina right where he wanted her. Gina
      had conflicting urges. She wanted to wipe the smile off his face
      and ruin him for his sloppy attempt at blackmail, but at the same
      time, in her horny, mixed-up brain, the idea of submitting herself
      sexually to this young cocky douchebag sizzled and buzzed with an
      unexpected heat.

      She had to control herself. Giving in to him now would only
      encourage him and cause more problems down the line. She was
      vulnerable right now because Victor had screwed her up somehow and
      Daren wasn't there for her. Now was not the time to let her pussy
      make decisions for her.

      Xavier put his hands on Gina's desk and leaned forward. "Get your
      fucking tits out right now, Gina. I want to touch them." He was so
      infuriatingly rock-solid certain that she would. The humiliating
      temptation to prove him right, to put herself under his control was
      too much for her right now.

      She got up and moved past him to close the door to her office. When
      she turned back around, the little asshole was sitting in her
      chair, leaning back with his arms behind his head, leering at her.
      He had the audacity to make an impatient "let's go" motion with his
      hands as he kicked his feet up onto her desk.

      Gina's cheeks colored. Xavier's inexperienced dominance was nothing
      compared to Victor's, but their personal history of antagonism made
      this so much more humiliating. Gina unbuttoned her blouse and
      stripped it off, noting that even the sight of the conservative
      black bras she was wearing was causing a notable tent in her young
      rival's pants.

      Gina's hands slipped behind her back and fingered the clasp of her
      bra. It wasn't too late. She could tell Xavier to get the fuck out
      of her office. "After this, it's over, Xavier. You understand me?
      You delete the fucking video and we never talk about this again,"
      she said, attempting a stern voice.

      "Yeah, yeah," said Xavier dismissively, his eyes focused on her
      heaving bra-covered tits, "Less talking, more stripping,
      bitch."

      Gina would never take such words normally from anyone, let alone
      Xavier, but Victor had already trained her to get turned on by
      humiliation, and she found herself losing the fight against her own
      arousal. Her fingers betrayed her as they released the clasp on her
      bra. She shrugged her bra off her shoulders to fall loosely down
      her arms, then unceremoniously removed the bra to reveal her
      stiffening nipples to her hated coworker's greedy eyes.

      Gina stood there a moment, speechless and blushing as Xavier's eyes
      roamed over every inch of her naked tits. She couldn't believe she
      was doing this. It was shameful and twisted, and deeply
      humiliating. The arousal she had been feeling all week reached a
      fever pitch. She found she was fantasizing about Xavier tearing the
      rest of her clothes off and bending her over her desk. What the
      fuck was wrong with her? Things had gone quite far enough without
      doing something crazy like that.

      She would never ever fuck Xavier. Or anybody besides her husband,
      she quickly added in her head.

      She moved to place her bra with her blouse on a nearby bookshelf
      but was stopped by Xavier. "No. Bring it here," he said in that
      deeply arrogant voice.

      Gina walked across her office, unconsciously swaying her hips a
      little as she went to give Xavier a show. Her body was willing to
      accept him as a sexual partner even if her mind wasn't. As she
      walked, Xavier fished a hairy, medium-sized cock from his pants,
      hard and throbbing and dripping with precum from the conquest he
      had been anticipating for so long. Gina made intense eye contact
      with him, obediently handing her bra across her desk.

      Xavier instantly brought the large satiny cups of the bra to his
      cock and began rubbing it all over the still-warm fabric. Then he
      looked up and beckoned Gina closer with a sickening grin.

      Gina leaned far forward across her desk, allowing her tits to hang
      freely down almost to eye level with Xavier. Then he reached his
      hand out. It was suddenly too intense to look her hated rival in
      the eyes. Gina had to look away as Xavier's hand made contact,
      holding a breast tightly in a possessive grip and moving down
      slowly in a cupping, squeezing, almost milking motion until he
      reached the nipple, which he squeezed in a merciless pinch. Gina
      couldn't stop a grunt of mixed pain and pleasure from passing her
      lips at the sensation.

      Xavier continued to pinch, squeeze, and caress her naked breasts
      while pleasuring himself with her bra, making Gina close her eyes
      tight against the overwhelming spiral of shame and arousal.

      *Slap!*

      Gina's eyes flew open in shock. It hadn't been particularly hard,
      but Xavier had unmistakably slapped one of her breasts, making it
      swing and jiggle beneath her. She set her jaw, ready to say that
      this was the last straw, but when she looked down and saw the look
      of victory and disrespect on Xavier's face, the words flew from her
      mind. She simply broke eye contact with Xavier again, unable to say
      a thing.

      Seeing Gina's outraged reaction, followed by her arousal and
      shameful submission, Xavier knew exactly what he wanted to do as he
      came.

      *Slap!* *Slap!* *Slap!*

      Xavier's flat palm swung again and again against Gina's defenseless
      tits, making her cry out in pleasure and pain. Xavier finally
      stopped to clutch Gina's stolen bra close to his crotch,
      splattering it with hot, filthy sperm.

      Gina leaned over her desk, breathing heavily as Xavier wiped
      himself off and got up to leave.
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      "That's enough fun for one day," he said with a smirk, tossing
      the stained bra onto the desk in front of his older rival "I'll see
      you around, Gina."

      Gina was forced to make a nervous, braless trip to the bathroom to
      rinse off her soiled underwear. Luckily she met no one on the way
      there, but a legal aide came in and saw a clear view of her washing
      globby semen off her bra in the sink. The young woman gave her a
      disgusted look, then turned around and left. Hopefully, there
      wouldn't be rumors around the office as a result.

      For the rest of the afternoon, Gina's moist, uncomfortable, defiled
      bra was a constant reminder of her submissive encounter earlier in
      the day. Even though she had thoroughly rinsed the undergarment,
      she swore she could feel the taint of Xavier's slime rubbing
      against her naked breasts, feel the lingering warmth of his cock. A
      constant source of horniness, adding to her already unbearable
      sexual frustration. Another day of sexual torment that had left her
      unfulfilled and desperate for satisfaction.

      For the rest of the week, Xavier went no further, not interacting
      with Gina at all apart from knowing glances.

      By the end of the week, Gina was so aroused and frustrated she
      almost wanted him to grow some balls and really come after
      her.

      ...

      That night Gina made up with Daren, falling into his arms crying.
      She told him all about the terrible week she was having at work,
      tactfully excluding her encounter with Xavier and the frustrated
      lust that was the root of her problems. Although Daren still seemed
      a bit wary of her, he made the appropriate sympathetic responses.
      They kissed sweetly and said their "I love yous", and everything
      seemed good between them again. But when Gina tried a deeper, more
      passionate kiss to move things towards the bedroom, Daren shied
      away. He tried to play it off like nothing had happened, but their
      sexual routine was well-established enough for both of them to
      recognize the rejection for what it was. Gina bit back her anger
      and sexual frustration. She could win her husband back around.
      Throwing a fit now wouldn't help her cause. As an olive branch, she
      allowed Daren to return to their bed from the couch.

      That night, as Daren lay snoring, Gina failed once again to resist
      temptation. She opened the text app on her phone and walked to the
      bathroom.

      [Hello Victor. I realize that we are no longer dating, but I
      appreciate now how much our relationship has come to mean to me.
      Like Lucia said before, you are a man with large appetites. I think
      a casual friends-with-benefits relationship could be fun for both
      of us. I would expect no commitment or romantic efforts from you. I
      promise to make it worth your while...]

      Then she stripped off her pajamas and took the sexiest photo she
      could, looking over her shoulder and biting her lip while squeezing
      a breast.

      She felt disgusted with herself even as she sent it. A married
      woman with her husband in the next room, sending an erotic photo to
      a cruel bully of a man to try to lure him into an explicitly sexual
      relationship. But her lust and desperation shattered her
      reservations. This was sure to get Victor's attention.

      Victor came online. The message was marked as read. The picture was
      marked as seen. The light next to Victor's name remained green for
      a few long agonizing seconds. Victor went offline.

      Gina's eyes blurred with tears as she put her clothes back on a
      climbed into bed. She couldn't tell which of the emotions roaring
      inside her had caused them, but the feelings of guilt, anger,
      humiliation, and loss didn't leave her until she passed out from
      sheer exhaustion.

      ...

      When Gina came home that night, furious, cruel, and in heat, Daren
      had panicked. He was frantically worried that she would discover
      the plastic device now permanently locked onto his penis, and he
      was just not mentally nimble enough to navigate the surprising
      situation, especially while half asleep.

      Luckily, her anger had been about her missing Victor-shaped dildo.
      She hadn't discovered his embarrassing predicament. He hoped he
      would be able to keep it from her long enough to convince Renee to
      remove it.

      Before he knew it, he was stretched out on the couch, shivering,
      stung by Gina's unexpected gibe about his cock size.

      Sure, Renee had been slipping in snide comments about his size for
      weeks in their conversations, but he had assumed that she was just
      trying to needle him like the cheeky little brat she was. He had
      never heard anything negative on the topic from Gina. She had told
      him once, unprompted, that he was the perfect size for her. Was
      that just a lie? Had his wife seen his dick as tiny from the
      beginning?

      He pulled down his pants to see his pathetic, restrained dick.
      Looking at it now, after hearing his wife's ego-eviscerating words,
      it did look small. Surely that was because of the chastity device,
      he told himself. Surely. A penis was supposed to be the ultimate
      symbol of masculinity, of male power and dominance, but his
      cramped, drooling cock right now radiated the opposite: fragility,
      vulnerability, and submission.

      He pulled out his phone, which he had luckily managed to snag on
      his way out of the bedroom, and texted Renee.

      [Good evening, mistress. I remember that you said you were able to
      unlock that device remotely. Would it be possible for you to do
      that now? Gina came home very upset, and I think that she is
      interested in making love.]

      He sent the message, crossing his fingers that Renee wasn't asleep.
      Luckily his message was flagged as read. Renee typed a reply.

      [Hey Cucky. Yeah, I could unlock it any time I wanted. So you are
      asking me permission for a fuck sesh with wifey, huh?]

      He replied.

      [Yes, mistress.]

      [Well I want you to be clear, Puppy. Why don't you ask me properly?
      Something like "Mistress Rene, please unlock my tiny dick so I can
      squirt a load in Gina's juicy, cheating pussy"]

      Daren frowned. Of course a favor from Renee would require him to
      debase himself. Well, if it helped his relationship with his wife,
      it was worth the price.

      [Mistress Rene, please unlock my tiny dick so I can squirt a load
      in Gina's juicy, cheating pussy]

      [Haha, I love your enthusiasm. Hmmmmmmmm.]

      Daren waited for what seemed like an eternity, his cock pressing
      itself futility against its plastic cage.

      [Denied, loser. You're not ready to join the ranks of real men yet.
      All the sex you have had so far in your life has been so pathetic
      that it shouldn't count. Consider yourself demoted back to virgin.
      You have to wait for some virility to build up before I'll let you
      loose. Your first time fucking as a real man has to be special,
      right?]

      Daren sat back, stunned, his dick refusing to deflate. What Renee
      was saying was ridiculous. It simply wasn't how virginity worked.
      He had a daughter for fuck's sake!

      [Sweet dreams, virgin!] Texted Renee.

      It was a stupid, nonsensical taunt, but for some reason, it
      resonated. It brought him back to his high school days when his
      bully had used similar taunts. When he had spent his days jerking
      off and dreaming of the pussies of girls way out of his league.
      Like Gina had been at the time.

      Somehow his current situation didn't seem that far off from back
      then, here he was desperate to fuck Gina, but without a chance in
      hell of doing so. Was he really that different of a person than his
      little loser virgin self in high school?

      Renee didn't respond to anything the rest of the night.

      ...

      On Sunday night, Daren had been so desperate, horny, and concerned
      listening to his wife grunt and groan as she played loud
      pornography in the laundry room that he had dared to try again. He
      texted Renee, begging her to release him, to let him try to help
      relieve what Gina was going through. All he received back was a
      terse text telling him not to push his luck, and that if he didn't
      learn his place, Renee would block his number for a while.

      But on Monday, Renee decided to be merciful.

      At least a tiny bit.

      Daren's phone buzzed in his pocket.

      [Hi Puppy! In school, thinking of u!]

      The messaging app Renee had insisted he download allowed her to
      send time-bound images, and it was a feature she used frequently.
      He suspected it was so that he wouldn't be able to masturbate to
      her. Not that he could anymore.

      She had sent a high-angle selfie which gave a great view down her
      shirt to her bra-covered tits. Her face was winking with her tongue
      stuck out. Daren found himself instantly pressed up hard against
      his chastity device. This was the last thing he needed today.

      [Please mistress, it is a very busy day for me, I will message you
      when I am done with work.]

      If he wanted to sway Renee, he had found it was very important to
      be pleasant and use the language she enjoyed. With a message like
      this, sometimes she would relent and let him go. This wasn't one of
      those times.

      [Are you suuuurrree you're busy, puppy?] She added a devil emoji.
      Daren felt a click at his crotch and a loosening of the tightness
      constraining his cock. No... it couldn't be.

      [I've decided that getting you too backed up might cause problems.
      You're not ready for sex yet, but I guess I can let you jerk off a
      little during times when there is no chance you'll screw up and try
      to fuck wifey. I have a few assignments for you today. Jerk off to
      them all before you go home. I expect you to be all locked up again
      before you leave for home.]

      [First one:]

      She attached a link to the Cuck Diaries website.

      [I really want you to focus on the eye contact here. She's a really
      good actress! Watch how you can see that she still loves the cuck,
      but the bull's big cock is more important to her. Think about how
      you are going to feel when you are on the other side of that same
      look, puppy.]

      The thumbnail showed a blond woman on her knees with a dick in her
      mouth while a pudgy man cried into his hands in the
      background.

      [Next:]

      This time there was a link to Wife Tamers. This site was one of the
      ones Daren dreaded links from. The women seemed to enjoy it, but
      the scenes were especially degrading. He was ashamed to admit that
      clips from Wife Tamers gave him truly wild orgasms.

      [Really focus on the deepthroat scene here. Think about how, to her
      husband, this woman is probably a special, unique treasure. But to
      these men, she is just another sex toy to fuck and cum inside, like
      they have done many times. Think about how hot it will be when the
      same thing happens to Gina.]

      This thumbnail showed a burly black man carrying a petite blond
      woman over his shoulder, both nude. Her face was lit up with shock
      and pleasure.

      [And one bonus, puppy. Just a weird thing I noticed that I thought
      you might find funny.]

      Renee sent a link to Naughty Daddy. That was odd. Supposedly, this
      site was just a palate cleanser. It didn't fit the interracial and
      cuckold themes he was supposed to be "studying" at all. It mostly
      involved contrived setups for stepfathers to have sex with their
      stepdaughters. He had used the site fairly frequently when he
      needed an escape from the intensity of the cuck fetish sites. Renee
      was texting again.

      [Doesn't this girl look just like Cassie?]

      Suddenly Daren felt his heart in his throat. He looked closer at
      the thumbnail. It showed a short, dark-haired girl looking sidelong
      at her "stepfather" with a smirk on her face. The title made it
      clear it was about a popular premise: getting her allowance from
      'daddy."

      She looked maybe a little like Cassie if you squinted. It was hard
      to tell from the little thumbnail. He was aware that this was
      probably just another game Renee was playing. For some reason she
      wanted him to fantasize about Cassie.

      [ You don't have to watch the last one of course. Unless u want to,
      you perv!] Devil emoji, Devil emoji Devil Emoji, Eggplant emoji,
      Water droplet emoji.

      Daren squinted at the thumbnail. Something about the idea of a porn
      scene with someone who looked like his daughter was driving him
      crazy. He looked up at his office door. It was so rare that anyone
      came into his office...

      He stood up quickly and moved to the door. He casually poked his
      head out and looked around. If he closed his door for just 5
      minutes, he could play that video without sound, just long enough
      to confirm that it didn't look anything like Cassie. He could
      easily explain that he was on a private call if someone asked why
      his door had been closed. No one was nearby or paying any
      attention.

      He clicked his door shut and hurried back to his desk, hurriedly
      opening the video on his phone.

      Oh god, it did look kind of like her. Especially the smile, around
      the mouth. The hair was close too. It wasn't a perfect match, this
      girl had a slimmer build than Cassie, and her skin was darker.
      Daren's eyes were riveted as the girl sat next to her "stepdad" on
      the couch in tiny shorts and a tank top, giving him wide, pleading
      eyes and biting her lip.

      He glanced up at his door. As Renee kept telling him, masturbating
      was important to clear his head. Maybe he could just get off really
      quick under his desk. Then he could get some good work done. He
      quickly placed his slimy cage inside a desk drawer.

      He tried not to think about why this video was having such an
      effect on him.

      He scrubbed ahead a few minutes and watched a pov shot as the young
      woman maintained eye contact with the camera while her mouth worked
      slowly up and down a cock. Daren pulled his dick from his
      pants.

      As he jerked off, he scrubbed ahead a few more minutes, to a scene
      where the porn actress bounced up and down, legs wide, on the lap
      of the muscular "dad", pussy stretched by the massive cock, tits
      bouncing freely, face moaning. Although he didn't have the sound
      on, he could read her lips easily "Yes, Daddy! More, Daddy!". God,
      he was close already. Renee had told him that practice should
      increase his stamina, but that hadn't been the case so far. He had
      found that, when he watched the videos and thought about the ideas
      she suggested, he tended to last way less time than usual. Maybe it
      would improve with time.

      He could feel his orgasm coming. He scrubbed ahead to the end, to
      the scene he knew would be there. The young woman (she really
      couldn't be that much older than Cassie) kneeling in front of the
      man, smiling, begging. Fuck it, he needed the sound. He needed to
      hear this. He risked bumping it up a few notches.

      "Please Daddy," The actress was saying in a whining voice, "I want
      it. Give it to me Daddy, all over my pretty little face." Fairly
      typical stuff. But for some reason, right now it was really doing
      it for him. His hand moved like a piston. The Daddy's thick white
      cum was spraying all over the young face. He was over the edge, his
      dick twitching...

      The door to his office opened quickly, and his boss Victor walked
      into the room. Daren panicked. The worst possible outcome had come
      to pass. His brain struggled to cope. Ropes of thick cum burst from
      his dick, painting the underside of his desk as he stared with
      fearful eyes at his boss's disdainful face.

      Luckily for him, in his panic, he had quickly swept his phone off
      the table and dropped it on the floor. The video must have been
      ending at just the right time because he couldn't hear any sound.
      The desk hopefully hid the fact that his still-oozing dick was out.
      There was just a sliver of possibility that Victor had missed what
      was happening.

      Daren waited, his breath held, for the probable storm, perhaps his
      firing. Victor looked around the room.

      "Why was your door closed, Harlowe? That's not how we do
      things."

      "I, uh, just got off an important call. Wanted to cut off any
      background noise."

      Would he buy it?

      Victor shrugged, a smile tugging at the corner of his lips.
      "Whatever. I have something to discuss with you, Harlowe. I just
      finished going over productivity numbers with Lucia. I'm sorry to
      say that I'm struggling to justify your place on the team."

      He didn't look sorry at all in fact. He had a big, satisfied smile
      on his face.

      "Well, s-sir," began Daren, shakily. Having his slimy cock out in
      front of his boss was putting him into a cringing and submissive
      state of mind, "I'm trying my h-hardest'

      "Then it seems like your hardest is just not enough." Victor looked
      even more pleased with this, and Daren got the distinct impression
      he wasn't just talking about work performance anymore.

      "Anyway," said Victor with a dismissive gesture, "I'm not firing
      you quite yet. I've come up with a compromise. Charlie. Get in
      here. Charlie stuck his stubbled, sharp face into the office with a
      big, fake grin, knocking on the open door. No, no, no, this
      nightmare was getting worse. "What's up hardon? How's it
      hanging?"

      Daren managed a sickly nod, trying to pull his lower body further
      under the desk.

      "Charlie is our leader in productivity currently." Victor
      continued, "He's going to take you under his wing. He will give you
      pointers, monitor your work, and report directly back to me.
      Understood?"

      "Y-yes sir."

      "Good." And with that curt dismissal, he turned and left.

      Before Daren could realize what was happening, Charlie strode
      across the room, sat on the edge of his desk, and sneered down at
      his shrunken, cum-covered dick.

      "Fucking gross, Hardon." He said, with a laugh.

      Daren quickly struggled to cover himself, smearing the front of his
      pants with cum in the process.

      "You think you had that shit hidden? I know the smell of cum,
      Hardon, and it fucking reeks in here. What, is wifey refusing to
      touch your tiny dick at home? That sounds about right, now that she
      has a taste for the BBC." He bent down to scoop up Daren's phone,
      scrubbing through the video, as he held it out of the way of
      Daren's reaching hands.

      "Ooooh shit, Hardon! Watching porn at work, huh?" He looked at
      Hardon with a mocking grin. "This one is really cute. Looks a lot
      like the picture you sent me the other day, wouldn't you
      say?"

      Daren's brain couldn't process this information. Too much had
      happened in the last 10 minutes.

      "So... here's the deal hardon. Victor can dress it up however he
      wants, but he spelled it out to me real clearly in private. You're
      my fucking slave now. If you go against me in any way or refuse any
      orders, Victor gets a bad report from me. Got it?"

      "And just to make your position abundantly clear, Take a look at
      these," Charlie said, tossing a thick folder onto the desk. It
      landed with a meaty slap, weighed down by the papers within.

      Cautiously, Daren wiped his hands on his pants, picked up the
      folder, and flipped through it. At first, it didn't make sense. The
      first documents were entry logs of some sort, a list of dates with
      a time code and a duration. There were no titles to the documents,
      but the entries were one to three times a day every weekday for the
      past few months.

      The titles on the next documents made things clear.

      "Web Filter Violations by Daren Harlowe." In a neat, typed list,
      the documents listed the URLs and video titles of every porn video
      he had watched at work since Renee had begun his "training".

      Charlie chuckled, "I can't believe what a dumbass you are, Hardon.
      Why would you look up porn when your phone was connected to the
      company wifi? That's like, lesson number one."

      The next document simply cross-referenced the two previous ones. It
      was titled "Duration and content of Daren Harlowe's masturbation
      sessions during work hours" Each entry was a terse couple of
      sentences. The latest read:

      2:17 pm: Cameras show DH traveling to the third-floor handicapped
      restroom. Filter flags that DH accesses a video titled "Stacked
      Housewife Lets Big Cock Frat Boys Boss Her Around" at 2:23 pm. 3:04
      pm: DH exits the restroom and returns to his desk. Total time theft
      recorded: 47 minutes.

      Daren's mouth was dry and his hands were shaking.

      "Hardon, Hardon, Hardon." Said Charlie, drinking in his panic and
      shame, "This stuff is really bad, you know?"

      He stretched and got up from his seat on the desk, leaning towards
      Daren with casual menace.
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      "I was pulling together all of this evidence with the intention
      of getting you fired. It's fun to fuck with you, but at some point,
      the fun goes out of it. It's like shooting fish in a barrel with
      someone as wimpy as you."

      This was reminding Daren powerfully of high school. Charlie had
      been a bastard back then as well. He didn't like to think about the
      terrible coincidence that his high school bully had been employed
      at the same office as him. Sometimes he suspected that Charlie had
      engineered it that way on purpose.

      "But this picture you sent me convinced me otherwise. For two
      reasons. First of all, I'm interested in Cassie. Like I said to you
      before, the hunt is on. And the fact that you sent me the picture
      tells me that you are going to help me."

      He picked up the family photo from Daren's desk and gave it a
      leering smile

      "The second reason is, the fact that you sent me, a man that you
      know for a fact loves manipulating vulnerable young women, a sexy
      photo of your daughter tells me that you are turned on by some
      fucked up shit, including being abused by me."

      Charlie pulled out a notebook from his pocket and began scribbling
      in it.

      "And don't get me wrong, I'm not gay, Hardon. I just think it is
      fucking hilarious that you get turned on by humiliation no matter
      what gender it comes from. Were you like this back in high school
      too Hardon? Were you getting a little stiffy every time me and my
      buddies would joke around with you?"

      Charlie snapped his fingers.

      "Anyway, to business. I did the math, and I figure that you have
      cost this company over 8,000 dollars with your disgusting use of
      company time."

      Daren boggled. There was no way that several minutes a day added up
      to that much, even over several months.

      "B-but Charlie, that can't be..."

      "I'm counting lost revenue from failed accounts, Hardon. Your
      record has been abysmal these past few months. You lost two damn
      accounts for Christ's sake! Clearly, your poor performance has been
      a result of you taking your eye off the ball, so to speak."

      Daren felt a little angry. There was no way those were his fault.
      It was a result of accounts that were already failing being shoved
      onto his workload by Victor. Probably to make him look bad. But it
      was no use. He knew Charlie wouldn't listen.

      "Let's round it up to 10,000 dollars, just so that we know you are
      sorry about what you did." Said Charlie smoothly, watching Daren's
      miserable face with amused eyes, "You are going to pay back what
      you owe the company to me directly."

      So there it was, thought Daren grimly. Good old fashioned
      blackmail. He wished he was surprised. The worst part was that it
      would be effective.

      "But good news, Hardon! Your buddy Charlie takes payment methods
      other than cash!" Charlie flashed him a sinister smile.

      "Everytime you help me out with a special request, I will knock
      some amount off of what you owe. Pretty sweet, right?"

      Daren grimaced.

      "And here comes your first opportunity," said Charlie, getting out
      a pen and paper, "I have a couple of questions about Cassie. Let's
      call it 2 dollars a pop."

      He asked a large number of questions as Daren struggled to clean
      himself up with a napkin he found on his desk. Where Cassie liked
      to hang out after school, what her interests were, what kind of
      music she liked, what her favorite food and snacks were, which
      celebrities she had crushes on, and who she was friends with. Daren
      was uncomfortably aware that the information he was giving would
      help Charlie locate and maybe even befriend his daughter. His
      designs were obvious, but Daren felt powerless to resist him.

      At one point, Charlie stopped, looking up after Daren had told him
      that Cassie had recently joined the cheer club at school.

      "The cheerleading squad?"

      "Y-yeah."

      "At Riverside High?"

      "That's r-right."

      Charlie tore a blank sheet out of the notebook, snapping it shut
      and stuffing it in his pocket with a pleased look on his
      face.

      "Perfect. Let's call that 30 dollars, Hardon. I lost count of the
      questions. My daughter is the co-captain of the cheer squad at
      Riverside High. That gives me an idea. Here, I'm going to write a
      list of assignments for you as homework."

      He began scribbling on the paper as he talked.

      "Number 1: I want you to talk to Cassie about how the cheer squad
      is going. Get really interested. Ask her about the captains. Focus
      on Melissa. Tell Cassie that an old friend of yours is Melissa's
      father. Suggest that they become better friends. Float the idea of
      a sleepover a Melissa's house. Does that sound too difficult,
      Hardon?"

      Daren shook his head reluctantly. He didn't like where this was
      going.

      "I'll call that 50 bucks. Just a conversation, nothing too hard."
      He drew a line sharply across the paper, preparing for number
      two.

      "Next: Get some photos of Cassie in her new cheer uniform. As sexy
      as you can without raising her suspicions or, God forbid, Gina's.
      Tell her you want them for social media, but don't post them. This
      one's a little tougher. Walk that line between innocent and sexy.
      Innocent enough to make mommy and baby girl suspect nothing, sexy
      enough to get me off. 100 bucks."

      He was drawing another line across the paper. "Oh boy, Hardon! I
      can't wait to see what she looks like. I still remember what Gina
      looked like when she was cheering me on from the sidelines, all
      cute and bouncy. I bet she looks just as good, and this time I'll
      have photos to keep."

      "Last and most importantly," He said, writing a large 3, "I need
      some panties. Two pairs, one clean and folded, one dirty. This one
      really shouldn't be too hard if you are careful. Just don't get
      caught. 150 bucks."

      That reminded Daren unpleasantly of the surprise he had left in
      Cassie's underwear drawer. She hadn't said anything to him. And he
      would know if she had told Gina. But it might make it a bit more
      difficult to steal panties if she suspected him.

      "And that's it for now, Hardon." Said Charlie, creasing the paper
      and sliding it across the desk to him. "Our meeting is
      adjourned.."

      "Now, try to actually get some work done today instead of just
      jerking off."

      Daren had to be especially careful about his jerkoff sessions for
      rest of the day.

      After all, it wasn't like he could disobey his mistress's
      orders.

      ...

      Cassie hurried home on Saturday morning, head still reeling from
      her experiences at Renee's house. It hadn't helped that she had
      woken up to find Renee, gorgeous and nude, snuggled up to her like
      a cat. Cassie had said her goodbyes as quickly as she could while
      Renee yawned and stretched, perfectly showcasing her soft brown
      tits. They had promised to catch up soon, and Cassie had managed to
      leave before Renee seemed to realize how hard she was
      blushing.

      She had hoped that relaxing at home for the rest of the weekend
      would bring her a sense of normalcy and stability, but nothing
      could be further from the truth.

      Her mom was the first one she saw when she walked in the door, and
      she could tell right away something was wrong. She had worshiped
      her mother for years, and even though they were having an extended
      fight, she still did to a certain extent. Her mother would always
      be the beautiful, confident, powerful woman that Cassie one day
      hoped to be like. But Cassie just felt like she deserved more
      respect. It felt like her mother still saw her as a little girl,
      and not as the woman she had become.

      Today it was very clear that her mother saw her as a woman. Gina
      sat at the kitchen counter, wearing her somewhat sexy silk
      nightgown, which had ridden up at the leg, showing a smooth expanse
      of tanned thigh. The low neckline of the silky nightwear, which
      only Daren would normally see, showed a generous amount of
      cleavage, which Cassie found more fascinating than she was prepared
      to admit. Her wild, over-sexed evening with Melissa and her nude
      awakening with Renee had made her horny and confused. She knew she
      shouldn't be seeing Gina this way, but she couldn't stop herself.
      And something was different about her mother as well.

      Gina was as horny as Cassie was.

      Something about Gina's posture, her expression, maybe her
      breathing, made it obvious. Her mother was crackling with sexual
      energy. As Cassie came in, her mother's eyes locked on to her. And
      not her face, at least initially. Cassie's eyes widened as her
      mother's gaze traveled slowly up her body, lingering on her hips,
      between her legs, on her tits. Finally, the deep blue eyes leaped
      upwards, and Cassie felt a surge of electric chemistry as Gina's
      smoldering eyes stared deep into her own.

      "Uh... good morning, mom! I'm back." Said Cassie, struggling to
      keep her voice normal under her mother's intense gaze.

      "I can see that." Snapped Gina, breaking the long, sultry stare and
      hunching slightly over her coffee, "Don't you have some homework to
      do or something?"

      The memory of Melissa and Renee taunting her about being attracted
      to her own mommy wouldn't get out of her head. It was silly. She
      wasn't some kind of pervert, her mother was just an objectively hot
      woman. Her eyes ran up and down Gina's toned, tanned legs as she
      blushed furiously. It looked like her mom was about to say
      something else, but Cassie couldn't handle the situation anymore.
      She retreated hastily to her room, breathing deeply, trying to stay
      calm. Surely she had just misinterpreted an innocent glance from
      her mother. There was no possible way that her brilliant, sexy
      mother was checking out her own daughter. The very idea was crazy.
      The only issue was the crazy sexual night she had just had. What
      she needed was a hot shower to wash away both the sweat and the
      lingering feelings from last night.

      The shower didn't help all that much. The steamy water and the feel
      of her hands on her own body felt like they were making things
      worse in fact. Maybe what she needed was to relax in some pjs and
      take her mind off things.

      Unfortunately, on the way back to her room in only a towel, she ran
      into her father.

      "Oh, hi sweetie." He said with a smile. He looked happy to see her,
      if a bit distracted. "How was your night at your friend's
      place?"

      "Um. Hi Daddy!" She squeaked, painfully aware that the small towel
      was all that stood between her naked body and her dad. "It was
      really fun. How was your night?"

      A shadow passed over Daren's face, and he stared into the distance.
      Well, thank god he isn't leering like mom, thought Cassie. Sweet,
      silly daddy. He had trouble even recognizing that she wasn't five
      anymore, let alone seeing her sexually. She felt guilty for even
      considering that he would look at her that way. She felt extra
      guilty about cumming so hard to the daddy daughter porn that
      Melissa had teased her about.

      Cassie cleared her throat nervously. Daddy might not be checking
      her out, but he was inadvertently blocking her way to her bedroom,
      forcing her to stand in the hallway in her skimpy towel.

      "Oh! Sorry sweetie!" Said Daren, jumping, "I'll get out of your
      way. See you later, kiddo." He squeezed past her, swooping in to
      give her a quick kiss on the cheek. It brought him close enough for
      Cassie to smell his cologne, and feel the stubble scrape her cheek.
      She shuddered. She needed to calm down, after last night she was
      just a puddle of sexual urges, and this morning it was manifesting
      in a lot of inappropriate ways.

      She finally made it to her room and dropped the towel. At least
      Daddy was treating her normally. That was the sort of stability
      that she needed right now. Maybe they could do something together
      later today. He clearly had something going on with him. They could
      probably both use the distraction.

      Cassie slid open her panty drawer and almost reached in without
      thinking before she saw what was sitting on the top. A crumpled
      pair of her dirty panties had been placed in the center of the
      drawer, on top the clean, folded pairs. Cassie's eyebrows furrowed.
      That was strange. Had she placed them there accidentally when she
      was dressing to go to Renee's?

      Cassie slowly reached out and picked them up between a thumb and
      forefinger, already suspecting that there was some darker reason
      for them to be there. Her heart pounded and her mouth went dry as
      she noticed the sticky, half dried goo coating the inside of her
      favorite pair of panties. She numbly observed that the load had
      been so large that the panties couldn't contain it, the formerly
      clean pairs beneath it now had little stiff drops and speckles of
      dried cum on them from where the soiled pair had leaked.

      She dropped the panties with a horrified little squeak, watching
      them hit the floor between her feet. She hurriedly wiped her
      fingers on her naked thigh, then stumbled back and flopped onto her
      bed, her brain spinning.

      What did this mean exactly? It couldn't be... Maybe someone had
      broken in. And not stolen anything, just jerked off in her panties?
      Maybe her parents had a guest over last night? Her mind raced for
      alternative solutions, but the fact remained that there was only
      one male with regular access to her bedroom.

      Daddy.

      Her daddy had stolen her favorite pair of panties and filled them
      with his jizz. Her sweet, loveable goof of a dad. It was fucked up.
      And he had left them there. Hadn't even tried to hide it. He wanted
      her to know what he had done. Why?

      Did daddy want to fuck her? Her face grew hot as she considered the
      possibility. Leaving the panties in her drawer had been intrusive.
      Aggressive. A violation. It felt like a dominant, crude declaration
      of his impure intentions. It didn't feel like Daddy at all, but
      then again, if he did this kind of thing, how well did she really
      know him?

      She should be horrified. Grossed out. Furious. Instead, she was
      incredibly turned on. Maybe it was all of the sexual tension or the
      dirty talk Melissa had fed her about fathers, but the idea that her
      daddy wanted her sizzled in Cassie's brain like a live coal.

      She needed some relief, something to clear her mind. What she
      needed was a masturbation session. She locked her door and pulled
      out her phone to text Renee.

      [Hello again Renee. Thanks again for the great sleepover. I wanted
      to do a little more exploration tonight. Do you maybe have any more
      of those videos about stepfathers?]

      She didn't have to wait long for a reply.

      [Hey Kissy! So, you want to rub one out to some daddy/daughter
      stuff? I thought you would never ask!]

      Cassie lay down on her bed and spread her legs a little as she
      opened the first of the many links Renee was pouring into the chat
      log.

      ...

      Masturbating her brain away all Saturday evening had helped Cassie
      restore a sense of balance. She still wasn't sure what to make of
      the ruined panties she had found in her drawer, but she had decided
      to take a wait-and-see approach. If Daren really was after her,
      this wouldn't be his final move.

      As far as her mom went, she had convinced herself that she had been
      mistaken about Gina checking her out. Her horny, mixed-up brain had
      probably conflated a cranky look from her tired mother with her own
      confused sexual yearnings. Completely her fault.

      When she saw her mom headed out the door for an errand, she asked
      if she could go along. A mother-daughter shopping trip would cure
      Cassie's strange awkwardness, and maybe even chip away at their
      recent frosty relationship.

      But Gina's response only left Cassie feeling more confused. Gina
      had stopped, giving her another appraising, almost hungry look, her
      eyes lingering again over her daughter's body, then turned on her
      heel and left with a gruff refusal.

      After that, she had eaten a somewhat tense lunch with her dad,
      trying to gauge his reactions towards her for signs of taboo lust.
      Confusingly, it seemed like he had trouble focusing on her at all,
      his eyes frequently a million miles away. Something strange was
      definitely happening with him, but she couldn't understand how it
      could be connected to the defiled panties she had found in her
      drawer. Suddenly it felt like the safe, comfortable home she had
      grown up in had become a twisted sexual battlefield.

      She spent most of the afternoon trying to distract herself with
      some video games, and only partially succeeding. She was
      interrupted in the afternoon by a text from Peter.

      [Hey Kissy!] Smiley face.

      [I know it is sudden, but would you like to go on a date tomorrow?
      Now that we are dating, I think it's time we hang out more!]

      She couldn't help but smile. She was feeling a lot more confident
      about their relationship now that she had practiced her kissing and
      gotten some tips about boys from Renee and Melissa.

      [Yes! I would love to Peter!]

      [Awesome! Let's go together after school!]

      Well, at least she had that to look forward to. It wasn't like
      things could get any weirder here at home.

      That assumption turned out to be wrong.

      When she walked into the kitchen to get some snacks that evening,
      she could clearly hear the sound of pornography playing loudly in
      the laundry room, accompanied by feminine whines and grunts that
      could only come from her mom. She saw her dad, sitting stiffly on
      the couch in the living room, clearly hearing the same thing she
      was.

      What the fuck was Gina doing? She had never had any desire to know
      about her parent's sex life before this point, but her curiosity
      burned. She waited for her moment, and eventually, it came. Daren
      got up and moved to her bathroom and she seized her chance.

      Gina had obviously locked the door to the laundry room to prevent
      snooping, but her parents didn't seem to be aware that the weak old
      locks in their house could be easily opened with a butter knife.
      Cassie slid the door open just a crack. Just to get a peek and
      satisfy her curiosity.

      Her mouth dropped open, dumbfounded. It had to be one of the most
      erotic images she had seen in her life, pornography included. Her
      curvy, naked bombshell of a mother sat leaned back, legs spread on
      the rumbling dryer, holding some sort of vibrating device to her
      clit. Both her round, tanned ass and soaking wet pussy were stuffed
      with sex toys, and her free hand was holding her own breast to her
      mouth, where her mouth busily sucked and slurped and bit at the
      nipple. The other nipple held a painful-looking clamp, and the
      whole look was completed by a silvery blindfold covering her eyes
      and nose.

      Cassie's heart pounded as she eased the door further open. The
      blindfold looked thick enough that Her mom would never realize she
      was there, and the loud interracial gangbang porn playing on the
      small television would mask any sounds she would make. Cassie
      inched closer to her frantically masturbating mommy, her own pussy
      growing wet at the sight of her mother's wanton behavior. It was
      too much. The woman from that erotic photo was here in the flesh.
      Close enough to... touch. No, that would be a disaster. Cassie
      wanted badly to join in, to masturbate as well. She fumbled at her
      crotch above her pajama pants.

      Gina's groans and whimpers grew louder, muffled by her mouth full
      of breast flesh. Could she sense another presence in the room?
      Cassie suddenly felt that her presence was too risky, even with the
      blindfold.

      She turned to leave, then turned back, biting her lip. She couldn't
      resist. She pulled out her phone, and quickly and silently snapped
      a few photos from various angles, as her mommy's toes began to curl
      and she let out a series of stifled moans, her hips bucking against
      the sex toy in her hand.

      Cassie then swiftly and quietly left the room, closing the door
      behind her just as Gina reached up to remove the blindfold. Luckily
      for her, Daren was still in the bathroom. As she hurried back to
      her bedroom, she texted Renee once again.

      [Sorry to bother you again, Renee. Do you happen to know of any
      videos of stepmoms and daughters together?]

      Renee was quick to respond again.

      [Oh shit, you kinky little slut! I'm into it! Absolutely. Not as
      common of a fetish, but I can definitely hook you up.]

      For the second night in a row, Cassie masturbated late into the
      night fantasizing about one of her parents.
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      She didn't end up using many of the videos Renee had sent. The
      photos she had taken that evening worked much better.

      ...

      After school the next day, Cassie excitedly met Peter on the steps
      outside the school. She was skipping cheer practice for this, but
      luckily, despite her struggle to nail down the routine, Renee
      seemed totally on board.

      "Yeah, girl!" She had said with an excited grin when Cassie told
      her during lunch, "You go wow your man with all those things we
      taught you."

      "Hell yeah," Said Melissa with a gleam in her eye, "and remember,
      boys like girls to be submissive. Just go with the flow."

      And now here she was, walking hand in hand with Peter, who looked
      just as excited as her. She was wearing another outfit recommended
      by Renee: a skirt she would normally consider a bit too short with
      high socks and a blindingly white tank top.

      "So where are we going on our big first date, Mr. Boyfriend? The
      movies? A fancy restaurant? A romantic picnic?" She said in a
      teasing, flirty voice. She was ready to have a fun, light afternoon
      with her longtime crush.

      "Oh, uh..." Said Peter, looking a little awkward, "I figured that
      we could just spend some time hanging out at my house."

      Cassie worked to keep herself from frowning. She had been over to
      Peter's house dozens of times when they were just friends so that
      hardly seemed special. Well whatever, Peter was just inexperienced
      with being a boyfriend, and maybe it was better to keep things a
      little more casual and ease into the romantic stuff.

      That explained why they were walking. Peter lived within an easy
      7-minute walk of the high school. During the walk, Cassie couldn't
      help but notice that Peter seemed to be getting more and more
      nervous. His hand was growing a little sweaty, and his smile seemed
      almost manic.

      His slightly hunched walk didn't help to hide his boner as much as
      he clearly hoped it did. Cassie tried to avoid feeling
      exasperation. This was not turning out as romantic as she had
      hoped.

      When they arrived at Peter's house, the driveway was empty, and
      when he unlocked the door, the house was dark and silent. Cassie
      began to get a sneaking suspicion in her gut.

      "Peter," she said neutrally, "Where are your parents?"

      "Oh, uh, haha," said Peter, looking jittery, his boner almost
      bursting through his jeans, "My dad had an out-of-state work trip
      this week, and my mom went with him. So I was, you know, sort of
      hoping that we could just hang out here this week, just the two of
      us."

      He was awkwardly approaching, a hungry, unsubtle look on his face.
      Cassie suppressed her crushing disappointment. Her first date with
      Peter, which she had imagined so many times, turned out to be a
      crude booty call. She was still a virgin, and her first time would
      be on a poorly planned first date.

      Peter gripped her by the shoulders and came in for another stiff,
      awkward kiss. Go with the flow, Melissa and Renee said. Men like
      submissive women. Well, thought Cassie, it doesn't get more
      submissive than allowing this awkward, unromantic excuse for a
      boyfriend to take my virginity. She hoped Peter appreciated this.
      It would all be worth it when they got married someday.

      Melissa and Renee's kissing practice was actually helpful, although
      Peter started out as stiff as before, Cassie's soft, wet, yielding
      mouth soon helped him to relax and enjoy the experience.

      He still wasn't a very good kisser. And his clumsy pawing at
      Cassie's boobs did nothing to improve the mood. After a few minutes
      of making out on the couch, Peter seemed to decide that the time
      had come. He started fumbling with his pants with shaky fingers,
      dropping them to the floor in a sweaty tangle of briefs and
      jeans.

      Cassie was ready to try. She had seen an awful lot of sex in the
      last few weeks in the videos Renee had made her watch. She gave
      Peter another deep kiss as she ran a small hand up his pale skinny
      leg. Her hand reached his crotch, closing softly around a hard,
      hot, disappointingly small shaft.

      Peter groaned into her mouth.

      "W-wait. Noooooooo. Kissyyyyyy." He let out an oddly high-pitched
      moan as Cassie felt hot goo splatter over her hand and skirt.

      Cassie backed away, feeling disgusted.

      "Wait, Kissy." Whined Peter, reaching a hand out as his deflating
      dick dripped more cum on his parent's sofa, "I'm sorry! You're just
      so hot. Give me another chance. I can do it better. Just give me a
      minute."

      "I... I need to use the bathroom." Muttered Cassie, retreating to
      the familiar bathroom she had visited many times when she and Peter
      were just friends.

      Cassie washed her hands three times before she was satisfied that
      there was no slimy residue. She couldn't believe how disappointed
      she was. Not only had Peter utterly failed at being romantic, he
      had also failed at skipping directly to sex. Cassie sat on the
      toilet, dabbing at the wet slimy stains on her skirt. How could she
      explain this to Rene? Her phone suddenly started ringing, giving
      her a scare. It was Renee calling. Should she answer it? She
      debated for a moment before accepting the call. She needed the
      support.

      "Hey hey there Juliet!" Came Renee's cheerful voice, "How is Romeo
      doing on your date?"

      "Not so good Renee," said Cassie, trying to remain quiet enough
      that Peter couldn't hear from outside, "It s-sort of went all
      wrong."

      "What? What do you mean? Where are you right now?" Came Renee's
      concerned voice.

      "We are at his house. His parents aren't home." she added with
      bitter sarcasm.

      "On your first damn date?!? That little perv! I knew he wasn't
      right for you. You sit tight there Kissy, I'm leaving practice
      right now to come get you."

      "No, Renee, that's ok, it's fine." Said Cassie, secretly happy that
      her friend was showing so much concern. "Would you even know where
      to go?"

      "I insist, girlfriend. Melissa can handle things here. I know
      exactly where you are, I have 'find my friends' on your phone,
      remember?"

      Cassie didn't remember ever setting that up but felt a lot better
      knowing Renee was on her way.

      Less than ten minutes later, the doorbell rang and Cassie nervously
      exited the bathroom. Renee was standing framed in the doorway still
      in her cheer uniform, hip cocked sassily and raising an eyebrow at
      the cowering form of Peter. She looked like a sexy knight in
      shining armor to Cassie, here to whisk her away from this awkward,
      sad, disappointing situation.

      "There's my girl!" Shouted Renee over Peter's shoulder, causing him
      to turn with an ashamed, pleading look in his eye. "C'mon Kissy,
      let's get out of here."

      "Wait, Kissy," said Peter pathetically, "Don't leave, I'm sorry.
      Let's start over. We can do it right this time."

      "She's not doing anything with you, babydick." Said Renee acidly,
      holding out a hand. Cassie took it gratefully, turning back once on
      the way to the car to see Peter watching her, slumped and defeated,
      from the doorway.

      Renee drove her straight home, for once, letting a comfortable
      silence hang between them. Not pushing for the juicy details. She
      only mentioned casually right as she dropped Cassie off that they
      and Melissa should have a long talk when Cassie was ready to talk
      about what had happened.

      Cassie had a dozen messages from Peter on her phone by the time she
      got to her room.

      She blocked him without reading them.

      ...

      Renee smiled on her way back to practice.

      Victor had taught her that sometimes the best way to make a
      submissive dependent on you was to eliminate all their other
      pillars of support.

      Kelsey had jumped ship to stay popular.

      Peter was now an awkward memory.

      Some even Kissy's parents would have such a twisted relationship
      with her that they would get turned on by her corruption.

      Who else could Kissy turn to now except her bestie Renee?

      ...

      [Lol. I never thought that little picture would cause such a
      fuss.]

      Daren stared unhappily at his phone. He wasn't sure what he had
      expected when texting Renee. She seemed to claim some sort of
      ownership over him, so maybe he had hoped she would pull some
      strings to keep Charlie from controlling him. That didn't seem to
      be her reaction.

      [Well, you were right to bring this to me, Puppy. Another person
      fucking with your sexuality right now could throw my whole training
      regime out of whack. In this case, though, I'm fine with it. Think
      about it. A struggle to protect your daughter, what could be more
      manly than that?]

      Daren grimaced. So much for outside help. Maybe it would have been
      smarter to hide this from Renee... Well, as long as he was in
      conversation with her, he might as well try a different tack.

      [Mistress, I made up with Gina last night. I was hoping that I
      could have a really romantic evening with her to get back on the
      right foot.]

      Daren hoped that by introducing the idea of unlocking his cage
      without asking outright, he might be able to finesse Renee a
      little.

      [I see where you are going with this, Puppy.]

      Daren held his breath, hoping for a favorable response.

      [That means tonight is the perfect opportunity for a home-cooked
      meal. Good thinking! Make sure to make it extra creamy.]

      Shit. Daren had almost succeeded in blocking out the thought of
      Victor's cum, hidden in the back of the fridge under some old
      celery. He should have known that Renee would still have it at the
      top of her mind.

      [Do it, Puppy. Your mistress demands it. If you manage to feed her
      some without getting caught, I will be happy with you. Very happy.
      So happy you might even get a little reward."] She followed that up
      with a heart emoji, then signed off.

      Daren sighed. A little cum wouldn't hurt Gina, she would never even
      know. And if he did this, maybe Renee would be pleased enough to
      temporarily unlock his chastity device. He pulled out his phone and
      started looking up recipe ideas.

      ...

      Later that evening, Daren looked down at the bubbling alfredo
      sauce. It was almost finished. Homemade Shrimp Alfredo was a
      favorite of Gina's and was something he had made often before. It
      also just felt like a... inconspicuous choice. His eyes slid over
      to the cool vial in his hand, the lid already removed, beads of
      condensation forming on its surface. It was now or never.

      He tipped the vial over into the sauce, watching the viscous,
      bright white fluid blob out into the fragrant sauce, ruining it. It
      was a surprisingly large amount. It couldn't be just one load,
      multiple must have been combined into one vial. It took only a few
      quick stirs for the disgusting fluid to incorporate smoothly into
      the creamy sauce.

      Daren walked over to the garbage can and shoved the empty vial deep
      inside, wrinkling his nose in disgust as he covered it with other
      trash. There. The deed was done. So much for the easy part.

      Just as he was thinking that, the door opened, and Gina walked in,
      moving with energy and purpose, as usual, but looking exhausted.
      God, even when she is a wreck, she looks gorgeous, thought Daren,
      studying his wife's delicate features and her new platinum hair,
      pulled back into a messy ponytail. His heart ached. When would
      things get back to the way they used to be?

      Gina gave him a tired smile and a dry peck on the cheek.

      "Wow honey! You cooked for me tonight? Thank you!" She sounded
      genuinely pleased. "It smells divine! Fix me a plate while I change
      out of my work clothes."

      She hurried off to the bedroom, and Daren returned to the stove,
      now having second thoughts. Couldn't he just have one night
      relaxing with his wife without it being tainted by Victor? Maybe it
      wasn't too late to throw out the food and tell Gina that it had
      been ruined somehow. But even as he had the thought, he knew it
      wouldn't work. Gina, as tired as she was, would probably get
      annoyed that he had screwed up the meal, which would cause a fight
      and destroy the whole mood. With a heavy heart, he dished up some
      noodles and covered them with the thick gooey white sauce.

      Daren froze as he carried the plate to the living room, where Gina
      liked to eat after work. He sniffed. Oh no. Although it made him
      ashamed to admit it, he had tasted and smelled Victor's cum the
      night before, and the sauce on the plate right now had a definite,
      detectable odor that matched his memory. It shouldn't be possible.
      The volume of jizz in comparison with the rest of the sauce was so
      small it should be completely lost. But Victor's cum must be
      powerful stuff. He brought his nose closer and sniffed deeply.
      There was no mistaking it...

      "Is that for me, chef?" Said Gina happily, walking up behind him
      and giving him a hug She was wearing an oversized t-shirt and the
      short shorts she wore to relax around the house. "C'mon, hubby,
      let's sit. You can rub my feet while I enjoy my feast."

      Damn, it was too late. It was all over. She would take one smell of
      the tainted food, and then ask questions he was unprepared to
      answer.

      He followed her numbly to the living room couch, mind racing to
      come up with an excuse for why she should taste the food. Drawing a
      blank. Gina leaned back into the corner of the couch and plopped
      her feet into Daren's lap, wordlessly demanding a foot rub. Daren
      had to shift carefully so that her feet didn't come into contact
      with the plastic cage on his penis. These foot rubs were a frequent
      ritual of theirs that he disliked, but was unwilling to start an
      argument about. Daren began rubbing Gina's feet absentmindedly,
      eyes and mind fixed on the cummy pasta on his wife's plate.

      "Another hard day at the office..." began Gina, launching into a
      venting session.

      She raised the large swirl of noodles to her mouth. Steam wafted
      from the hot sticky noodles, and a strand of the thick sauce
      connected the forkful momentarily with the surface of the plate.
      Daren opened his mouth, trying to say something, anything before
      his wife did something she couldn't undo.

      He couldn't get anything out in time. The saucy noodles disappeared
      into Gina's mouth as Daren watched in horror. He never would have
      agreed to this if he had known how disgusting it would be in
      practice.

      Gina chewed. Then stopped, her brow furrowing. She looked at Daren.
      Raised her eyebrows. She continued chewing. Swallowed.

      "Wow! My compliments to the chef!" Said Gina, impressed, "This
      stuff is fucking amazing Daren! What did you do differently this
      time?" To emphasize her point, she swirled up another large forkful
      of slimy pasta and ate it, chewing happily, rolling his boss's cum
      around her mouth in order to taste it more fully.

      Daren's mind felt blank. She could clearly taste something
      different. And she fucking loved it. It was delicious to her. His
      wife thought Victor's cum was the yummiest, most mind-blowing taste
      she had ever had. He had to come up with a convincing lie.

      "I used, um... black garlic." He said, saying the first thing that
      popped into his head, "It's a special kind of fermented
      garlic."

      Gina nodded, savoring another sloppy mouthful. She wiped a stray
      blob of sauce off of her lip and sucked it off her finger with a
      slurp. "Yeeeah, I can taste it! Fermented, huh? It does have a sort
      of tangy, funky taste. I love it, babe! If this is black garlic, I
      don't know if I want to go back to white!"

      Daren felt his dick straining against its plastic cage. This
      situation should be disgusting and guilt-inducing, but he had
      fallen so far that the thought of feeding his unsuspecting wife his
      rival's cum was turning him on.

      The front door opened, and Cassie walked through, looking almost as
      tired as her mother. Gina was just finishing the last of her plate,
      using her fork to scrape up every last bit of the tainted sauce
      that she could, using her tongue to lick the fork spotless.

      "Welcome home, Cass." Said Gina warmly, clearly feeling happy and
      content from the meal she had so enjoyed. Cassie looked surprised
      at the warm greeting. Nerves had been a bit frayed around the house
      this week, and the positive atmosphere was clearly a surprise.
      Cassie broke out into a smile matching her mother's. "Thanks, Gina.
      Glad to be back." She said, with only a gentle touch of
      irony.

      "Why don't you grab a plate of this pasta your father made,
      sweetie." Said Gina, rising from the couch. "I'm about to grab
      seconds myself. It's incredible! Your father is quite the
      chef."

      Daren found himself scrambling again for an excuse. He couldn't let
      Cassie eat the befouled pasta. His mouth opened and closed, but no
      sound came out. He was even worse off this time, there didn't seem
      to be any rational reason he could think of that Gina could eat the
      pasta, but Cassie shouldn't.

      His stomach did flips as he saw Gina and Cassie returning from the
      kitchen, both with plates heaping with creamy white pasta.

      "Uh, no Cassie," He tried lamely, "That pasta is just for your
      mother, I made it especially for her."

      Cassie cast a confused glance at her mother, who in turn cast an
      unamused look at Daren.

      "Don't be weird honey. There is plenty of food, and I want her to
      have some. Go on Cass, eat up." And with that, Gina stuck another
      bite into her mouth.

      Cassie took a small twirl of the sloppy, gluey noodles and lifted
      them to her mouth. Daren winced, but couldn't take his eyes off her
      as the jizzy noodles passed her innocent little lips.

      As she tasted the dish, Cassie's nose wrinkled slightly, and her
      eyebrows drew together in confusion. She swallowed in a gulp, but
      looked down at the plate with suspicion, not taking another
      bite.

      "Are you sure these noodles are ok, Gina? They taste a little
      weird." Daren's heart pounded. This is where it all fell apart. Now
      he wouldn't just be the pervert who fed another man's cum to his
      wife, but also to his daughter.

      "Nonsense!" said Gina confidently, "It's just the special
      ingredient your dad used. Here..." She speared some noodles from
      her own plate with a piece of shrimp, "Try it again, sweetie. It's
      an acquired taste, but if you keep tasting it, I know you are going
      to love it." Gina hovered her fork over to Cassie, and although
      their sweet daughter looked a little reluctant, she obediently
      opened her mouth. The slimy load pushed inside, smearing the white
      sticky sauce across her lips. Gina used a gentle thumb to wipe away
      the messy sauce for Cassie's lips, and stuck the thumb in her own
      mouth, gently sucking to remove the delicious sauce.

      Cassie chewed slowly, a thoughtful look on her face.

      "You're right, Gina," she said with a smile, "I thought it was a
      little gross at first, but it is starting to taste better and
      better."

      "Why aren't you eating any, dear?" Said Gina suddenly, through
      another mouthful of pasta.

      Daren froze up again. Why hadn't he just made one serving for Gina?
      He had foolishly made the same size that he normally did, in the
      hopes that it would dilute the cum enough to be undetectable, but
      now he was trapped.

      "I'm just not feeling hungry, honey." He said with a shaky smile.
      Hopefully, Gina would drop it.

      "I get it, it's this weird 'this food is just for you Gina' stuff
      again." She said with fond exasperation, "For the last time, there
      is plenty. Grab a plate, I will still have enough for work
      tomorrow."

      Caught again in a web of his own lies, Daren returned to the
      kitchen and grabbed a plate with numb hands. As he took a small
      scoop of the pasta, his stomach roiled at the thick strands of goo
      that stretched from the scoop to the pan. The pasta hit his plate
      with an unappetizing splat. He stared down at it grimly. Maybe he
      could just push it around his plate if Gina was distracted.

      He walked back to the living room to find Cassie and Gina in
      conversation.

      "...but you have been making friends with the other girls, right?"
      said Gina, her voice muffled by food. "The routines are always hard
      at first, but team spirit is the real key."

      "Yeah, mom." Said Cassie, seeming a little subdued, "I mean, all
      the other girls have been...great." She was eating with a lot more
      enthusiasm now, slurping up more noodles as she finished her
      sentence.
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      "We've just been talking about how Cassie has joined the cheer
      squad," Said Gina, explaining to Daren as he sat down, "I always
      told you that it was the best thing for you sweetie." She said with
      a smile.

      Cassie's return smile seemed a little forced. If he remembered
      correctly, whether Cassie should join the cheer squad had been a
      topic of heated argument between them when Cassie had first entered
      high school.

      "We're both very proud of you sweetie," Said Daren, trying to
      pretend to be too distracted by the conversation to eat. He
      remembered that Charlie had given him some tasks related to
      Cassie's cheerleading... This was probably the most natural chance
      he could hope for. "Do you know the captains well?"

      "Yeah!" said Cassie, wiping some cream from her mouth, "Melissa and
      Renee! They are really nice. We're getting to be good
      friends."

      Daren felt his tension rise as he heard Renee's name. He knew that
      Renee went to the same high school, and he remembered that she was
      on the cheer team... but he wasn't especially comfortable knowing
      that she and Cassie were becoming friends. She had dirty-talked him
      about Cassie while jerking his cock with Cassie's underwear for
      God's sake. The whole thing felt dangerous to him. That was a
      concern for another time. Right now, he was supposed to be focusing
      on Melissa.

      "That's great, honey." He said, shifting some food around on his
      plate, "Is that whose house you went over to the other night?
      Melissa?"

      "No, that was Renee's. I haven't been over to Melissa's place
      yet."

      "Oh, well maybe you should make a plan to do that. I think it's
      great you are making new friends." Said Daren, with an effort to
      keep his voice light. He noticed Gina giving him an odd look. Was
      he being too transparent in suggesting Cassie go to Melissa's
      house? Then Gina glanced down at his plate and raised an eyebrow
      slightly.

      Shit.

      She had realized that he hadn't taken a bite yet. He was out of
      options. He lifted a small bite to his mouth. His stomach did an
      unpleasant flip. How did a straight man end up swallowing the cum
      of his worst enemy twice in one week? It wasn't fair. He
      reluctantly placed the noxious pasta in his mouth.

      The taste of the cum wasn't as overpowering as he had feared, but
      it was definitely noticeable. His mind snapped back to Friday
      night, sitting naked, humiliated, and cum spattered on this same
      couch, the hard metal wedding band on his tongue, his boss's cum
      seeming to spread like oil over every part of his mouth. The taste
      was the same. He had never tasted cum before that night, but he
      already could recognize it instantly.

      Gina smiled, all suspicion relieved. "Really good right? I'm going
      to make you cook this for me again and again. I'm getting super
      addicted to this stuff!"

      "Yeah Daddy!" said Cassie cheerfully, "I changed my mind. You can
      feed me this stuff any time."

      Daren swallowed, his stomach protesting. He couldn't talk about
      this. He needed to change the subject.

      "But speaking of cheerleading, do you have your new uniform?" Said
      Daren abruptly. He was worried for a second that the shift was a
      bit too awkward, but Gina seemed on board right away.

      "Oh yes, sweetie! I can't wait to see how you look!" Said Gina with
      enthusiasm, her worries of the day seeming to have temporarily
      melted away.

      For some reason, Cassie seemed to not be as enthusiastic. A look of
      discomfort crossed her face. "Um... yeah. They did give me a
      uniform." She seemed to want to avoid the topic, but Daren couldn't
      let the chance to fulfill Charlie's command pass him by.

      "Well, why don't you put it on, sweetie." He said with his best
      fatherly charm, "You can show us how you look. I think your mother
      and I are both curious to see."

      "Yes!" Said Gina excitedly. She looked very pleased with the
      opportunity to bond with Cassie about their new shared experience.
      "Show me and your father what your new cheer look is like."

      "I...I really don't know." Said Cassie nervously, "It sounds like
      it might be a little awkward, and I have some homework I really
      should be starting, so...."

      "Nonsense." Said Gina flatly. She was using a tone that Daren knew
      well. It meant that she wasn't angry yet, but was prepared to work
      herself up to that if you kept trying her patience. "I don't see
      anything awkward about it, it's a uniform you are going to be
      wearing in front of hundreds of people. Listen to your father. We
      want to see that uniform."

      Cassie had a deer-in-the-headlights look. What was the problem? Was
      she really that shy? Finally, she nodded meekly, a pink blush
      already forming on her pale cheeks, and scurried off to her
      room.

      Gina had finished her plate and leaned back with a satisfied sigh.
      She looked over at Daren's still almost full plate and he felt
      forced to take yet another gut-churning bite.

      "I wonder how they have changed the uniform since we were in
      school," She said idly, lacing a hand through Daren's "It was a
      different time after all. Not as many concerns about sexualizing
      high schoolers. Some of the stuff we wore was a little racy. They
      probably cover up a lot more nowadays just to avoid lawsuits. I
      wouldn't be surprised if... they... wore......." Gina's eyes were
      wide as she stared over Daren's shoulder as her sentence trailed
      off into nothing. Daren turned around and couldn't believe his
      eyes.

      The hypersexualized uniform that his sweet innocent daughter was
      wearing would have looked more at home in a sleazy porno than on a
      football field. Her large tits strained against the stretchy
      material of the top, with the shirt short enough to leave her flat
      little belly exposed to the air. The skirt was short enough that,
      even sitting low enough on her hips that he thought he could almost
      see some pubes peeking out, it still went less than halfway down
      her thighs.

      Cassie's face was beet red, and she gave the pompoms she was
      carrying a halfhearted shake with her face locked in a mortified
      expression.

      Both parents studied their daughter silently, eyes roaming over the
      exposed and openly displayed sexuality of her young ripe body.
      Cassie seemed to wilt under their stares, but some parts of her
      body rose. Her nipples visibly stiffened and pushed hard against
      the clinging stretchy fabric of the tiny top, creating two hard
      points on the smooth surface of her barely-contained tits.

      Daren couldn't take her eyes off of his daughter. The large breasts
      with stiff nipples, the thick squishy thighs, the wide rounded
      hips. She was a wet dream come to life. She was his only daughter.
      He couldn't stop remembering the wicked words Renee had whispered
      in her ears. The twisted scenario she had spun about a daddy...
      teaching his daughter. Suddenly it didn't seem so abstract.
      Suddenly Cassie's body, her face seemed to slot right into that
      fantasy. His dick pressed itself desperately against its plastic
      prison and he was suddenly thankful that it was there, protecting
      him from getting an obvious erection while looking at Cassie's
      gorgeous body.

      "That is the uniform that they gave you for cheerleading?" Asked
      Gina in an oddly toneless voice.

      Daren turned to look at Gina. This wasn't good. Gina had already
      had that crusade a week ago about Cassie dressing inappropriately
      in school. She was absolutely going to blow up over this.

      "Umm. Kind of. It's a long story. This is the uniform that everyone
      gets when they start out..." Said Cassie in a small, deferential
      voice. She was now holding the pompoms up awkwardly, clearly trying
      to use them to cover her embarrassingly erect nipples.

      Gina regarded her silently for another long minute, her eyes
      darting and examining every curve. If Daren didn't know better...
      He would say that Gina was entertaining similar thoughts to what he
      had been thinking moments before...

      "It's..." said Gina, seeming distracted. Here it came. She would
      start yelling in a moment.

      "It's lovely dear. It really suits you." She finished in a
      strangled voice, shocking both Daren and Cassie.

      Cassie's wide eyes flashed from her mother over to her father.
      Almost pleading, looking for him to give her an excuse to retreat
      to her room and change.

      But sadly, Daren had another obligation he had to take care
      of.

      "Why don't we get some photos, Cassie." Said Daren casually,
      pulling out his phone. "We are just so proud of our little
      cheerleader."

      "Oh, I don't know dad, maybe you had better wait until I'm out on
      the field..." Cassie turned back to her mother, looking for some
      support. Surely she couldn't be ok with this...

      "I think pictures are a great idea." Said Gina, her voice a little
      bit smoky. Daren glanced over at her, confused. Was his wife
      getting turned on by this? "We want to remember this moment
      forever."

      Cassie's face, red a moment ago, drained of color. She had just
      realized that her parents were a united front. They both agreed
      that a permanent visual record should be made of her uniform's
      obscene display.

      Daren saw the conflict on Cassie's face. She wanted to refuse but
      also wanted to please her parents. Especially Gina. There was no
      time to lose. He had to have something to show Charlie if he wanted
      to keep his job. He raised his phone.

      "Smile, sweetie!"

      *Snap*

      The photo showed a fearful Cassie, mouth open in shock, clutching
      her pom poms close to her chest, almost cringing away from the
      camera.

      Gina looked over his shoulder.

      "That's no good. You can barely see the uniform." She said, "Let's
      get some more. Put your pom poms on your hips, Cass. That will make
      a better picture."

      Slowly and reluctantly, the red creeping back into her face, Cassie
      lowered her hands, revealing her engorged nipples straining against
      her top. She brought her hands to her hips and stood up straight.
      Daren snapped another picture.

      To any outside observer, this picture of a curvy teen biting her
      lip and staring into the camera would clearly be a setup for more
      obscene photos to come. Maybe it was.

      "Mmmmm," said Gina, looking over his shoulder at the obscene photo
      of their daughter. Her lips curved up into a wicked little smile.
      "What a good little cheerleader you make, sweetie. You're really
      going to motivate all the boys."

      "Th-thanks, Gina." Said Cassie in a small voice, somehow looking
      pleased and humiliated at the same time.

      "But cheerleaders don't just stand around showing off their...
      charming points." She said, amused. Her eyes were clearly locked
      onto Cassie's hard nipples. She wasn't even attempting to hide it.
      "There is a lot of movement involved. A lot of ... jumping. Why
      don't you show us some jumps, Cass?" She said sweetly, her burning
      eyes rising to meet Cassie's, wide and white with surprise.

      "But, Gina." She said, hesitantly, "I'm not... I'm not wearing a
      bra..." The last part came out as a miserable whisper. Daren could
      see the realization there on Cassie's face. Gina could see clearly
      that she wasn't wearing a bra. Anyone could. But she had asked her
      daughter to do jumps anyway. Gina's smile was wide and predatory,
      her eyes eager. "Jump for us, baby girl." Daren readied his camera
      for the vulgar display.

      The first jump was more of a hesitant little bounce. Still,
      Cassie's huge tits swayed and jiggled in the tight shirt, causing
      the fabric to ride up slightly. Somehow Cassie's face grew even
      redder as she struggled to tug the fabric back down into
      place.

      "Come on, Cassie." Said Gina disapprovingly, "is that how they
      taught you to jump in practice? Show us a real one."

      This time Cassie awkwardly jumped up stiff-legged from the ground,
      her tits heaving upwards, almost slapping her in the chin, only to
      bounce down with a painful-looking jolt as she hit the ground. The
      tiny shirt struggled to contain the large orbs, barely managing to
      stay in place. It took a long moment for the jiggling breasts to
      lose their momentum and come to a rest. Daren snapped a picture
      mid-air. It showed Cassie wincing, already anticipating the painful
      and embarrassing landing. She looked ridiculous.

      "That's not a cheerleader jump, Cassie." Said Gina, standing up.
      "Try this."

      She jumped up, kicking her heels up in the air and raising her
      hands up as though she had pompoms. "Gooo team!" She yelled. Wow,
      thought Daren, she still had it even this many years past high
      school. The jump was cute and sexy. He turned to Cassie, wondering
      how it would look for someone in such a skimpy uniform to perform
      the same move. Gina sat and leaned forward, clearly anticipating
      the same sight.

      Cassie looked like she wanted to say something. To make one last
      attempt at awakening her parents' sense of shame. But the looks of
      hungry anticipation on their faces must have silenced her. She took
      a deep breath and jumped.

      Cassie must have had some natural talent for cheerleading as well,
      just like her mother. Her volleyball experience certainly helped
      her jumping skills. She leaped up, kicking up her heels with her
      arms raised, Shouting a cheer just like her mother, but while
      Gina's display had been cute, this was just pornographic. The
      picture he snapped portrayed an enthusiastic slut, her large tits
      flying, hard nipples pointing skyward. Her tiny skirt had flipped
      up to reveal bright pink panties, and the kicked-up heels and
      knee-high socks showed off her legs to the camera. The word team
      was frozen on her face, making her look like she was smiling,
      pleased with the revealing situation.

      She landed with another sudden jolt to her breasts, and this time
      they very nearly popped free, the shirt rolling upward to reveal
      the pale undersides of her big teen tits, held in place only by her
      rock-hard nipples. Daren snapped another picture, Cassie's face
      almost comical in its dismay and surprise looking down at her
      escaping breasts.

      "Good girl." Said Gina, her voice hoarse, her lips parted,
      breathing a little heavier, "let's see it one more time." Daren
      looked at Gina with alarm. If Cassie jumped again, it was
      inevitable. Her firm young breasts would pop free and be displayed
      in all their nude glory to her eagerly watching parents. Cassie
      looked at Gina with an odd mix of emotions written on her face.
      Eagerness to make her mother happy, fear of her mother's
      intentions, and submissive arousal at being dominantly ordered
      around by a gorgeous older woman. Gina's face was much simpler.
      Pure animal lust. Glazed over eyes, rapid breathing, flushed face.
      Daren cleared his throat.

      "I think I got the picture, honey."

      Gina seemed to break out of her trance, shifting her eyes away from
      her indecently displayed daughter and to Daren's worried
      face.

      "Oh, right. Good." Her eyes shifted over to Cassie and the corner
      of her mouth quirked up again. "Why don't we try another
      pose?"

      Cassie, who was just finishing the task of carefully stuffing her
      uncooperative breasts back into her tiny top, looked up, nervous,
      but curious.

      Gina got up off the couch, slowly stalking towards her daughter.
      "Have you ever tried a high kick, Cassie?" She asked
      innocently.

      "N-no, Gina," she replied meekly, eyes down, "I think that that
      would be a little advanced for m-me."

      Gina stood in front of Cassie, their eyes meeting at the same
      height. Daren saw that mother and daughter had bodies similar
      enough to be mirror images of each other. One blond, tan and
      mature, the other brunette, pale, and youthful. And, of course, one
      casually dressed in pajamas and the other dolled up like a
      pornstar.

      "Nonsense, sweetheart." Said Gina, hand resting on Cassie's
      shoulder, "If I was flexible enough to do it, you are too. It just
      takes a little practice. Here, I'll help you." She reached down and
      grabbed Cassie's leg. She glanced back at Daren with a naughty
      smile. "Make sure you get this, baby."

      Gina hoisted Cassie's leg into the air, quickly at first, then more
      slowly as Cassie's inexperienced body protested the extreme
      stretching. The tiny skirt almost immediately failed in its primary
      purpose of protecting Cassie's dignity. It hiked up over Cassie's
      hips as her leg lifted into the air, revealing almost all of her
      panty-covered ass and pussy.

      Gina gripped a stocking-covered calf tightly as her hand rose into
      the air. Cassie looked alarmed, struggling for balance, her tits
      wobbling as she shifted her center of balance desperately to stay
      on her foot.

      "Gina, I can't! Please!" She squeaked as her leg rose to shoulder
      level.

      "When I was your age, I could raise my leg almost parallel to my
      body," said Gina with a determined look in her eye. Her other hand
      reached down, sinking deeply into the soft, pale flesh between
      Cassie's pussy and the top of her socks. Cassie gasped as she felt
      her mother's firm hand grip her upper thigh and continue to lift
      her leg.

      The leg raised even higher, Cassie whimpering a little at the
      unexpected wear on her tendons and muscles.

      "There!" Said Gina triumphantly, "Now, grab your ankle." Cassie did
      as her mother commanded, and Gina remained there, hand gripping
      Cassie's upper thigh to steady her.

      *snap*

      The photo showed a grinning Gina, hand resting possessively on her
      daughter's tender inner thigh, facing the camera with an expression
      of delight. Cassie looked significantly less pleased, her curvy
      body straining to maintain the extreme position, her face drawn
      into an expression of discomfort and extreme embarrassment. Her
      pink panties were on full display, and even at this distance, the
      camera clearly picked up the dark wet spot on the cloth directly
      between her legs.

      Gina released her daughter, catching her as she almost collapsed.
      Cassie looked relieved.

      "Is that all," she said, looking back and forth between Gina and
      Daren nervously, "can I ch-change back?"

      "Not quite," said Gina, amusement in her voice. "There's one more
      pose that I think would look really great."

      She spun Cassie around to face Daren and began applying firm
      pressure to Cassie's shoulders, pushing her downwards until her
      knees hit the floor, her legs spraying outwards.

      "One thing I remember about my time as a cheerleader is that
      cheerleaders ended up on their knees an awful lot." Cassie looked
      up over her shoulder at her grinning mother, "for cheers of
      course," Gina added belatedly.

      "Come over here darling, get a good picture of how your little
      cheerleader looks on her knees."

      Daren rose and walked over, watching Cassie's eyes follow him with
      concern, pleading, and... did he see arousal, or did he just want
      to see it?

      He stood above his daughter and snapped the photo.

      In many ways, it was less revealing than the other photos. But this
      photo was the least appropriate of them all.

      Cassie kneeled, defeated, staring up at the camera with soft,
      docile eyes. Her mother's hands resting on her shoulders. The
      implication was clear. Cassie was willing, obedient, and ready to
      be commanded.

      Instinctively, Daren reached down and tucked a strand of hair
      behind his daughter's ear, his hand resting on her cheek. She
      flinched, but then cautiously nuzzled her cheek against his hand.
      Her eyes locked to his, filled with softly burning passion. He
      looked up to Gina, who was giving him a wide evil grin. She placed
      a hand softly on the back of Cassie's head. Ready to apply
      convincing pressure.

      Daren could see it in his mind's eye. Unzipping and releasing his
      hard cock from his pants. Gina, far from protesting, firmly
      instructing Cassie to service her daddy. Cassie, reluctant at
      first, yielding to the gentle pressure to her head from her
      mother's hand. His cock, slightly grazing her soft lips, entering
      the forbidden cave of her innocent mouth. Her little tongue
      probing, exploring, discovering every line of his engorged penis.
      Gina removing the embarrassing uniform, then her own clothes as
      well. The frenzied, taboo debauchery that would follow, late into
      the night.

      His cock was locked in plastic.

      Daren withdrew his hand.

      "I think I have all the photos I need." He said flatly, putting his
      phone back in his pocket.

      Gina and Cassie's faces did an identical transformation from shock
      to deep shame and self-loathing, and Cassie scrambled to her feet
      and ran to her bedroom.
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      Gina stood there a moment more, before retreating to the
      bathroom, refusing to meet his eye.

      Daren flopped down on the couch, alone. He would have to talk to
      Renee again about getting unlocked. He remembered that he was
      supposed to bring her the first college admissions letter that
      Cassie got. One from Yale had just shown up in the mail today. He
      had snagged it and hidden it in his briefcase. Maybe he could set
      up a meeting tomorrow. Something had to give because he felt right
      now like he had never needed to cum more in his life

      ...

      The next day, Renee and Melissa listened, mouths open, too stunned
      to speak.

      Cassie finished her story, nervously looking back and forth between
      them, waiting for a reaction.

      "Holy shit." Said Melissa, beaming as though she won the lottery,
      "That is..."

      "So fucking hot!" Squealed Renee excitedly, "Oh my God Kissy, you
      must be so excited!"

      Cassie was confused but relieved that her two friends weren't
      disgusted and treating her like a pariah. She was still processing
      the strange climax to the sexual tension that had been building in
      her house all week. She still couldn't believe the gentle yearning
      on her father's face, the primal lust on her mother's. She wondered
      what they were planning to use the images from the perverse
      photoshoot for. Maybe she would be finding more presents in her
      panty drawer.

      "Really," she said cautiously, "Don't you guys think that it's a
      little... fucked up?"

      "Oh come on." Scoffed Renee, giving her a playful swat on the arm,
      "Do you know why incest is taboo in the first place? Because of
      genetic problems when daddies and daughters have babies. You aren't
      planning on having a baby with daddy Daren, are you?"

      "Eww, no! Gross Renee!"

      "Then no problem, girl! Green light! Get that daddy dick! Not to
      mention, I don't know how much you know about sex, but blowjobs
      don't lead to babies, so you could suck Daddy's cock all day every
      day, and have nothing to worry about. And as far as getting all hot
      and naughty with mommy, nothing to worry about at all."

      "God," said Melissa, throwing an arm around her shoulder, "Think
      about it! A near miss on a threesome with your own mom and dad.
      This close! Next time it's going down for sure. So fucking
      hot."

      "I mean, I would never do it personally," Melissa added, wrinkling
      her nose with amused disgust, "not in a million years, but the
      thought of you getting toyed with by your hot mommy, then getting
      pumped full of daddy jizz? That's some of the nastiest, dirtiest,
      horniest shit I've ever heard."

      Cassie was reeling a little with all of the support. She still
      wasn't sure how she felt about last night, but her two friends
      seemed to see it as a huge win.

      "I'm not sure guys, I mean, it feels kind of wrong to do that sort
      of thing with Daddy and Gina..."

      "For the last time, dummy!" said Renee affectionately, "Do you know
      how many girls have daddy or mommy fetishes? How many do you think
      would be thrown out of the house or sent to a shrink if they ever
      acted on them? Not only are you in the clear, but it sounds like
      your parents are just as into it! You basically won the
      lottery."

      "Why do you call her Gina?" Asked Melissa bluntly, staring her
      right in the eyes.

      "Yeah," agreed Renee, joining the staredown, "why not Mom?"

      "Well..." said Cassie delicately, "things have been tense between
      us for a little while, and until she starts respecting me a little
      more..." She had never put this into words before, the change had
      just been something that she had started doing one day, another
      weapon in the cold war with her mom.

      "But you call your Dad, Daddy?" said Melissa, looking confused,
      "That seems a little unfair."

      "Ok, Kissy." said Renee decisively, clapping her hands together,
      "I've got a new plan for you. This thing going on with your parents
      is super positive, but we need to make sure that things happen just
      right, or it could get awkward."

      She held up a slim brown finger. "Step one: show your parents warm
      affection. Everybody is probably feeling a little awkward and
      unsure after last night. You need to make sure that they know that,
      far from ruining your relationships, the experience made you feel
      closer to them."

      She held up a second finger, "Which ties in directly with step two.
      Name changes. For Daren, it seems like it has sometimes been Dad,
      sometimes even Father, and on special occasions Daddy. Now it's
      going to be daddy all the time. Make him feel like you are his
      little princess. More importantly, no more of this "Gina" crap.
      It's time to chip away at these icy walls between you two." She
      raised her eyebrows with a naughty grin, "It sort of sounds like
      things are going to end up all hot and wet between you at some
      point anyway, so let's start that process now. From now on, Gina is
      "Mommy" all the time. It's going to feel weird at first, but it's
      important. She has been seeing you play favorites between her and
      Daren for a long time, this is going to show you love them
      both."

      Cassie made a face. It sort of felt like doing that would make Gina
      feel like she had won, like Cassie was going to be a good little
      obedient girl for her. Then again, it had sort of felt... right, in
      a twisted and naughty sort of way, to let Gina push her around last
      night. Maybe she could get used to letting Gina take the reigns
      sometimes.

      "Lastly, number three." A third manicured finger went up in front
      of Renee's face dramatically. "We are going to have you start
      dressing a little differently around the house. I have some tiny
      little pajama shorts I'm going to lend you. They'll be pretty tight
      on you, but thats a plus in this case, babe. We'll pair those with
      some tight silky camis. No bra or panties at home anymore, of
      course. Mommy and Daddy clearly like looking at your body, let's
      really get them drooling."

      Cassie blushed. Renee's plan seemed designed to tempt her parents
      directly into dirty, sweaty sex with her. Was she OK with that?
      Could she really go through with it if it came to that?

      "In any case, you need some more immediate relief, don't you
      girlie?" Said Renee, leaning back with a smug look on her face,
      "Don't worry, me and Mel have got you covered." She exchanged a
      knowing look with Melissa and swiped at her phone. A second later,
      Cassie felt her own phone vibrate as it received the message.

      "We wrote you a brand new 'script'!" said Melissa, beaming, "You
      can use it tonight and get out all that horny energy you've been
      building up."

      Cassie gulped. She hadn't tried again with Randochat since that
      first night. The idea of doing so was scary and intensely
      arousing,

      "I sent you a link to a program." explained Renee, "Run it on your
      computer, and it will display an overlay of the script, like a
      teleprompter. It's going to be a super fun time for you!"

      A look of brief concern passed over Renee's perfect face. "Just one
      thing, Kissy. Um... how can I put this... I know a lot of what
      makes this kind of script so hot is that you are demeaning
      yourself. I mean, the more humiliated you are, the harder you cum.
      That's your kink, right? Melissa and I didn't hold back. We wrote
      out a little made-up scenario that you're going to read. We think
      it will help to get you off even harder, even if it isn't one
      hundred percent true."

      She reached out with an apologetic look and cupped Cassie's face in
      her hand.

      "So, no hard feelings about what's in the script, ok? We are just
      trying to turn you on as much as we can."

      ...

      Late that evening, after her parents had gone to bed, Cassie sat,
      biting her lip and staring at the Randochat welcome screen.

      It was undeniable that she had cum harder than ever before in her
      life that night when Melissa had tied her up in front of the
      computer. But something in her headset off alarm bells. These
      stranger and more erotic things that Renee was pushing her into...
      they didn't seem to be satisfying her, or feeding her sexual
      appetite. It all just seemed to be making her more horny, more
      willing to try more things. Maybe the correct response was to just
      stop here. She wouldn't be in this high school or this town for
      long anyway. In less than a year, she would be shipping out to a
      bright new future in a college far away. Maybe it would be better
      to go into that process without any of this twisted sexual
      baggage.

      Well... she thought, her finger hovering over the mouse, It
      couldn't hurt to just use Randochat as intended. Just chat to some
      people and test the waters. See how she felt about it. She
      clicked.

      She could feel the tension in her increasing as she stumbled
      through some small talk with a few strangers. It felt a little
      awkward to talk to a girl her age in thick glasses about where they
      lived and what the weather was like. A guy in a dark room screamed
      some slurs and disconnected immediately. This wasn't so special. A
      little boring in fact.

      The next group was a college-age guy. The talk was again
      meaningless pleasantries, but Cassie felt her tension increase. The
      guy was leaning forward, looking almost hungry. Just because she
      was a young, attractive girl, this guy was suddenly laser-focused.
      Even though she was fully clothed, his eyes still darted around the
      screen, seeming to focus on every detail of her body. Cassie felt a
      now-familiar heat begin to build up deep inside her.

      The next connection was to an old man rapidly stroking his cock.
      Cassie gasped as the call connected, putting her hand to her mouth.
      As the old man saw the young pretty woman appear on the screen, his
      mouth broke into a wide, leering grin. His already fast pace
      increased. Cassie watched with sick fascination.

      "Haha, you want this, you slut?" croaked the old man. He was
      clearly surprised that she hadn't already disconnected, as all the
      other callers had.

      Is this what she wanted? For these dirty men to jerk off to her
      innocent virgin body? To encourage their filthy appetite? The
      disgusting old man was climaxing, squirting cum all over his hand,
      grunting and mumbling something about Cassie, how she wanted his
      cock. She disconnected from the service, bringing her back to the
      welcome screen. She sat for a moment, her resolve wavering, shame
      and self-disgust building as she realized that she wasn't strong
      enough to resist temptation. She got up and shakily took the lamb
      mask out of the desk drawer where she had hidden it.

      She pulled up the program that Renee had sent her. Melissa and
      Renee had made her swear not to read the script beforehand. From
      the way Renee had talked about it, it sounded pretty bad. And she
      was going to read the degrading self-criticism in front of all
      those strange men...

      She took her time slowly removing her clothes, shivering both from
      the cool air and the lust building inside her.

      ...

      Renee and Melissa waited in front of Renee's computer, watching as
      Cassie made small talk with strangers.

      "Fucking boring little bitch," griped Melissa sourly, "We do all
      this work to set up a great show, and she is too chickenshit to go
      through with it!"

      "Shut up Mel," said Renee flatly, "I expected this to happen. Why
      do you think I told everyone midnight? Our little Kissy is still a
      brand-new slut. She needs to work herself up to it. Watch, the
      first jerkoff she sees is going to set her off."

      They waited as Cassie stumbled through yet another awkward
      conversation.

      "I can't believe that she is going to fuck her parents," said
      Melissa with a grin, "That is so fucked up, in a hot way of course.
      I can't believe that she is fantasizing about having sex with your
      dribbly little puppy." Melissa made a face. "I mean, if it was your
      dad, I would understand." She got a sneaky, gossipy look on her
      face, "You are both pretty freaky... Have you and Victor
      ever...?"

      Renee took a deep breath to control her annoyance. Melissa was
      becoming a little too familiar.

      "Fuck no." She said emphatically, "Incest is disgusting,
      humiliating, and degrading. Why do you think I am forcing Kissy
      into it?" What she didn't add is that even if she was tempted,
      getting tangled up with Victor Cross sexually was dangerous. It
      tended to not work out well for the women who did so.

      Melissa looked disappointed. "Well anyway, If this randy little
      bitch is willing to fuck with parents, what else could we make her
      do?"

      Renee gave Melissa a cool sidelong glance. She was a useful lackey,
      but she seemed to be getting a little too full of herself. Melissa
      was the type to be a queen bee bully herself if Renee hadn't been
      around. If Melissa was a hunting dog, then Renee was a Tiger.
      Melissa may be skilled in manipulation, but Renee was in a totally
      different class. She might need to think of a way to remind Melissa
      who was in charge here.

      "No." She said finally. For now, she had better just keep an eye on
      Melissa rather than putting her in her place. Her work with Cassie
      was at a delicate point. There would come a time when she could
      deal with Melissa if it became a problem. "I have a set plan with
      Cassie. She's going to be an exhibitionist humiliation slut.
      Everything is working towards that. Even the creepy daddy/mommy
      stuff. Involving them like this will isolate her and prevent them
      from saving her, as well as increase her humiliation when everyone
      finds out. So, no crazy fucked up stuff. Anything like that at this
      point could ruin the whole thing. You notice that I am slow rolling
      the parent fucking anyway."

      "Bingo!" Said Melissa, excitedly pointing at the screen. Cassie was
      visibly flustered, staring at an old man jerk himself off. Not
      switching away. They had her.

      Renee felt a buzz from her phone. Ugh. It was from that little
      pencil dicked nerd. She texted briefly with him, and after a second
      of reflection, smiled as she sent him a link. She could be generous
      when she wanted to be.

      ...

      Peter stared at his phone, willing Renee to answer.

      [Renee, answer me, please. I need your help. I did everything you
      told me to, and Cassie was all upset. The things you told me didn't
      help at all.]

      He wasn't sure how things had gone all wrong. Peter had had a crush
      on Cassie for years, so when Renee came to him with a surefire plan
      to make her his girlfriend, it seemed like a dream come true. When
      Cassie had that strange, sexy, horrible bullying event, it made
      Peter see her in a different way. Suddenly she had seemed
      impossibly erotic, stunningly experienced, and way out of his
      league. And then, Renee had come to him, commenting on his
      inexperience and his shy personality. She questioned whether a
      little boy like him would be able to handle a newly liberated woman
      like Cassie.

      Renee's training in how to be an alpha male was a lot more...
      physical than he had expected. It also involved a strange amount of
      subservience to Renee herself, both in everyday life and in a small
      number of sexual encounters which still made his cock throb to
      remember. By the time he had planned his first date with Cassie,
      specifically designed with input from Renee to show his new
      girlfriend that he was an alpha man who took what he wanted, he was
      so horny and mixed up sexually that he had gotten all in his head
      and jizzed himself at Cassie's first touch.

      He didn't understand it. He had done everything Renee had said! She
      was an expert in sex, their 'training sessions' had convinced him
      of that. So how had he failed?

      His phone buzzed with a response from Renee.

      [Pathetic. Tiny dick losers like you need to learn to take an L.
      Cassie is moving on to better, longer, thicker things,
      Quickshot.]

      He stared in confusion. Why was she turning on him like this?

      [I don't understand Mistress. Aren't you helping me to become an
      alpha? Can't you just train me some more?]

      *Buzz*

      [Don't make me laugh. I was just playing with you, nerd. The
      closest you could ever get to an alpha is if you dressed your beta
      ass up in a dress and begged to suck an alpha cock. It was fun
      teasing you for a while, honey, but you bored me, and I decided to
      cut all my side projects. Consider yourself lucky I didn't follow
      through with my full plans for you. Listen up, babydick. Your dick
      will never please any woman, and your mouth skills were equally
      pathetic.]

      Peter stared down at the crushing text in horror.

      [But I'm a good mistress to the end. Consider this my last command
      to you. Follow this link and think about what you lost. Jerk that
      tiny dick until your pathetic little balls run dry. Most people had
      to pay to get access, you lucky boy.]

      She pasted a link to a website and some sort of reservation
      code.

      [Don't ever contact me or Kissy again. You won't like what happens
      if you do.]

      Peter felt a crushing despair well up in his heart. Only now did he
      realize what a dangerous and twisted person Renee was. What had
      Cassie and he gotten into? With shaking hands, he typed in the
      address Renee had sent him.

      Up popped a basic looking website, with a picture of Cassie in the
      horrible outfit her bullies had made her wear displayed
      prominently.

      Across the top of the website, large print text read:

      Kissy Swallowe's Shlick-Show Debut!

      Peter read the rest in horror.

      Come join our high school's number-one slut this Thursday evening
      for a night of erotic humiliation!

      This dumb bimbo thinks that she is going to be connecting to random
      strangers on the internet to show off her fat tits and juicy little
      pussy (What a horny bitch, right?!?)

      Little does she know that her bullies have rigged the system!
      Instead of connecting to people she doesn't know, she is going to
      be showing off her hot naked body to her classmates!

      For this to work, everyone needs to follow the rules. Break any of
      them, and the things that happen to you will make Kissy's fate look
      mild by comparison.

      Mask up at all times. It is absolutely essential that Kissy not
      realize exactly what is happening tonight. No exposed faces. No
      identifying marks (tattoos, scars, etc.). Nothing in view of the
      camera tied to our high school. We will be checking this before the
      show starts. If anyone fails, they will be booted with no
      refund.

      No talking! We will be muting your mics just in case, but this has
      too much risk of raising her suspicions.

      No screen recordings. We know that all you horny folks are itching
      for new Kissy content, but this is purely a live experience. Look
      out for more opportunities to see Kissy being her true slutty self
      coming up soon.

      Masturbation is not only allowed, it is encouraged! Watch as Kissy
      gets wetter and hotter as she sees you enjoying her ridiculous
      performance. Have fun, boys and girls!

      Price per viewer: 50 dollars. Please contact Renee Cross or Melissa
      Fontaine directly for details.

      A link at the bottom asked for a code and pointed to a live stream.
      This was crazy. So that was what that strange Cassie video call had
      been setting up for the other day... How had Renee convinced sweet,
      smart, innocent Cassie to participate in something so... trashy?
      Even if she was being misled, it meant that she was planning on
      showing off her body to strangers. Maybe she wasn't the girl he
      thought she was.

      He glanced back down at his phone. Cassie had blocked him, but if
      he tried, he might be able to contact her. Warn her about what
      Renee was trying to do. Then again, that would certainly make him
      an enemy of Renee. And maybe Cassie wouldn't appreciate the warning
      anyway. She seemed like she was on board with masturbating on
      camera, would the difference between classmates and strangers be a
      deal breaker for her?

      Maybe he had better log in and see how bad it was exactly for
      himself.

      He had almost completely convinced himself he was doing nothing
      wrong by the time he had fetched the goat mask Renee had given him
      and logged in to the stream.

      ...

      Three of Cassie's former best friends on the volleyball team
      giggled as they sipped some of the wine they had stolen from Ada's
      mom. They all wore plastic bunny masks from a costume shop in town,
      and the laptop in front of them had a bright pink screen with a
      cute little lamb icon. It read in Big black balloon letters:
      "Standing by for Kissy!"
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      "It can't possibly be that bad." Said Ada confidently, taking a
      large gulp of wine, "Renee is full of shit. I bet we don't see
      anything other than over-the-pants stuff."

      "Which would still be pretty bad," Giggled Britney, already feeling
      a little light-headed from the wine, "What kind of fucked up bimbo
      slut does something like this?"

      "I don't know, Brit, let's ask her bestie," Said Ada with a smirk,
      she threw a pillow playfully at the other guest, Kelsey, who sat
      sipping her wine with a sour expression, "Any insight into why your
      best friend is a kinky little whore?"

      Kelsey dodged awkwardly, trying to stop her wine from spilling. She
      had only come tonight because of the massive peer pressure. It had
      been tough to dodge the fallout when Cassie had become the school
      slut in the minds of the entire senior class. After being pointedly
      invited by Ada and Britney, the two captains of the volleyball
      team, if she had refused they would have started talking about her
      too.

      "She's not my friend," She said sullenly. She felt guilty about not
      standing by Cassie, but she had no intention of sharing her
      fate.

      "Oh my God," said Britney, flopping back onto the bed, "Can you
      imagine all the dirty boys in our class out there right now,
      getting ready to jerk their cocks when the show starts? I bet half
      the boys in the senior class paid up, and every single one is going
      to jerk off tonight."

      "Not just boys either. I bet a lot of girls are going to experiment
      with their sexualities a little tonight." Said Ada, a strange gleam
      in her eyes as she studied the swirling wine in her glass.

      Britney gasped, sitting up and leaning forward. "Really? You really
      think we have a bunch of lesbians in our class?"

      Ada waved dismissively. "Lesbian has nothing to do with it. Even
      the straightest girl couldn't look at a curvy slut like that
      humiliating herself on camera and not get a little wet. It's just a
      ridiculous porny body in an intensely sexual situation. It's
      totally natural."

      "Oh my God, Ada." Said Britney, shocked, "Are you going to
      masturbate to this?"

      Ada turned a little red, but returned her shocked glace with a
      challenging stare.

      "Are you?" She fired back.

      Britney clearly hadn't been expecting this to be turned around on
      her. Ada was the clear leader between the two. Britney looked like
      she was thinking quickly.

      "I... will if you will," Britney answered slowly.

      "Well... I will if you will," replied Ada, a grin spreading across
      her face. The two friends dissolved into giggles, clinking their
      wine glasses together before downing them and setting them
      aside.

      They both dived under Ada's blanket and a moment later, tossed out
      their pajama shorts and panties.

      "I wonder what our boyfriends would think of this," giggled Ada,
      "Both of us masturbating together while watching another
      girl."

      "Those horndogs would love it!" declared Britney confidently.

      Ada patted the blanket on her left-hand side, smiling at
      Kelsey.

      "Room for one more, Kelsey. Or are you too good to have a little
      fun at your bestie's expense?"

      Kelsey kept her eyes low, ashamed as she crawled under the blanket
      to join the women who were so ready to pleasure themselves over her
      former friend's ruin.

      She wiggled her slim hips as she pulled her shorts and panties off,
      tossing them into the pile on the floor, cheered on by her new
      friends.

      ...

      Sebastian Rivera adjusted his itchy werewolf mask again, wishing he
      had bought a new one instead of using a mask from a previous
      Halloween.

      Hillary snapped her gum loudly on the bed next to him, twirling a
      blond lock in her fingers while swiping through social media on her
      phone, a little black domino mask on her cute face.

      "I'm boooored babe," she whined, kicking her feet, "When is that
      slut supposed to perform again?"

      Sebastian gritted his teeth. Hillary was a pretty good lay, but it
      was just about time to get rid of her. Maybe he could do it before
      she got pregnant, like the last few girls. Everyone on the football
      team, and most people at school called him Bass. Short for
      Sebastian. They also told people it was because he liked fishing.
      Even the teachers called him Bass. Only his teammates knew that it
      was actually short for 'bastard'. Because of how often women ended
      up calling him that, and on account of the three verifiable teen
      pregnancies he had caused.

      "Again, I don't know." Said Bass, glaring at the pink standby
      screen. "We'll just have to think of something to do to pass the
      time," he said, swatting Hillary on her plump rear, causing her to
      giggle and snuggle up against him.

      Yes, it was almost time to move on from Hillary. He was intrigued
      by this new Kissy Swallowe thing. He, like every red-blooded boy in
      the school, had noticed Cassie Harlowe's assets before. But it had
      always been clear that she was an ice queen who wouldn't hesitate
      to make trouble if anyone got impolite. It seemed like Renee had
      worked wonders somehow.

      Maybe getting impolite with her was now an option.

      ...

      "Here we go", said Renee seriously, checking her computer screen
      "She has opened the script program, which means she is getting
      ready to do this. Looks like we have a green light."

      Melissa's eyes darted around her monitor. "Final checks are
      finished. We have about two dozen watch parties going. All masked
      up and ready to go."

      "Ok Kissy," said Renee, leaning forward with hungry eyes, "Let's do
      a little show and tell for the class."

      ...

      Cassie's whole body had broken out in goosebumps. Her nipples stood
      out hard and stiff on her chest, and her pussy was already starting
      to leak, her upper thighs becoming shiny. She took a deep breath
      and adjusted the lamb mask over her face.

      She pressed the button on her computer to start the script overlay
      and then pressed connect.

      Even after psyching herself up, the act of appearing on screen
      naked in front of someone almost made her pass out from the
      adrenaline. It was a boy who looked about her age in a
      messy-looking room.

      Just like her, he was wearing a mask. Some cartoon character she
      didn't recognize. He looked shocked for a second, then hastily
      pulled down his shorts to reveal a short, thick cock, rapidly
      growing hard. Cassie felt her heart beat faster, a tinge of
      embarrassment and lust flickering in her belly. Her hands gripped
      tight over her pussy and nipples, still instinctively trying to
      preserve her innocence even as she willingly threw it away.

      The boy on the screen began pulling his cock in long slow strokes,
      the soulless eyes of his mask staring into the camera.

      Bright green words appeared at the bottom of the screen. Cassie
      cleared her throat and began to read in a strangled voice, hurrying
      to catch up.

      "Hello boys and girls," She began. That was a weird opener. There
      was only one boy who could see her now, "And welcome to Kissy
      Swallowe's first wet, hot shlick show."

      The boy on the screen sped up a little as he heard her voice. Her
      guts felt hot and churned at the idea that it was her body, her
      dirty talk that was turning him on.

      "I decided to show off my pussy to all of you tonight because this
      is the kind of thing that gets me soaking wet."

      Well, it was now or never. She had better put her money where her
      mouth was. She unclamped a moist hand from her pussy, her face
      burning as she revealed it to the camera.

      The connection suddenly changed. Strange, had the boy disconnected?
      The new call showed a group of five young people all sitting on a
      couch, facing the computer. They were also wearing masks, weirdly
      enough. Greek comedy masks, complete with laughing, sneering
      faces.

      She continued to read, as her blush grew hotter.

      "There is nothing as hot to me as people watching me. Watching me
      fuck myself. Watching them lose all respect for me as they see me
      for what I really am, a dumb little exhibitionist slut."

      She began to rub her wet pussy slowly, holding back a whimper of
      pleasure.

      "Well, there is one thing hotter," She continued, her fingers
      slowly circling her clit, " Imagining what you would all like to do
      to me. Imagining all the boys and girls out there getting a hold of
      me, punishing me for my naughtiness. Teaching my tight little body
      a lesson. It's a little scary to think about, but it just turns me
      on sooooo much."

      Two of the boys on the couch were grabbing their crotches over
      their jeans. One turned and noticed, then began doing it himself.
      The call abruptly disconnected, bringing up a view of three girls
      on a bed wearing bunny masks. Why was every call with someone
      wearing a mask tonight? That wasn't normal. There was movement
      under the blanket hiding the girls' lower halves. Oh God, were
      girls masturbating to her too?

      "I used to think that I was smart." Said Cassie, her mouth
      rebelling slightly at the unexpected words. She was smart. She
      still thought she was smart. Of course.

      "But then something opened my eyes. My bullies at school tricked
      me. They fooled me completely. They got me to show my fat titties
      and cute little ass to the whole school." The words seemed to sink
      into her soul. Her hand began to move feverishly, pressing hard
      into her pussy.

      "Would a smart girl fall for that? No." She almost sobbed the last
      word. She hadn't thought about it that way. She felt humiliated.
      She felt hot and horny from head to toe.

      "I'm such a dumb fucking bimbo that after that, I fell right into
      my bullies' hands. Now my bullies own me. Now I'm stupid little
      personal fuckslut for the assholes who ruined my life, " She said
      in a confused voice. This must be the made-up scenario that Renee
      was referring to. Where were they going with this? She still had no
      idea who her bullies were exactly. She suspected her former
      teammates on the volleyball team: they had been treating her very
      poorly ever since that day. This must be why Renee had warned her
      the script had lies in it. The video switched to a huge muscled man
      on a bed wearing a werewolf mask. In his lap, a blond woman's head
      bobbed up and down, sucking his large cock.

      "I'm so fucking dumb that my bullies control my life now, and they
      plan to ruin me. To turn me into a depraved bimbo slut. They aren't
      going to stop with showing my naked body off to my classmates."
      Cassie grunted lightly, a hand reaching up to pinch a nipple. She
      was warming up to this fantasy scenario. The idea of being
      controlled and dominated by cruel bullies was kind of hot. She
      imagined some big hulking dumb boys ordering her around and telling
      her what to do. The idea was appealing. "They won't stop until my
      titties are the personal stress balls for the senior class, boys
      and girls alike. Until my pussy is the personal fleshlight for the
      boys, and my tongue is the personal dildo for all the girls."

      "The funny thing is, despite this slutty body and my perverted
      nature, I'm still a virgin." Cassie colored further at this. She
      would never want to share this fact with anyone but anonymous
      strangers. The videos on the screen were changing rapidly now. "And
      I can tell that is making all you jerk-offs out there drool. Well,
      too bad for you. My bullies have it all planned out how I am going
      to lose my V-card, and it won't be with any one of you, you naughty
      boys and girls. If you are really nice, they might let you watch
      though. They are going to give all my biggest fans a chance to
      watch my slutty virgin body finally graduate to hot sloppy
      sex."

      Cassie was getting closer. She could feel tremors starting to go
      through her legs. Her breathing was getting heavier. Her hand
      pressed more firmly on her clit.

      "To finish off tonight, I want to start my campaign for Prom Queen
      right now. As my campaign pledge to you, I swear that on prom night
      we will hold a whole-class gangbang in the gym, with me as the
      guest of honor." Cassie gulped air, her voice had become an
      orgasming squeak, "And, of course, my bullies will film it for
      sale, with all faces but mine blurred out. So that everyone can...
      Jesus!... So everyone can remember that night forever! The night
      the sllutty high school queen said g-goodbye to self respect
      foooooreveeeer. Goooddddd!!"

      Cassie screamed and bucked in orgasm, as a defeated-looking skinny
      boy in a goat mask that looked a bit familiar sadly tugged at a
      small hard penis. This whole thing was way too intense. Her entire
      session had lasted barely over five minutes.

      She barely had the strength to exit the program before collapsing
      back on her bed and passing out from exhaustion.

      ...

      When Kissy started talking about how she would be the personal slut
      to all the boys and girls in the school, Kelsey felt a hand slowly
      move across her thigh, taking the place of her own hand, which had
      been shamefully working at her pussy.

      She glanced over to see Ava give her a heated, naughty grin as
      Ava's slim little fingers began working at Kelsey's pussy. It felt
      so much better than her own that it was almost unbelievable.

      After a moment of hesitation, she glided her hand over Ava's warm
      thigh, moving it slowly to the pussy of her team captain. There was
      another hand already there, coming from the other side. Britney
      looked over to give her a shy smile, and together they began
      working on Ava's clit.

      By the time Cassie orgasmed, the three new best friends were doing
      so as well, linked in a threeway mutual masturbation configuration,
      reconsidering their heterosexuality and fantasizing of what new
      depths Kissy Swallowe would fall to.

      ...

      Sebastian grunted and shot a thick load into the back of his
      girlfriend's throat, holding down her head as she protested, making
      muffled whines. His eyes never left the image of the newly made
      slut on the screen, screaming out an orgasm on camera with an
      innocent blush still on her face.

      Bass knew better than to tangle with Renee. All of the football
      players had learned that early on. She was a lot more dangerous
      than she looked. Bass wasn't a smart man, but he knew that if Renee
      wanted to ruin a goody-two-shoes girl like Cassie Harlowe, she
      would need some big strong men with big strong cocks at some point.
      And Bass thought he was just the man for the job.

      When she had swallowed all his cum, protesting the whole time, he
      finally let Hillary rise from his dick, gasping for air as his
      slimy cock emerged from her throat.

      "What the fuck, you bastard!" She said in a croaky voice, "I told
      you that I don't swallow cum! I'm not some kind of slut like Kissy
      over there!"

      "I'm breaking up with you, Hillary." Said Bass emotionlessly as he
      picked up his phone to text Renee. "Get the fuck out of my
      house."

      ...

      Gina Harlowe had made up her mind.

      Things had really almost gone too far with Cassie. It was
      humiliating what depths horniness and desperation had driven her
      to. It was all Victor and Daren's fault. Never again. She would
      avoid her daughter like the plague if necessary to keep anything
      further from happening.

      But in her shame and guilt afterward, Gina had finally had a
      lightbulb moment.

      Victor and Daren did not possess the only two cocks on the planet.
      The solution was so simple that she couldn't believe that she
      hadn't thought of it before. She checked her lipstick in the
      mirror. Daren was sulking in the bedroom. She had told him she was
      going out for a girls' night, but she could tell he didn't believe
      her. Whatever. If he had been willing to fuck her, she wouldn't
      have to do this.

      All she had to do was go out, find someone with a big hard cock,
      get some therapeutic fucking, and chase away all of this awful
      sexual tension that had been building up.

      It wasn't really cheating, she told herself guiltily. She wasn't
      going out to make a love connection. Just some meaningless sex. Her
      makeup and tight black dress looked good. She should have no
      problem picking someone up at a bar.

      She said goodbye to Daren and gave him a dry peck on the cheek. He
      wouldn't even look her in the eye. He knew exactly what was
      happening. She looked down to see if the cuckolding was turning him
      on, but somewhat to her surprise, saw no bulge in his pants. That
      made her doubt herself a little. Part of the reason that she had
      convinced herself that this would be fine was her certainty that
      Daren would be turned on by it.

      She couldn't afford to give up her plan. Not with a hot little
      vixen like Cassie in the house. Something might happen that she
      couldn't take back. She left the house and got into her car. Took a
      deep breath. She was ready to do this. To knowingly leave her
      husband at home and have sex with a stranger.

      Her phone buzzed, distracting her from psyching herself up.

      Was it Daren, begging her to stay? He knew what it would take.
      Maybe he was ready for some makeup sex. She would gratefully
      welcome it.

      She felt dizzy as she saw that the message was from Victor.

      [Hey pretty lady. I want to meet up and talk. Are you
      interested?]

      She couldn't believe her eyes. Was she dreaming? She checked and
      rechecked the message. Finally, she slumped over her steering
      wheel, almost crying with relief. She hadn't realized until now how
      much of the tension she had been feeling was because of being cut
      off from Victor.

      Things were finally looking up.

      

    


    

    
      Cross Contamination Pt. 08

      
      Cross Contamination Chapter 8: Victorious

      Daren stood nervously outside the palatial home at the address
      Renee had sent him. He rang the doorbell again, hoping that Victor
      wasn't home. The last thing he wanted was for his boss to see him
      there and strike up a conversation.

      Finally, his cruel teenaged tormentor flung open the door, looking
      cute in a cutoff top and a short skirt.

      "Puppy!" She cried out with enthusiasm, "Did you bring it?" She was
      almost jumping up and down with excitement.

      Daren pulled the letter, stamped with the Yale University crest,
      from his back pocket, and held it up, filled with concern about why
      exactly Renee had wanted Cassie's first college admissions letter
      so badly.

      Renee's dark eyes glittered as she snatched the letter from his
      hands. "Oh God, is this what I think it is?" She unceremoniously
      ripped it open and scanned the letter with a smirk. "Accepted, of
      course. Like little miss perfect would have it any other way. And
      to her dream school! You must be so proud, daddy." She
      followed up her sarcasm-dipped sentence with an evil giggle, and
      glanced over the letter with a wicked gleam in her eyes. "But I
      think we can do better than that for sweet little Cassie, don't
      you?"

      "Wh-what do you mean?"

      It was like a switch had been flipped. Renee's face twisted into an
      arrogant snarl. "Address me properly, you little bitch!" She
      hissed, stepping closer and gripping Daren's caged cock in a swift,
      painful motion.

      Daren gulped.

      "What do you mean, m-mistress?"

      "That's better! I'll make a good puppy out of you yet." Renee's
      good humor had returned, her soft pillowy lips curving up in a
      sweet smile. "Now, take your pants off."

      Daren glanced nervously around the bright sunlight of the Cross's
      front porch. They lived in a sort of walled compound, but it still
      felt like way too exposed of an area to strip. But by now, Daren
      knew better than to argue or hesitate. He stripped off his dress
      pants as quickly as he could, leaving them in a puddle on the
      ground, with his humiliatingly trapped cock hanging uselessly in
      the open air.

      Renee pushed him on the small of his back, forcing him to leave his
      pants and dignity behind on the porch, walking naked from the waist
      down into his boss's house. She led him gently forward to the
      lavish hardwood table in the Cross family dining room and reached
      around him to place the acceptance letter on the table in his view.
      Her hands snaked up his leg and began softly cupping and massaging
      his vulnerable balls.

      "Now Cassie could certainly go to Yale," Renee whispered gently
      into his ear, her soft pouty lips close enough to barely brush the
      skin, "Get a great degree, become a lawyer or some shit like that."
      Her hands were becoming firmer, not to the point of pain, but
      emphasizing his testicles' fragility in a distracting way. Daren
      choked back a whimper as his cock began to drool through its
      plastic cage.

      "But isn't there a hotter way things could go?" She dragged one
      finger unexpectedly across the slit in the front of the cock cage,
      providing a sudden flash of friction and pleasure, hitting him like
      lightning.

      "What if sweet, innocent Cassie couldn't get into college?"
      whispered Renee's sweet, teasing voice in his ear. Daren's eyebrows
      drew together. What was she saying exactly? Cassie had got in. The
      letter was right there! But it was so hard to think, with Renee's
      soft whispering lips on his ear, and her slim, strong fingers
      moving on his intimate parts. Her voice got even quieter, and
      slightly raspy "What if your little girl had to do all sorts of
      dirty things in order to make ends meet?"

      "What? Wait a second..." Even through the fog of arousal, something
      seemed wrong about that.

      "Relax, Daddy!" chirped Renee at a regular volume, and accompanied
      the quip with a light slap to Daren's exposed balls, sending a
      bright jolt of pain through his belly, "we're just having a
      conversation. You know, dirty talk."

      A wicked grin spread across her face as she fished for the thin
      chain around her neck, pulling the small silver key from between
      her large chocolatey tits.

      "You've been so frustrated, haven't you, puppy?" She bent down at
      the waist, running her hand down his chest before resting it on the
      lock holding in his straining dick. "Your mean mistress has been
      denying you wifey's precious pussy." Her dark upturned eyes told
      him that she knew he had a great view of the velvety brown cleavage
      that the key had been pulled from, and that she loved the effect it
      was having on him. "Why don't we let little Daren here out to play
      for a while?" she said, her fingernails tapping on the plastic.
      "The only price is that you listen to what I have to
      say...Daddy"

      Why did she keep calling him that? And why did it send such a rush
      of blood to his cock? Daren's mind was racing. He knew that Renee
      wasn't just talking him off, she was planting things in his mind.
      Manipulating him.

      But oh God, he wanted out so bad. He wanted release. And he wanted
      this teasing girl to get him off with her pretty little hands. To
      finally feel her naked skin on his cock. Renee straightened up and
      snaked her arms around his waist, pulling him close. He could feel
      her huge black tits squishing out of shape against his chest. Her
      lips were at his ear again. "You don't need to say anything Daddy.
      Just nod."

      And he found himself nodding, his mouth dry. A moment later the
      lock clicked, and the slimy cage hit the table with a clack.

      Renee moved deftly behind him, and his freed cock swelled and
      throbbed as she ran a fingernail lightly down its length. "See
      puppy!" Renee whispered in mocking awe, "After a week in the cage,
      your little dickie is so happy it almost looks big." She let out a
      breathy laugh before reemphasizing: "Almost!" It felt heavenly to
      finally feel her touch directly on his cock, after all of the
      teases at their sessions.

      "So here is what I'm thinking, Daddy," Continued Renee in a husky
      whisper. Her fingers lightly played up and down Daren's shaft,
      refusing to commit to a full grip, teasing his aching cock with
      pleasure just out of reach. "What if instead of acceptance letters,
      poor Cassie gets rejection after rejection." Her fingers began
      swirling around the swollen head of Daren's throbbing penis. He was
      having trouble focusing completely on what she was saying. " Well,
      she would be forced to rethink her whole life! She would start to
      think that maybe she was just a silly, dumb little girl for
      believing in herself"

      "And maybe there would be someone there who could give her some
      guidance." Renee's delicate, manicured fingers finally wrapped
      firmly around Daren's shaft. They felt delicious, they felt
      right. "Someone Strong." Her hand gave him a slow
      firm pump.

      "Decisive" Pump.

      "Masculine" Pump.

      "Someone who could gently remind innocent little Cassie, that even
      dumb girls have some assets they can use to get ahead in
      life."

      Renee's whisper was a throaty hiss, her pillowy lips tickling his
      ear.

      "Like her Tits." A strong, firm, slow pump.

      "And her Ass." Pump.

      The next came so softly Daren had to strain to hear it, and he
      realized he was straining, hanging onto every word. "And
      her Cunt..." And instead of pumping, now she simply
      lightly traced her nails up the side of his shaft, leaving him
      aching for more.

      But even then, Daren couldn't agree with her. He was still Cassie's
      father, dammit, no matter how confused Renee had got him about her
      hot young body. He couldn't ruin Cassie's life just because, oh
      God, just because the idea was suddenly turning him on so much.
      Renee looked at his face, her deep black eyes calculating, her lips
      pursed. She saw the unexpected resolve hardening there. She would
      have to bring out the big guns.

      Daren's concentration was broken by the click of Renee's cell phone
      being set down next to the letter. She began swiping through the
      photo reel quickly while lazily rubbing Daren's cock with one
      finger. "Mistress, what are you..."

      "Shhh, quiet now, puppy." She said, raising the same finger to
      squish against his lips. With a rush of humiliation, he could feel
      the finger smearing them with his precum. "I just think that a
      little visual aid might help you right now."

      A roar of arousal came as he realized that much of the photo reel
      seemed to be nude selfies. But he was frustrated by the fact that
      she was scrolling through them so quickly he could never get a
      clear look.

      Then his stomach lurched with confusing sexual whiplash. It
      couldn't be. How could Renee have a photo like this? Renee moved
      behind him again, pressing her large breasts against his back as
      she began firmly and slowly jerking him off.

      It was a photo of Cassie, taken inside a school hallway. Cassie was
      wearing what could only be described as a fetish outfit. Her thick
      pale thighs were almost fully exposed beneath a ridiculously small
      pleated skirt. Her crimson blush reached all the way down her neck.
      Her large breasts were barely covered by a tiny pink cut-off shirt
      stretched to the breaking point over them. The shirt was rolled up
      just enough on the underside that the bottoms of her boobs were
      exposed, with the unmistakable pink blush of an areola visible on
      her right breast.

      His mind wanted to rebel, but his cock was suddenly diamond-hard.
      It felt like it was almost bursting out of its skin. And Renee's
      relentless hand wouldn't let him escape or calm down.

      "W-wait mistress..."

      "Look, Daddy." She said teasingly. "I just wanted to show
      you how... naturally talented Cassie could be. This is from the
      time she got all dressed up and walked around the school. " Her
      hand was picking up speed. "It could be the best thing for her,
      giving up her dreams of college. Maybe the most valuable thing
      about her isn't the squishy pink thing between her ears," She
      reached down, preparing to swipe to the next photo "It's the
      squishy pink thing between her legs."

      The next photo was clearly taken inside her bedroom. Cassie was
      totally naked. Her huge pale tits, and their erect, bubblegum-pink
      nipples were exposed. A recognizable dark-skinned hand had reached
      down and pulled aside Cassie's concealing hand from her vagina,
      revealing a perfect pink pussy, slightly parted and glistening with
      wetness. Cassie's face was a picture of shocked, sexy innocence,
      and her blush radiated down to her massive breasts, caught in
      mid-bounce.

      "I mean," groaned Renee, twisting and writhing her hand,
      "Imagine it Daddy: Cassie as a total airhead slut."

      Suddenly he couldn't think of anything else.

      "Your daughter sucking big hard cocks for money."

      Renee planted a kiss on Daren's ear, the soft wet sound loud over
      the hammering of his heart.

      "Your innocent angel with her tongue deep in a cunt.
      My cunt" She emphasized this with a hard squeeze
      on the tip of his cock. "While I film it to upload for all the
      dirty men on the internet to see.

      He was getting closer, and his resolve was evaporating. His eyes
      roamed the image, soaking it in, locking in on the slimy pink pussy
      at the center. Renee's wicked little tongue traced around his
      ear.

      "Your sweet little girl cumming her useless brains out on the tip
      of a... Big." She reached down slowly while her
      hand picked up speed, making obscene wet noises from the
      lubrication of his pre cum.

      "Black" Her hand hovered over the image as she
      glanced over at him with a crooked smile painting her face. Daren's
      whole body felt like it was on fire. What was in the next photo? It
      couldn't possibly be what she was implying...

      The hand suddenly stopped dead at the base of Daren's cock, and
      Renee stared at him, her cute young face suddenly serious. "I'll
      show you what will happen to her, puppy. But first, you need to say
      yes. You need to help me make it happen."

      "P-please mistress, I..." He tried to squirm, to fuck the fist of
      the young black woman who had conquered his mind, but her grip was
      firm, and he couldn't get traction.

      "Say yes, puppy."

      "But I, but she..."

      "Say yes, Daddy."

      Oh God...

      "Yes, Mistress"

      The smile broke over her face like a horrible sunrise. It seemed
      for once untainted by sarcasm or mockery. She was sincerely joyful
      for her plans to be moving forward.

      "Where was I? Oh, right. Imagine Cassie squirming and bucking
      herself to orgasm on the tip of a BIG. BLACK.
      COCK!" And with that, Renee's delicate finger swiped her
      photo roll to the right.

      Daren's mind filled with white noise as he saw the image. It was
      her. Cassie, impaled, tight young pussy stretched wide on a massive
      dark dick. Her face moaning in ecstasy, one hand on the man's wide
      muscular chest, the other roughly squashing a full young breast,
      pinching a nipple tight. She was wearing high heels, ripped
      fishnets, and had streaks of dark make-up running down her face
      (which conjured brief images of her on her knees, her hair held
      tight as she choked on a massive black cock).

      Renee's hand moved at lightning speed. Daren's breath caught in his
      chest. He felt like he was going to have a heart attack.

      "Cum for her." Came the hot, wet whisper in his ear.

      "Cum for her, Daddy"

      And he did, white slime spraying out in huge ropy bursts, ruining
      the college acceptance letter, covering his daughter's image on the
      phone, and splattering all over Renee's slim black hands.

      "Eewwww puppy!" She giggled, and reached up, smearing the
      disgusting goo over his face before he could protest. Her hands now
      clean, she picked up her phone and acceptance letter and walked
      across the dining room to a trash can, throwing in the phone
      without ceremony.

      'Wait, how did you get that photo?"

      She looked up from smirking at the ruined letter with a warning
      glance. "Don't forget yourself, puppy."

      "Sorry, mistress. How did you get that photo mistress? Did she
      really...?

      "You are adorable, puppy. So behind the times. Photoshop and AI can
      make anything look real these days." Daren's head was spinning. He
      felt faint. "As far as I know, your daughter has never fucked
      herself silly on a massive black dick." A girlish giggle bubbled up
      from her. "At least not yet. Let's make that wonderful vision come
      to pass, shall we?'

      She tossed the jizz covered acceptance letter into the garbage on
      top of the phone.

      "You ruined your daughter's important letter, you bad puppy," She
      said, sticking out her lower lip in a pout. "But don't worry, my
      father has friends at the post office. I will make sure she gets a
      new one. It will be almost the same, just a few words
      different."

      Daren felt a sense of inevitable doom settle on him, but his cock
      twitched with a mind of its own.

      "And I will make sure that we change any other letters she gets as
      well.' She grabbed a purse from the table and pulled a flash drive
      from it, handing it to Daren. "I need you to plug this into her
      laptop as soon as you can, puppy. It will help to keep her from
      getting any pesky congratulation emails."

      It would also allow free access to Cassie's webcam, but he didn't
      need to know that right now.

      "Oh, puppy!" She said, eyes sparkling, smile wide, "We are going to
      have so much fun! Now let's get some ice so we can get that little
      thing back where it belongs."

      ...

      After her initial relief, Gina began to second-guess her reaction
      to Victor's text.

      She wasn't a stupid woman. Far from it. She was well aware that
      when it came to Victor, some of her decision-making had been...
      compromised. The man was clearly an expert manipulator, and, just
      as clearly, she wasn't immune.

      It was probably better to just let this be a clean break.

      But her pussy ached for him.

      Not to have sex with him of course. She only wanted to ever have
      sex with Daren. The other night had been a moment of weakness, She
      would never have gone through with the plan to sleep with another
      man. She probably would have gotten to the bar and then turned
      around and went home.

      She just wanted to masturbate to nude photos of him.

      Maybe get another dildo in the shape of his cock.

      God damn it. She needed to get a hold of herself. Gina could
      recognize signs of addiction. She just needed to go cold turkey and
      get through these withdrawals.

      Gina heard the door open. Daren was back. Good. She needed someone
      to talk with. Someone who could help pull her down off the
      ledge.

      She rose and walked to the door, where her tired, defeated-looking
      husband was removing his shoes. She had put him through a lot
      lately. They had both been through a lot.

      She pulled him into a big hug, her eyes welling up with tears. He
      felt stiff and awkward for a moment, long enough for Gina to
      reflect how sad it was that a loving hug from her was now
      unexpected. Then he melted and returned her embrace.

      "Victor texted me." She said quietly, face buried in his shoulder,
      "He wants me to come over."

      She felt Daren stiffen up again. She pulled away from him to look
      directly into his face.

      "I'm not going to go. I don't want to speak with him ever again."
      Daren looked shocked but hope was dawning in his eyes. "Can't we
      start over, honey?" asked Gina gently, "Forget that all these weird
      things ever happened to us? You can put in your resignation. We
      will figure out the money situation."

      Daren himself looked close to tears. "That sounds perfect to me, my
      love. Give me one second, I need to use the bathroom. Then we can
      talk about this."

      Right, thought Gina, he must have been holding it the whole way
      home. She poured herself a celebratory glass of wine and sat on the
      couch, tucking her feet up beneath her. It would be hard, but this
      was the right thing to do to preserve her self-respect, her
      happiness, and the love of her life. She felt warm optimism for the
      future.

      ...

      Daren sat on the toilet, frantically texting Renee while searching,
      not for the first time, for some sort of emergency release lever on
      his chastity device.

      He had texted Renee an explanation of the situation. How Gina had
      been invited to Victor's house. How she had decided not to go, how
      she wanted to start fresh with him. He felt an immense sense of
      relief. Gina was always the strong one in their relationship, it
      had been nerve-wracking and erotic at the same time to see his
      strong, determined wife being corrupted and toyed with by a
      stronger, more determined man. Now that was over. Gina had shown
      her true colors at last.

      His phone finally buzzed. Renee had answered.

      [Interesting.]

      The text hung for a long moment. Dots popped up indicating that
      Renee was typing. Daren found himself holding his breath.

      [Convince her to go, Puppy.]

      Daren felt a sinking feeling in his stomach. He should have known
      that Renee wouldn't give up her toy that easily. Well, he had to
      convince her. It was his turn to be strong for their relationship,
      just like Gina was being.

      [Isn't this what we were working towards, mistress? Getting my wife
      to choose me over Victor? It seems like we got everything that we
      wanted.]

      Her next reply took a long time to type. He hoped that by pitching
      it as a victory for Renee, he could flatter her into accepting the
      outcome. His phone buzzed again. No such luck.

      [It figures that a weak little cuck like you would want to take a
      shortcut to victory. You are lucky you have a kind mistress to
      explain these things to you. If Gina runs away from Victor, she
      will never be free of him mentally. She has to go face Victor
      directly, to resist temptation and tell him no directly to his
      face. Anything else would be a cowardly loss in her mind, and she
      would stay under his spell. I'm sure that things would be back to
      normal for a while, but her humiliating loss would eat away at her
      mind like acid until eventually she would be back out on the hunt
      for a big black cock. If not my dad's, then someone else's. You
      need to convince her to go, Puppy. She needs to face her fears and
      score a real win against my Dad, or your 'fresh relationship' will
      be worthless.]
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      Daren's mind was racing as he read. It was true that Gina had
      been bested by Victor at every turn. Winning was so important to
      her. Would she really be ok long-term if she just ended up backing
      down from a fight? No. He had to be firm, Renee was trying to trick
      him.

      [I would like it if you could please unlock this device.]

      There. He could be firm when he wanted to.

      Renee didn't take much time to reply.

      [I don't think you are in a position to be refusing my orders,
      slave. I have some photos and videos that I think the women in your
      life would be very interested to see. Not to mention the fact that
      I am the only one who can unlock the cage on your little cock. Did
      you know the model that I put on you is banned in the United
      States? That's because it is really super dangerous to remove
      without the key. I heard that they banned it because a guy lost his
      key and things got really messy when they tried to cut it off him.
      Just something to think about.]

      Daren shuddered. Renee was probably bluffing, right? There's no way
      that she would do something as sadistic as trapping his cock with
      no possible escape.

      [What puppy, you don't trust your wifey? She says she wants to be
      done with Victor. If that is true, it shouldn't be hard at all for
      her to march in there and tell him personally. It will be
      liberating for her, and be a solid base for your new
      relationship.]

      We wavered. That was true. She seemed determined. Wouldn't it be
      better if she confronted Victor's manipulations head-on?

      [Awww Puppy, I know that this is scary for you. I'm not a bad girl,
      I promise. Tell you what, it doesn't have to be all stick and no
      carrot. I'll give you a little extra motivation. If you convince
      Gina to come over tomorrow, I will unlock you while she is gone and
      send you some fun photos. I swear to God that you will love
      it.]

      Daren gulped as his dick pressed against its plastic prison.

      [I don't know if I can convince her.]

      He realized that bringing up quibbles like this was a sign of
      weakness, but Renee was bringing up some great points.

      [Don't worry about that, Puppy. I would bet you a million dollars
      that she is teetering on the knife's edge of this decision. Just
      talk it out with her and bring up the points I mentioned. She will
      fold like a house of cards. Go get her, Tiger.]

      Daren got up and washed his hands, taking deep, shaky breaths. Was
      he really going to do this?

      Did he have a choice?

      ...

      Daren took long enough in the bathroom that Gina got up and poured
      herself another glass of wine. Was he crying in there or something?
      Well, everyone expressed their emotions differently, and she had to
      admit that her decision was cathartic to her as well.

      When he finally came back and sat next to her on the couch, she
      snuggled up to him, ready to begin their newly refreshed
      relationship on a warm and friendly note. Dareen was still a little
      stiff though, maybe he didn't fully trust her after what had
      happened these past few months.

      "So, big boy." She said affectionately, "What shall we do to get
      back to where we were in our relationship? I can think of a couple
      of things I can do for you..." The sexual tension that had been
      building up in her had still not been released. Daren had hit the
      fucking jackpot tonight. She was willing to do a lot of things that
      would normally be off the table if it would loosen her husband up
      again. "Well, I still took my pill today, but maybe I could start
      skipping it starting tomorrow. Maybe I will finally let you put
      another baby in me..." That would certainly get him going. It was
      also something she could tactfully forget about after tonight,
      something about Daren getting her pregnant still seemed
      off-putting, even in this lovey-dovey moment.

      Daren looked a little pained. Not the reaction that she was
      expecting.

      "So, um..." He began, looking nervous, "V-victor invited you over
      to his house tomorrow, huh?

      Gina withdrew from him a little, looking nonplussed. What did he
      think he was getting at? Couldn't he see how hard she was trying to
      make up with him?

      "Yeah." She said flatly, narrowing her eyes at Daren, "But I told
      you. I'm not going. So it doesn't matter, right? I never want to
      talk to that prick again."

      Daren made a noncommittal sound, looking away, twisting his hands
      in his lap.

      "What?" demanded Gina.

      "It's j-just..." Said Daren hesitantly, "If you run away from him
      like this, is he going to be able to just move on? Will you?"

      What the fuck was Daren thinking?

      "I'm not running away," Said Gina, trying to keep her voice
      pleasant, "I'm cutting him off. And of course I can just move on. I
      already have."

      "I'm just w-worried that..." Daren began, leaving the sentence
      twisting in the air.

      "Worried that what?" demanded Gina.

      "N-nothing dear." Said Daren quietly.

      "No, I want to hear this, Daren. Spit it out. What are you worried
      about?"

      "I'm worried that if you admit d-defeat like this, it's going to
      eat away at you." He couldn't meet her eye, staring down at the
      floor timidly.

      What the fuck!

      Gina leaped to her feet, pacing rapidly back and forth across the
      living room, suddenly filled again with restless energy.

      "Fuck you, Daren Harlowe!" She snarled, "I didn't fucking lose to
      Victor. I didn't lose to anyone. This is me claiming victory. He
      wants to fuck me, and I am saying no! How is that defeat? Tell me,
      pussy!" The last part was snarled into Daren's face, which whitened
      with shock.

      But weirdly enough, Daren didn't back down like he usually
      did.

      "Then tell him that." He said softly. "Tell him no right to his
      face. Otherwise, there will always be a question mark in our
      relationship. After that, we can really start again. Please,
      Gina."

      Gina looked into his eyes and saw sincerity there. She hated to
      admit it, but he had a point. Ghosting Victor was as good as
      admitting that she wouldn't be able to control herself in his
      presence. It would be an admission of defeat in a way. An admission
      that she didn't think she could win in a contest of wills.

      "Fine." Gina said coldly, "If you want me to go visit Victor so
      badly, I will. I'll tell him that there was never anything between
      us and there never will be. And then you can apologize to me for
      doubting me." Even if she recognized that he had a point, she would
      never admit it to him.

      "You can sleep on the couch tonight. Tomorrow night you will be
      joining me in bed whether you like it or not." Let him stew on
      that.

      Gina stalked over to their bedroom and slammed the door. This would
      be easy, she thought. No problem at all. She hated Victor. All she
      had to do was have a five-minute conversation with him telling him
      to fuck off.

      By this time tomorrow, she would be done with Victor Cross
      forever.

      ...

      Cassie dropped onto a locker room bench, exhausted. It had been
      another difficult cheerleading practice. She knew that she was
      getting better at the dance steps in the routine, but it stung that
      all the other girls had moved on to other routines, but she still
      had to practice the same one. It also continued to make her a
      little uncomfortable that the dance steps she was practicing were a
      little... suggestive. All of the bouncing and crawling and running
      her hands over her body still made her blush, especially since she
      was the only girl left practicing that dance. And the only girl
      with the ridiculous skimpy "probation uniform".

      "Good practice today, Kissy!" chirped Harmony, the round-faced
      little Asian cheerleader. As she said it, she wrapped her arms
      around Cassie and roughly squeezed her breasts through the thin
      fabric of her shirt.

      Cassie could only shudder and try not to squirm. She had learned
      the hard way that protesting this kind of behavior only led to more
      teasing. Her nipples responded to the rubbing and pinching by
      growing embarrassingly stiff under her teammate's fingers.

      Unfortunately, she must have shown her discomfort a little too
      clearly this time.

      "Aww come on, Kissy." Said Daria, a thin red-headed cheerleader,
      slim, pale, and beautiful, still wet from the shower. "You don't
      need to look like you swallowed a bug. This is just how we joke
      around with each other. Here, babe, you can touch my titties as
      much as you want!"

      With that, she grabbed Cassie's face with her hands and rubbed her
      small chest all over it, leaving Cassie blushing and gasping for
      air as she felt Daria's hard little nipples tracing lines all over
      her face. The locker room seemed to be filled with giggles from the
      other amused cheerleaders as they watched Cassie having her tits
      groped and her face rubbed into another girl's chest at the same
      time. It was clear to everyone in the room how uncomfortably
      aroused Cassie was becoming.

      "Besides," giggled Harmony in her ear, "With big silly titties like
      this, you can't blame people for wanting a feel." She gave Cassie's
      nipples a little twist to emphasize her point, drawing a submissive
      whimper from Cassie. "Your tits are now team property, Kissy. Don't
      forget it."

      "Give her some space, ladies." Said Renee, with a smile, instantly
      commanding the room. Daria and Harmony instantly disengaged,
      leaving Cassie red and panting on the bench, trying ineffectually
      to cover her obviously hard nipples.

      Rene sat next to her, and began taking off her uniform.

      "So," she said, her voice slightly muffled by the uniform going
      over her head, "The other girls have told me you are making great
      strides with the routine."

      "Well, yes." Said Cassie, still flustered, "I mean, I hope so."
      Renee had been supervising the other girls learning other routines,
      so they hadn't seen much of each other during practices
      lately.

      "That's great, babe!" Said Renee, beaming. She swiftly pulled her
      sports bra up and over her head, allowing her luscious brown tits
      to bounce free in the locker room air. "How about next practice we
      have you demonstrate your skills for the team."

      Cassie was instantly tongue-tied by Renee's stunning nudity. She
      tried hard to keep her eyes off Renee's chest, but when her friend
      wiggled her hips to remove her skirt, her eyes locked to the
      swaying breasts like a magnet. How could Renee be so casual with
      her incredibly sexual body, while hers caused her so much
      embarrassment?

      "Um, earth to Kissy." Mocked Renee, drawing her eyes upwards again
      to her face. "Why aren't you changing too?"

      "R-right." Said Cassie, embarrassed beyond words. She normally
      tried avoiding changing out of her skimpy clothes until the locker
      room was a little clearer, but with Renee right there, it wasn't
      likely the other girls would try anything.

      She hesitantly pulled the tiny top over her head, allowing her
      confined breasts to bounce free. It did feel good after they had
      been trapped in the tiny shirt all practice. Renee suddenly drew
      close, and Cassie couldn't breathe. Both of them were topless, so
      close they were almost touching.

      "They're just jealous, Kissy. All those other girls. Your breasts
      are beautiful," whispered Renee with a gentle smile.

      Cassie felt a sudden, strange welling of joy at Renee's rare
      compliment. Renee was close enough that Cassie could feel her body
      heat and smell her sweet breath. "So cut them a little slack. We
      girls with great tits need to stick together. Here, take a picture
      with me."

      Renee wrapped one warm arm around Cassie's bare waist, drawing her
      close. Only then did Cassie notice the phone in Renee's hand, as it
      raised for a selfie. Cassie felt the warm softness as her left
      breast squashed against Renee's right. She really should protest.
      She didn't want pictures of her naked breasts out in the world. But
      she was still basking in Renee's compliment, her approval. Renee
      was also in the picture, she wouldn't let it get into the wrong
      hands. She smiled at the camera as the shutter sound went
      off.

      "Renee smiled down at the picture.

      "Perfect, Kissy. Exactly the photo I wanted."

      ...

      Gina hesitated for a moment before raising her hand to knock at the
      door. All of the arguments for and against this meeting raced
      through her head once more. She set her mouth in a determined
      frown. There was no other way out of this. Not with her pride as a
      woman intact.

      She knocked.

      It didn't take long for Victor to answer the door. He must have
      been expecting her. Maybe he had external cameras. There he was, a
      sharp confident smile on his face.

      He was completely naked.

      Not even a robe covered his massive, muscled, darkly shining body.
      Gina's eyes couldn't stop running over his bulging biceps and
      pectorals, his toned abs, and his soft, long cock swinging casually
      above enormous balls.

      "Welcome Gina," he said, giving her a knowing grin, "Come in." This
      bastard wasn't the least bit ashamed or uncomfortable to be naked
      in front of a member of the opposite sex. He wore it like a fucking
      badge of honor.

      Victor turned and walked into his cool, spacious house, seeming to
      be completely at ease. Gina, taken off guard, had no choice but to
      scramble after him awkwardly, closing the door behind her.

      "Hey, wait." She said, still trying to catch up mentally. "Hold on.
      Why are you..."

      "Naked?" Said Victor with his cocky grin, flopping down on the
      couch, "Well, it is my house after all. This is how I prefer to
      relax around the house."

      "W-well. I would prefer if you could put on some clothes while you
      meet with me." Said Gina, feeling a blush staining her
      cheeks.

      "No." Said Victor kindly, but firmly. "I'm not going to do that
      Gina. I wouldn't take orders from anyone in my own home, and, no
      offense intended, but I would never take orders from you
      anywhere."

      He leaned back on the couch with his arms behind his head,
      spreading his legs slightly. In doing so he presented his flaccid
      cock and large pendulous balls for Gina to see in detail. Gina
      couldn't help but stare.

      His balls were huge, round, and hairless. The size of smaller
      apples. Gina had never thought of testicles as sexual objects
      before. On most men, they looked almost silly. Daren's shriveled
      little sack certainly did. Victor's balls didn't look silly at all.
      They immediately made Gina think of the huge amount of semen they
      could produce.

      His cock lay soft and dormant, filled with masculine power, but at
      rest. Even in this state, it was larger than Daren's when fully
      erect. It was a statement. It said that Victor could control his
      sexual impulses completely. Even when naked in front of a beautiful
      woman that he desired, he was only horny when he chose.

      "I completely understand if you wish to refuse the meeting and
      leave at this point of course. If my body is making you
      uncomfortable, that is." His eyes held amusement and a clear
      confidence that she wouldn't leave. He had noticed her long and
      curious glace at his genitals.

      "No. I have some important things to say. You can't distract me
      from that." Gina sat stiffly on the edge of a loveseat opposite
      Victor, trying hard not to let her wide eyes wander over his
      body.

      "We'll cover business matters at hand in a moment." Said Victor,
      clapping his hands together and leaning forward, "First, why don't
      you make us some drinks? The liquor cabinet is right there. There
      should be fresh ice." He gestured to a expensive-looking cabinet
      against the wall. Gina felt a spike of annoyance.

      "I'm not going to make you a drink, Victor," she snapped. What did
      he think this was, the 1950s?

      Suddenly Gina sensed what she had felt in the past: Victor's odd
      talent for making his size, power, and dominance known without
      seeming to move a muscle. She was suddenly painfully aware that she
      was a small weak woman in the presence of a large muscular man. His
      expression didn't change, but she could feel the power and
      confidence coming off him in waves. She was shocked to see that his
      penis was becoming hard.

      "Gina. Fix us some drinks. Right now." He spoke calmly, with an
      unchanging pleasant expression, but something about his words was
      hard and unyielding as iron. Before she even knew what she was
      doing, Gina had risen and was crossing over to the drinks
      cabinet.

      Stupid. Why was she letting this asshole push her around? But she
      couldn't sit back down now, it would just make her look indecisive.
      She had just started the meeting and she already felt outplayed.
      First, his nudity had thrown her off, and now she was waiting on
      him hand and foot like some sort of servant.

      Now, what would Victor like? She caught herself. Who cares what he
      would like? But she couldn't shake the feeling that the meeting
      would go smoother if Victor was pleased with her performance in
      making drinks. She felt a strange desire to make him happy. She
      settled on simply pouring an expensive-looking whiskey over some
      ice for both of them.

      She set the drink in front of Victor before sitting back in her
      chair. His deep brown eyes glanced down at the whiskey before he
      smiled up at her. "Excellent choice, Gina. Good work."

      God damn him. Why did she feel so pleased at the minor compliment?
      And why did his cock continue to slowly grow? What was so arousing
      about watching a woman make a drink? Gina gulped at the top-shelf
      whiskey, hoping that it would steady her nerves. A large amount
      sloshed onto the conservative sweater she had worn to the meeting.
      She swore softly.

      "You seem distracted." said Victor, his eyes twinkling, "I
      apologize, I didn't think that my nudity would make you so
      uncomfortable." He snapped his fingers, as though a thought had
      just occurred to him.

      "I know!" he said, smiling broadly, "Why don't you take off your
      clothes as well? That way we will be on an even footing, and it
      won't feel so awkward to you. You've made a mess of your top in any
      case."

      She tried to laugh derisively at the ridiculous suggestion, but it
      died in her throat as she noticed that it didn't faze him. He was
      completely serious. She drank some more of her whiskey to give
      herself time to think. Being naked was definitely giving him an
      advantage right now somehow. It was hard to concentrate and keep
      her eyes off his... body. Was there any downside to taking off her
      own clothes? Her sweater was soaked and smelled of whiskey now. He
      had already seen her naked, and it might change the power imbalance
      she was feeling. Maybe it would even throw him off a little. God
      damn him, she thought angrily, if he can be stark naked without an
      ounce of shame, so could she.

      Hoping for some courage, she gulped down the rest of her glass of
      whiskey and clicked the glass onto the table. She stepped out of
      her shoes and tried to ignore the triumphant smile spreading across
      Victor's face as she tugged her sweater over her head. She wasn't
      doing this because he told her to. She was doing it because it made
      sense.

      As she dropped her pants in a puddle on the floor, she couldn't
      help but notice that Victor's massive black cock had become fully
      erect. She kept a shy, sidelong gaze locked on the rock-hard
      phallus as her numb fingers fumbled at her bra clasps. Victor's
      massive balls had tightened and pulled towards the base of the
      cock, getting ready for the sexual intercourse that his body told
      him was coming. Of course, Victor's animal instincts were wrong,
      she told herself as her large breasts sprang free to be appreciated
      by Victor, there would be no sex happening today.

      Fully erect, his penis no longer looked soft or dormant. It looked
      like a stinger, like a weapon, throbbing with power. It was a tool
      designed for one purpose, penetrating and inseminating women. Her
      body responded as she studied it. She subconsciously wanted this
      tool to fulfill its purpose, for her own body to do what it was
      made for. Chemicals poured through her bloodstream, overriding her
      love for Daren, her moral objections, and her distaste for Victor
      as a person. As she hooked her thumbs into her panties to complete
      her impromptu strip show, they came away with a small wet spot
      already present.

      "There," said Victor soothingly, pretending that he didn't
      currently have a throbbing erection, "That's better, right? Now
      that we are on equal footing?"
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      It didn't feel better at all. Gina knew immediately that she had
      made a grave error. She had only felt that nudity gave him an
      advantage because of Victor's bottomless confidence. She did not
      possess the same arrogance. She felt exposed as Victor studied
      every inch of her body. She felt flushed and out of breath. She
      stood, a little shaky with nerves, to refill her glass. Her stupid
      body was screaming that she was about to have sex, and she didn't
      know how to tell her instincts that they were wrong. She sloshed a
      large pour of whiskey into her glass. She could feel Victor's hot
      gaze on her ass.

      As she turned around, she saw that Victor had pulled a tissue from
      an end table to wipe away the precum leaking from his cock. He
      looked completely unconcerned, and gave her a pleasant smile as she
      awkwardly sat on the edge of her loveseat again.

      "It's been a while, Gina." He said, tossing the tissue into a
      wastepaper basket, "How is work going?"

      Gina blinked, trying to keep up mentally. He wanted to make small
      talk while they were both naked? As they were both sexually
      aroused? Well, maybe it would help to keep her mind off of
      Victor's... body.

      "Not great actually." She said, her voice cracking, "I've been
      getting a lot of disrespect lately."

      "No," Said Victor, with a gently mocking tone, "People are
      disrespecting a classy lady like you? I can't imagine why."

      Gina felt a spike of anger. It was this prick's fault in the first
      place that she had done anything distasteful. Now he wanted to make
      fun of her for it? She opened her mouth to give him a piece of her
      mind when she heard footsteps coming closer from behind her. Jesus
      Christ, had Victor set up this naked meeting while someone else was
      still in the house?!? Victor was still leaning back nonchalantly,
      sipping his drink. Gina whipped her head around...

      A beautiful young woman her daughter's age was emerging from a
      hallway, dressed up to go out, with a purse in hand and sunglasses
      on. The resemblance was obvious. This was Victor's daughter
      Renee.

      "Oh my god!" She said. She sounded surprised, but not shocked, like
      she had just seen an old friend, "Dad, you didn't tell me that Gina
      was coming over!"

      She set her purse down on a chair and walked over. Gina's hands
      instinctively clutched at her private areas, trying to hide them
      from being seen by this young woman.

      "It's so good to meet you Mrs. H! I'm a friend of Cassie's at
      school!" She sat next to Gina and pulled her into a hug, with
      Gina's arms still awkwardly clasped over her chest and crotch. It
      was strange and invasive to be touched by a clothed person in a
      non-sexual way, and something in Renee's mean little smile told
      Gina that she knew exactly how uncomfortable she was making Gina.
      And she liked it.

      Renee rose and gave her father a kiss on the cheek, his huge cock
      still erect and drooling precum.

      "Renee dear," he said, completely unselfconscious of his naked
      erection in front of his daughter, "Can you take Gina's clothes to
      our dry cleaner while you are out? She's been a bit clumsy."

      "Of course, Dad. Sorry I can't stay and chat this time, Gina! We
      will have to meet up again some other time," Renee said with a
      pout. "You two have lots of fun! Use condoms this time dad, I'm not
      ready for a little brother!" She gave Gina a saucy wink, "Not yet,
      that is. Tell your husband I said hello, Mrs. H!"

      And with that, Renee scooped up Gina's discarded clothes and was
      out the door, leaving Gina with no possibility of getting dressed
      again even if she wanted to. Gina tried to protest that there was
      no reason to take her pants or underwear, but Renee was already
      gone. Whatever equilibrium Gina had been building was shattered.
      Now she just felt embarrassed and exposed and horny. She had to say
      her piece and get out of here. It made her nervous (and foolishly,
      more aroused) that Renee had spoken as if it was a given that she
      and Victor were about to fuck. Was that what Victor was assuming
      too?

      Her head swam with the alcohol. Maybe she had been drinking a
      little too fast. She cleared her throat.

      "Well, Victor," She said in a smaller and meeker voice than she
      intended, "I just came here today to tell you..."

      Victor waved a finger at her.

      "Ah, ah, ah, my dear. I was the one who invited you, remember? It's
      only fair that I be the one to speak first, isn't it?"

      Gina's mouth closed with a snap. It made sense, she supposed. She
      couldn't think of a reason why she should speak first. Somehow, the
      balance of power had shifted even further. It was hard for her to
      contradict Victor, he was just so full of momentum, of confidence.
      Instinctually, she wanted to go with the flow, to be pulled along
      by his enthusiasm. She squirmed slightly, hoping that she wouldn't
      make a wet spot on his fancy couch.

      Victor leaned back and put his hands behind his head, stretching.
      He began in a relaxed tone.

      "I'm afraid things just aren't working out with Lucia." He said
      thoughtfully. Gina felt an irrational burst of joy. That stuck-up
      bitch had thought she had won, but look at who Victor came back to
      in the end! Not that she wanted a relationship with Victor of
      course.

      "She had some trouble meeting my expectations for a serious
      relationship." He continued, "To be Frank, I only participate in
      male-led relationships. Without exaggeration, I can confidently say
      that i know better than any woman I would choose to date what is
      best for our relationship and for both of our lives. Therefore I
      expect my partners to defer to me, in the bedroom and in our
      everyday lives. Many women would find this controlling. I'm looking
      for women who would welcome the guidance." He said all of this with
      smooth confidence, despite what Gina judged to be the insanity of
      the message.

      "Lucia was attracted to me physically, and she admired my taste and
      intellect," He continued, rubbing a broad hand across his muscled
      chest as if to emphasize his attractiveness, "But she struggled
      with being obedient and submissive."

      His deep brown eyes locked to hers, making Gina feel another hot,
      sticky flush of arousal in her belly. "And so I immediately thought
      of you." She should have been offended. She tried to feel offended.
      Something about his magnetic eyes floating above his massive body,
      gleaming slightly with sweat, made the devastating insult feel like
      a compliment.

      "Lucia can't give me what I deserve. You can, Gina. I want to go to
      the next step with you." He leaned forward, projecting his strong
      male energy forcefully. "But this time things have to be different.
      You have the potential to be a true submissive, but I have had too
      much hesitation and contrariness from you. That's why I drew this
      up."

      He reached over to the side table and picked up a manilla folder
      she hadn't noticed before, setting it gently on the table between
      them, facing Gina. He flicked open the folder, showing a densely
      typed document beneath.

      "This contract states that you will obey my every word for a period
      of one month." He said, placing his hand lightly on top of the
      document. "There are a lot of ins and outs and clauses, but I can
      run you through the important ones."

      Oh God, thought Gina. The very thought of being that stupid:
      placing herself completely at Victor's mercy, submitting utterly to
      his twisted desires, was shamefully arousing. But Victor had
      overplayed his hand here. No way could he expect her to be that
      naive.

      "Victor," She said, trying to use a firm tone but not quite
      managing it, "I came here today to..."

      "Convince me to take you back? Ask for some naked selfies? Beg for
      another dildo modeled after my cock?" His eyes were twinkling with
      amusement. Smug prick.

      "No!" said Gina. She winced. It had come out of her mouth way too
      defensive. "No, Victor. I came to break things off with you.
      Permanently." She took a deep breath, trying to ignore her aching
      nipples and pussy. Trying to keep her eyes off his beautiful
      cock.

      "Huh," said Victor dismissively, eyes still freely wandering over
      her body, "That's not the impression that I got from reading your
      texts this week."

      Gina blushed, remembering her desperation. She felt that
      desperation welling up from deep inside of her right now. She
      gritted her teeth. "I changed my mind, Victor. I want us to be
      over."

      Victor gave her an appraising look.

      "Hmmmmm." A disgustingly arrogant smile broke over his face,
      causing Gina a sudden burst of shame and arousal and anger just
      seeing it.

      "No," He said, "I don't think that's going to happen. I think you
      are going to sign this little contract and agree to be my
      submissive woman."

      His arrogance was breathtaking. How could he be so sure of himself?
      Gina faltered for a moment. Did he know something she didn't?

      "Why would I do something as stupid as that?" She asked. She
      couldn't manage to put any heat into the question. It sounded more
      like she really wanted to know the answer than the angry rhetorical
      that she had meant it to be.

      "Because I haven't told you your part of the deal yet." He said
      matter of factly. He flipped to another page in the contract,
      pointing a thick finger.

      "Number 1: I pledge to never fire your husband for any cause
      whatsoever. I also pledge to give him a promotion within two
      weeks." He flipped the page again.

      "Number 2: I pledge to pay in full the college tuition, room and
      board, and fees for Cassie Harlowe at whatever college she chooses
      to attend next fall, for the entire time that she needs to complete
      her degree." Another quick flip

      "Number 3: I will assume responsibility for all debts currently
      owed by the Harlowe family on their family house, including those
      for home renovations."

      "Number 4: After the period of one month, if Gina Harlowe wishes
      it, I will never contact her or her family again, except for issues
      pertaining to the financial arrangements detailed above."

      He looked up at her with a smile. "How does that sound for
      starters?"

      Well, Gina had to admit that if he held to the letter of the
      contract, it would wipe out essentially all of her economic
      concerns with one stroke. But it still wasn't worth
      considering.

      "You could ruin my whole life, Victor." She said meekly, "If I had
      to obey you no matter what, it would take away my ability to
      protect myself and my family."

      He waved away her concerns. "It's stated in the contract. I pledge
      that I will only command you to do things that I think will make
      you and your family lead happier, better lives."

      Gina's mind felt foggy. "You say it's just for one month? Couldn't
      you just command me to sign another contract just like this?"

      Victor shook his head. "You worry too much, pet. I swear to you, I
      will never command you to sign another contract to extend this
      period against your will. If you choose to obey after the contract
      ends, of course, then that is totally up to you." He leaned back
      again with a smile, "I am confident that you are a true submissive
      at heart. I see this contract as training wheels. Once you get a
      taste of submitting to my dominance, you will love it so much, you
      won't want to go back."

      With a dry mouth, Gina slid the contract closer to her, staring at
      the pages without really seeing them.

      "Would it be so bad, Gina?" Said Victor softly, and Gina looked up
      to see him staring deep into her eyes with a soft expression,
      spoiled somewhat by his still hard and dripping cock. 'Wouldn't it
      be nice to just... relax for a month? Let someone else take the
      reins? Not have to worry about what might go wrong with your
      decisions?"

      He reached over and grabbed an expensive-looking pen from the side
      table. He flipped to the last page of the contract, where his large
      signature was already written. He clicked the pen and held it out
      to her.

      Gina took it with numb and shaking fingers. She had felt like a
      prisoner in her own head these past few months, filled with guilt,
      arousal, and uncertainty. Victor seemed so certain, so confident,
      and so so sexy.

      "I'm married, Victor."

      It came out in a whine. "Married women can't just... become
      someone's sex slave. Daren would be crushed."

      Victor chuckled. "Sex slave. Your words, not mine. Remember that
      later. If it makes you feel better, I swear on my mother's grave
      that I will never tell Daren about this relationship."

      Gina sat, frozen. Caught between her lust for Victor and her love
      for Daren. Thinking about how much good this agreement could do for
      her family, and dreading the erotic depths that it might drag her
      to.

      Victor rose and sat next to her, close enough to touch. This close,
      Gina could smell his musk, covered only partially by expensive
      cologne. The smell should have repulsed her, but she found herself
      oddly fascinated by it, sniffing more into her nose. His dark skin
      felt burning hot where it touched her, and she was painfully aware
      of how his massive form dwarfed her own. His towering cock was only
      inches from her thigh. She could reach out and touch the smooth
      dark shaft if she wanted...

      Victor put an arm around her shoulder, hugging her close to his
      muscled body. She felt small, soft, and vulnerable. A sexual thrill
      bordering on fear ran through her.

      Victor whispered down to her, "This won't really be that big of a
      change, you know? Think about it. How many times have I wanted
      something from you and haven't gotten it?" She looked up at his
      hard eyes, her own wide and soft. "I wanted you to wear your hair
      like a bimbo. I got it. I wanted you hairless. I got it. I wanted
      you to swing both ways. I got that too." Gina felt waves of shame
      as she realized the truth of what he was saying.

      "And I wanted to show off your body and your new sexuality to all
      my friends. And you obliged me, on stage no less." Gina wanted to
      break away, to get angry, but his eyes were magnetic, his arm
      strong.

      "So if you can't stop me from getting what I want anyway, what does
      it matter if it is written into a contract? At least you get
      something out of it." He gently gripped the hand that Gina held the
      pen in and moved it to the signature line. Then withdrew his hand,
      leaving her hand hovering there, free to choose.

      "Come on babe." He whispered in her ear, "All of those things I
      said are just excuses. We both know why you are really going to
      sign it."

      His voice got deeper, his lips almost brushing her ear.

      "Because I told you to."

      Gina closed her eyes and scribbled her signature as Victor beamed
      in triumph.

      Internally, Gina celebrated. She knew something Victor apparently
      didn't. There was no such thing as a contract dictating complete
      obedience. The contract was completely unenforceable.

      The new couple both leaned back together, both thinking they had
      got the better of the other.

      Only one was right.

      ...

      Daren sat, lonely and defeated, in his bedroom. He was unable to
      relax, unable to concentrate. His regret had started immediately
      when Gina had begun getting ready to go over to Victor's. His
      anxiety had built and built until he wasn't sure he could take it
      anymore. He knew it was too late to tell her not to go. It would
      have raised her suspicions. Now he had to live with his decisions,
      and try not to think about what was happening right now at Victor's
      house.

      He glumly wandered the house. Tossed back one of his male
      enhancement pills that Renee had given him with water. Turned on
      the TV to see what was on.

      *Beep*

      *Click*

      Daren looked down in surprise. It couldn't be, could it? His
      searching hands confirmed his suspicions. The chastity device
      around his penis came loose in his hands.

      His cock sprang to life almost immediately, savoring the sudden
      freedom. Daren's hand gripped the expanding cock without
      hesitation, giving it a few quick strokes before he knew what he
      was doing. It felt amazing! Had he always been this
      sensitive?

      His phone buzzed.

      [Well Puppy, are you ready to begin?]

      He replied as quickly as he could with his left hand, his right
      hand pumping up and down his shaft.

      [Thank you, mistress!]

      [Awwww, you are welcome Puppy. Are you surprised? I told you that I
      would have a great reward for you if you convinced Gina to "visit"
      my dad. I might be a little devil most of the time, but tonight,
      I'm going to send you to heaven. I want to drain your little virgin
      balls so hard that you won't have anything left for wifey even if
      she wants to fuck your tiny dick.]

      Daren frowned. Even he had to admit that he had started getting a
      sexual thrill from being put down by Renee, but this virgin thing
      was ridiculous.

      [But I'm not a virgin, mistress. I have a daughter.]

      [I know you do, Puppy. Let's not get ahead of ourselves by bringing
      Cassie up now, we are going to be talking about her a lot later.]
      Winking emoji.

      [But let's be real Daren, you have only had sex with one woman, and
      when my Dad finally fucks her, he's going to places in her pussy
      you could never reach. Can you really call it sex when you are that
      disappointing in bed? Your mistress will be the judge of when you
      lose your virginity, and I say those times don't count. Now, I have
      some stuff prepared to send you that I know you are going to like.
      But first, you have to ask nicely.]

      Darens cock throbbed at the thought of what Renee might send
      him.

      [Please, mistress, can you send me something?]

      [Hmmm, not bad too bad, puppy, but you can do better. Try 'Please
      send my virgin cock to heaven, mistress Renee.'"]

      Daren felt his face grow hot. Renee never let his pleasure come
      without an extra dose of humiliation on the side.

      [Please send my virgin cock to heaven, mistress Renee.]

      [Good Puppy.]

      A notification popped up that a file was being transferred to him.
      A second later, an audio file appeared in the chat window.

      [I can't be with you in person tonight, Puppy, but I think this
      will make up for it. Listen to my voice and do what I say. Don't
      open the image until I tell you!]

      A blurred image appeared in the chat, ready to be opened.

      Daren found some headphones, hurried to his bedroom, locked the
      door, and cautiously started the audio file.

      "Hi, Puppy." It was Renee's voice, deep and calm and smoky. She
      must have been speaking right next to the microphone. "Are you
      ready to have a good time? Who am I kidding?" She gave a cute
      little giggle, sending a shiver up Daren's spine. "You started
      jerking off like a dirty little monkey the second your cage came
      off, didn't you?" She was right, Daren thought shamefully. The
      shame didn't stop him from pumping his dick hard and fast in his
      hand, focusing on her sexy voice. "Well, I like to think that I am
      pretty good at dirty talk, so I'm going to give you a little
      inspiration for your jerk session tonight. I even have a visual aid
      to help you. I never thought I would send you something this good,
      Puppy. I am surprised at my own generosity. You had better be
      grateful! Why don't you open that up right now?"

      Darren kept the audio playing in the background and opened up the
      blurred, hidden picture.

      His pupils dilated. His mouth went dry. He gripped compulsively at
      his cock, forgetting to stroke.

      "Wow. That's the only word, right, Puppy?" The voice purred in his
      ear.

      It was his lovely daughter. Topless and smiling, her perfect pink
      nipples crinkled and hard with arousal. And next to her, Renee,
      with a wicked little grin on her cute face. Her bare brown breasts
      were only slightly smaller than Cassie's, ballooning almost
      cartoonishly from her petite frame, her dark nipples still soft.
      Based on her expression, this was amusing her, but based on her
      nipples, not turning her on. The two girls were posing so close
      that their tits squished together just slightly where their bodies
      met, creating a delicious contrast between pale white and dark
      brown skin.

      "I know that your dirty old mind must be racing right now, not to
      mention your dirty old hand, but let's take it slow, Puppy. Listen
      to my voice. Let me guide those pervy thoughts. Let's imagine, I
      don't know... Ooh, I've got it. Me and Cassie are having a
      sleepover at your house. Gina is away on a business trip. You have
      been a super cool daddy and have been letting us have a little
      wine, loosening up our inhibitions a little. We are all hanging out
      in the living room. You know me, I'm a little cocktease, and, devil
      that I am, I start teasing poor little Cassie about being a virgin.
      About how she has never even seen a dick in real life before. And
      she is soooo embarrassed. You can tell she really doesn't want to
      talk about this in front of her daddy. But her embarrassment is
      super cute! And you get the feeling that maybe she is protesting a
      little too much, you know? Like maybe this is secretly exactly
      where she wants the night to go. So I go for it! I say that we have
      a perfectly good cock right here for her to see. And I reach over
      and unzip your pants, and pull them off. And you are protesting,
      but, of course you aren't stopping me. And Cassie is bright red,
      and covering her eyes, but she has had just the right amount of
      wine. She's not running away, and it's easy to see that she is
      peeking through her fingers. And when the undies come off, your
      dick isn't totally hard yet. Nerves. Wine. It happens. So I tell
      Cassie that you need a little help. I pull off my top, and with a
      little hesitation and a lot of lip-biting, Cassie's fingers start
      fumbling with her top as well. And then there we are, your daughter
      and her best friend, topless and giggling, telling you to get hard
      already so they can see your dick."
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      Daren's hand pumped steadily on his cock as he absorbed the
      dirty story, eyes hungrily eating up every detail of the photo. He
      eagerly listened for more details.

      "And, trust me, Puppy, it works. Soon your little dicklette is
      standing stiff at attention. And your innocent daughter can't keep
      her eyes off it. She just can't help herself from looking. And you
      see the pink nips on her big pretty titties perk up as well. She
      might deny it, but her body is interested. And that's when I give
      up being subtle. I sit down right next to you on the couch, and
      your face turns to me as I move to meet it. You feel my soft, sweet
      lips on yours, my naughty little tongue exploring your mouth as my
      slim fingers curl around your hot, throbbing cock, squeezing and
      pulling. Cassie is spluttering, asking what I think I'm doing, but
      when I smile at her and tell her to come take a closer look, she
      does what I say. She wants to. Her virgin cunt is juicing up, and
      her inhibitions are beginning to seem less and less relevant. I
      tell her to kneel down and get a really good look at her daddy's
      cock up close. And she does, you can feel her hot breath, starting
      to get heavy and ragged, on your dick as my fingers twist and pump.
      But you don't see her down there, kneeling between your legs,
      because suddenly my fat brown titties are in your face, and I'm
      telling you to use your mouth like a good boy. It's heaven puppy.
      My breasts are soft and smooth and warm against your face, my perky
      nipples are hard against your lips and tongue, and I am filling
      your ears with appreciative little coos and giggles, letting you
      feel like a real man for once. And most importantly, I'm keeping
      Cassie from looking up and seeing her daddy's face. Instead, she
      just sees a cock, right there in front of her for the first time.
      So when I whisper down to her that she should give it a little
      taste, she is able to fool herself for one crucial moment. She
      doesn't stop to think about what family dinner will be like
      tomorrow, or what Mommy will think when she finds out. She just
      listens to her body and wraps her innocent little lips around you.
      And that is when I withdraw, just as I notice that you have
      realized what is happening. And as I pull away, your eyes meet with
      such heat and intensity that you can almost feel it across the
      room. Daddy leaning back on the couch, legs spread, eyes wide with
      shock. Daughter on her knees, daddy's rock hard cock held gently in
      her mouth, eyes soft and fearful."

      Daren grunted, frantically fucking his fist, now slippery with
      precum. His dick felt alive and hypersensitive, like it had doubled
      it's nerve endings somehow. He tried to keep himself from moaning.
      Cassie was probably in her room. He burned with the taboo shame,
      knowing he was masturbating to the thought of his own daughter
      while she was in the house. He strained his ears. He had to hear
      the end of this story.

      "The moment hangs there. It's tense, Puppy. Each of you is waiting
      for the other to freak out, to jump away, disgusted. But that
      doesn't happen, I've planned the moment out perfectly. Your dick
      throbs, and she can feel it move powerfully in her mouth. You in
      turn feel her tongue do a little wiggle, moving around your head.
      You take a deep shaky breath as your beloved daughter starts
      exploring your cock with her mouth. And I drop to my knees as well,
      being a guide and teacher for your daughter, showing her how to
      please a man. And looking down it makes a truly beautiful sight.
      Two lovely teenage girls, one dark, one pale, sharing your cock,
      one tongue on either side. Then I am gently sucking your balls
      while Cassie bobs her head on your shaft. It doesn't take long,
      Puppy. Nobody would last very long in that situation, and you
      aren't exactly Mr. Stamina. You feel an orgasm building up, and you
      start to grind your hips upward into your daughter's face, stuffing
      her mouth deeper and deeper with your cock. But I know the signs,
      Puppy, and this isn't where this evening ends. I pinch the base of
      your dick. Hard. And I gently push Cassie away. Her face is red,
      and she is drooling a little. She had really been getting into it.
      Quite the little slut in the making. And I look at you both, and
      before the shame can set in, I say to Cassie that there is one more
      thing that your daddy and I have to teach you. Just by the tone of
      my voice, you know exactly what I mean. Even Cassie, inexperienced
      and naive as she is, knows what I have in mind. You are about to
      speak up and say that that would be going too far, but then I raise
      my eyebrows at you and gesture to your daughter. She's biting her
      lip, her eyes downcast. She's blushing furiously. She's horny. She
      wants this. Even more than you somehow. So when I gently take you
      both by the hand and pull you down the hall to your bedroom, you
      don't resist. Like the new lovers that you are, you can't keep your
      eyes off each other, although judging by the fiery blushes you both
      have, there is a considerable amount of shame in your minds as
      well. When we get there, I push you back onto the bed. Your marital
      bed, where you are supposed to make sweet love to your faithful
      wife. We are going to use it for something else right now. I place
      Cassie above you, showing her exactly how to position herself. You
      are too horny and ashamed and excited to speak as I grab your cock
      in my hand and line it up with your daughter's steaming hot,
      dripping pussy. And she sinks down, slowly, inch by agonizing inch.
      You can feel your hard cock being buried in her hot, wet folds.
      There is resistance for a moment, but then it is gone. You realize
      that you have taken your own daughter's virginity. You are fully
      deeply, inside her. Her beautiful, curvy form is all you can see,
      rising above you. Sexy, innocent, perfect. She starts to move,
      awkwardly at first. She has never done this before after all. I put
      my hand on her wide hips and guide her movements, but in the end,
      she doesn't need much help. Her body knows what to do. She begins
      to move smoothly, quickly. Your dick penetrates her deeply, pumping
      in and out. You can feel her big, soft ass pressing onto your
      thighs when she pumps her hips down. Gently at first, then slapping
      as she moves faster and faster. You can see that I have reached my
      hands around to play with Cassie's nipples. Her big, beautiful tits
      bounce and shake, set totally loose by Cassie's newfound lust. I'm
      whispering something in her ear, and she is closing her eyes,
      relishing the newly discovered feelings roaring through her body.
      She repeats again and again "Please Daddy! Please!" Begging you,
      instinctually, for something that she is only dimly aware of,
      something she has never experienced before. Get ready, Puppy. I
      want you to cum with the story. But as you do, I want you to think
      about this: I could absolutely make this happen. You have no idea
      how deep I have my hooks in Cassie. I could set up this scenario in
      a week. I could do it tonight if you don't mind ruining your
      relationship in the long term. I'm not going to do it, of course,
      Puppy. That would be messed up. Speaking of messed up..."

      Daren groaned and strained, bucking his hips against his fist. He
      was ready. He needed this.

      "In the heat of passion, you roughly grab Cassie's wide, squishy
      hips, pulling her down firmly, thrusting your dick as deeply as it
      will go inside her. She orgasms, moaning and screaming "Daddy!"
      over and over, desperately moving and grinding her hips, setting
      you off as well. You explode deep inside her fertile pussy, letting
      out spurt after gooey spurt into your daughter."

      Daren stared intently at the topless selfie still on his screen,
      obsessively scanning Cassie's perfect breasts. He came explosively,
      too horny to even worry about the mess he was making, spraying
      ropes of cum onto himself and his bedsheets, groaning deeply. The
      recording ended. Daren felt oddly at peace. His phone buzzed with a
      text.

      [I see you finished listening. Did you cum to that Mr. H? I know
      you did. That's pretty sick, Puppy, cumming to the thought of your
      own daughter. Well, time for the next one.]

      He looked down at his phone with confusion.

      [I don't know if I would be able to cum again, mistress.]

      [Didn't I tell you, puppy? I want to drain those little balls dry.
      Trust me, when you listen to this next recording and see the photo,
      you won't have any problem jerking off again.]

      A new recording and a blurred photo popped into the chat. With
      nervous apprehension, he clicked on the recording and began
      listening.

      ...

      Victor's large well-muscled arm snaked around Gina's naked waist,
      pulling her close to him. The warm friction of skin on skin made
      her shiver. She felt slightly shocked at herself that she had just
      signed the scandalous document in front of them, even considering
      the secret escape clause she had.

      "You know," said Victor lightly, pulling her gently but firmly to
      her feet, "I said that you had done everything that I asked, but
      that wasn't quite true, was it?"

      As they both stood, Gina on somewhat weak, shaky legs, Victor
      turned to face Gina. He gave her a deep, lingering kiss that made
      her head go blank and her toes curl. She could feel the hard,
      burning heat of his cock pressed against her belly, the possessive
      grip of his strong arms around the small of her back, his warm skin
      making contact along the entire length of her body, her big soft
      tits pressing against the hard bulk of his chest. When he broke
      away, a glimmering trail of saliva stretched between them. He
      smiled as he asked a question in an innocent tone.

      "There was one thing that I asked you to do that you simply refused
      to consider. Can you remember what that was?"

      Oh no. He had always been a gentleman before, surely he wouldn't go
      there.

      Victor gave her a warm, condescending smile as he placed his hands
      on Gina's shoulders.

      "I think we both remember that line you drew in the sand, don't we?
      That big dramatic vow you made?" His hands began to push firmly
      downwards, forcing Gina down below his level. Her knees hit the
      living room floor with an audible thunk, and she was suddenly face
      to face once again with Victor's magnificent cock.

      The rock-hard ebony pillar radiated masculine strength and felt
      burning hot, even from this distance. Although everything was clean
      and well-groomed, her nose was assaulted by the overpowering musk
      of Victor's male pheromones. The massive phallus subtly pulsed and
      throbbed with Victor's heartbeat. Gina gulped. She turned her eyes
      upwards to see Victor smiling down at her from above. Arrogant,
      amused, gloating at his victory. It should have made her angry. It
      should have made her tear that contract up right then and there.
      Instead, this horrible man lording his victory over her sent a hot
      sharp twist of arousal through her belly. Instead of yelling, she
      found herself twisting her hands together and dropping them between
      legs, inches away from her dripping pussy. She gazed submissively
      up at her new master and waited for his command.

      Victor laughed cruelly.

      "Well well well, you thought you were a tiger, sweetheart, but it
      turns out you were just a kitten all along." His eyes twinkled with
      hostile mirth. "Give me a kiss, kitten."

      Burning with shame at following the orders of her worst enemy, Gina
      leaned forward and planted a soft, wet kiss on the bulging head of
      Victor's cock, smearing her lips with his salty precum, her
      upturned eyes locked on his, pleading. Maybe by making this
      humiliating sign of submission, she would be spared the greater
      humiliation. She still hoped that Victor would let her keep a shred
      of pride by not forcing her to do the one thing she had vowed never
      to do. She saw that her hope was in vain. Here in his moment of
      triumph over her, there wasn't a shred of mercy in Victor's hard
      eyes.

      "Suck my cock, bitch." Said Victor, calmly and firmly. Then he
      stood still, cock jutting out into the air, his conquest kneeling
      before him. Waiting for Gina to complete her own humiliation.

      Gina couldn't think, couldn't breathe. How could she let this
      horrible man, whom she hated with a passion, beat her in such a
      complete and obvious way? She could hardly lie to herself and twist
      this into some sort of Victory. Blowjobs were the one thing she had
      clearly stated she would never do for Victor. She fought back waves
      of anger, guilt towards Daren, shame, and, worst of all, roaring,
      all-consuming horniness. She should just tear up the contract now.
      Bring up the escape plan she had thought of, be done with this
      before it started. Victor's cocky face with his trademark
      shit-eating grin filled her vision. If she did this, she would be
      admitting to him, and worse, herself, that he was right all along.
      That she couldn't win against him. That he was better than her in
      every way. She would be validating his fucking infuriating
      superiority complex, and resigning herself to be his slutty little
      bimbo girlfriend. It would go against the very core of what she had
      always stood for as an ambitious and independent woman.

      Oh God, why was this making her so horny that it was hard to think
      straight?

      Victor held perfectly still, forcing Gina to make her move. She
      trembled as she lifted herself slightly on her knees to position
      her lips on the tip of Victor's cock, once again kissing his penis
      in submission, the very tip of his cock head just barely between
      her parted lips.She couldn't keep eye contact with him anymore. The
      shame burned too painfully. With her eyes downcast, Gina slowly
      moved her head downward, the massive black dick pushing her lips
      apart, causing a delicious friction of her soft lips against the
      skin of Victor's cock. The cock moved deeper, completely filling
      Gina's mouth. The size, the heat, the taste of Victor's precum
      overwhelmed Gina with its dominance.

      Victor looked down at the shameful display. His prey, his fiery
      opponent, now kneeled in submission, dedicated to serving him. Her
      eyes dropped in shame, then lifted to him once again. The lips of
      his enemy stretched around his dick, her eyebrows drawn together in
      a mixed emotion of arousal, shame, and intimidation. It was so
      funny he almost laughed again.

      "I'm not taking your temperature, Kitten," He reminded her gently,
      "I said suck." And with that, Gina's tongue started moving, and her
      head bobbed slowly, taking in the small fraction of his dick that
      could fit in her little mouth. She clearly had worked with big
      cocks at some point in the past, but Victor's monster was a tough
      challenge even for the experienced.

      "Wow," He said, relishing the feel of Gina's sassy mouth as it
      hugged his dick, "I really didn't think you would do it!" That was
      a lie. He knew from the beginning that he could turn Gina into his
      personal cocksucker eventually. Right now, however, it was
      important for Gina's growth that he twist the knife a little. He
      flashed her a grin. "Didn't you swear in front of a big crowd that
      you would never suck my dick? Didn't you swear it to your husband?
      You ought to be ashamed of yourself, you little slut."

      It really was cute how deeply she could blush despite her tan. Her
      eyes broke contact with his again, but her mouth and tongue
      continued moving. She had gotten a taste now. Her body was moving
      based on her deeply ingrained submissive instincts. He grabbed his
      phone from the nearby table, opening the photo app. He managed to
      snap a few candid shots before Gina realized what he was doing,
      including one of her gazing lustfully up at him. Suddenly, Gina
      looked shocked and started to protest. Victor silenced her. "You
      agreed to do anything I wanted Gina, and that includes a few photos
      to remember your first submission." Just to prove his point, he
      snapped a few more photos of the cringing woman as she continued to
      suck his cock, slowly forgetting her exposure and getting more and
      more into it. Victor placed his phone back on the table. Time to
      take this to the next level.

      "Use your tongue and lips, Kitten. Show me how you worship a cock."
      His huge cock, shiny with Gina's drool, left her mouth with an
      audible pop. She was breathing heavily, and gazing at him with a
      slightly dazed expression. Cock drunk, he noted with pleasure. She
      ran her sharp little tongue up the underside of his cock, giving it
      another soft kiss as she reached the head.

      "You have my permission to touch yourself if you need to pet.." He
      said seriously. She paused, her tongue once again on its way up his
      shaft. Her expression, was surprised, then confused. "I mean, I can
      see what this is doing to you." Victor continued, glancing
      downwards significantly.

      Gina's pussy was swollen with arousal, making a puddle on the floor
      beneath her. Her body was desperate to be impaled on the cock that
      was dominating her senses. Gina's confused expression melted into
      shamed comprehension. Her right hand maintained its tender grip on
      the base of his cock while her left hand moved hesitantly down
      between her luscious thighs. Victor could see her back arch as her
      fingers made contact with her needy clit. Gina was going to be
      having a great time. Now he just had to deeply intertwine the
      sexual pleasure she was feeling with her shame.

      "I remember the first time I saw you, Gina." said Victor
      thoughtfully. Gina was getting distracted by the movement of her
      fingers on her pussy. He gently pushed his cock forward to remind
      her of her main job. "You think we met at that office Christmas
      party, right? Actually, I have had my eye on you for a long time
      before that." Gina looked a little confused and opened her mouth to
      speak, but Victor gently gripped the back of her head and pushed it
      into his dick, and the cock drunk slut began running her lips up
      and down the length of the shaft, swirling her tongue as she
      went.

      "You probably don't even remember, you have some many cases. Five
      years ago, about when you were first promoted to your current
      position, you handled a workplace harassment suit against my
      company." Victor watched with amusement as Gina's pea brain tried
      to work quickly while being overwhelmed with sexual stimulus. He
      chuckled as she struggled and failed to keep up mentally while
      planting hot wet kisses up and down his dick and fucking herself
      silly with her hand.

      "We offered a quite competitive settlement to your client in
      exchange for a signed NDA. You advised him to turn us down. You
      were confident that you could beat us in the courtroom."

      He placed a large hand on Gina's beautiful blond head and pushed it
      further down. "My balls, Kitten. Worship my balls." She was really
      losing herself in the moment now, and without any sense of shame,
      began nuzzling, licking, and sucking his big black testicles with
      enthusiasm, fingers working madly between her juicy thighs.

      "I sat in the gallery, and I saw a fiery, beautiful, professional
      woman tear up the courtroom. I saw a woman who was driven to win,
      to succeed, at any cost." And now here that woman was, defeated at
      his feet, disgracefully nuzzling and sucking the balls of her
      victorious enemy, lost in her own shameful submissive lust. Her
      face was wet and red, rubbing herself desperately on his balls to
      win his approval. Her face was now smeared with the musky
      pheromones that naturally coated his genitals. Any normal person
      would probably describe the smell as deeply unpleasant, but for a
      bitch in heat like Gina was right now, it was like catnip.

      "You won of course. Got a fat judgment for your client. Of course,
      within a year, I made sure he lost it all. I tricked him into
      getting a sex change, and he ended up sucking cock on the streets
      in Berlin to survive. Not that you care I'm sure. What really got
      me interested was how a submissive like yourself could fool
      yourself and the world so completely. I have a talent for spotting
      natural submissives, and you definitely are one. But you were
      acting very successfully as a dominant. The whole thing got your
      name on my list."

      Victor tapped his pleasure slave on the shoulder. "Back to sucking,
      Kitten." She gave a little moan, probably responding to the shame
      of being ordered around, and took his cock into her mouth once
      again.
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      "But there are a lot of names on my list. What really sealed the
      deal was when your worthless husband applied for an open position
      at my firm. I noticed the name right away. When I met the man and
      found out that you two were married, I knew that this would be fun.
      I hired him immediately, of course, and set my plan into
      motion."

      Victor took a half step forward, pushing Gina back with his body,
      forcing her to scramble backward on her knees. She tried to spit
      his dick out and protest, but Victor gave her no room, he stepped
      forward again, then again, forcing Gina to awkwardly crabwalk
      backward, until finally her back pressed again the wall of the
      living room.

      As the pressure of his cock pushed her head back against the wall,
      she stared up at him with fearful eyes. This is what he wanted to
      see from her. Broken like a wild stallion: wide, soft, submissive
      eyes, begging him for mercy and approval where once they blazed
      with hatred and defiance.

      "Raise your arms up above your head, Kitten." Victor commanded in a
      deep voice, "When you do, it's going to take away all of your
      control, and all of your defenses. You will be giving me permission
      to do whatever I want to you."

      It took only a moment for Gina to raise her shaking hands, still
      wet with her juices, up above her head, terrified but willing eyes
      staring deeply into his with his invading cock still lodged in her
      mouth. Her huge breasts heaved with ragged breaths. Victor savored
      the erotic sight of a beautiful woman completely at his
      mercy.

      Victor reached down and gripped both wrists in one enormous hand,
      holding Gina captive and pinning her arms against the wall. A smile
      spread across his face as he pushed his cock forward further,
      pushing himself little by little into Gina's submissive
      throat.

      A look of panic crossed Gina's face, and she gagged, pulling weakly
      at his strong hand trapping her wrists.

      "Shhhhhh, Pet." Said Victor soothingly, withdrawing slightly, "You
      can do this. I have never met anyone as submissive as you who
      couldn't deepthroat. Your body knows how. Just focus on pleasing
      your master."

      Her eyes still looked scared, but he recognized a desperation there
      as well: to give him what he wanted, to be his good girl. He moved
      forward again slowly.

      "Relax. Open yourself to me. Trust me. Give me what I want." He
      said softly, feeling Gina's throat unclench and allow his dick to
      slide further in.

      He stopped with only about half of his cock in her mouth. She was
      already doing well for a first timer. She looked up at him with
      shining, proud eyes, her throat stuffed with his cock. Proud of
      being his good little cock sleeve. Exquisite.

      Victor began moving, slowly and smoothly, in and out. He could feel
      Gina's whistling breath on his shaft, see her eyes close in
      concentration as she tried to relax and satisfy him. She was so out
      of it, and the dominating position felt so great, that Victor
      indulged himself with a little gloating.

      "The proud, ambitious woman who cares about winning most in the
      world." He said, panting. Gina's long worship of his cock, her
      pathetic appearance, and the dominance of this final humiliation
      towards her were finally bringing him to orgasm. "When I am done
      with you, you are going to get off on being a loser. The
      humiliation of defeat will get you wet. The superiority of dominant
      men will be stamped into you, body and soul. You will be the
      depraved submissive slut that you were always meant to be. All
      because that's what I wanted." Gina was so out of it she didn't
      hear a word.

      Finally, Victor pulled his cock, dripping with slobber, from Gina's
      well-used mouth, quickly stroking himself towards orgasm. It was
      time to mark his newly conquered territory.

      "Open your mouth, slut." He commanded. Gina seemed to come to
      herself and realize what was about to happen, regaining the look of
      humiliation that the frenzied fellatio had numbed her to. She
      opened her mouth slightly, crimson blush staining her bronzed
      cheeks and spreading down to her heaving tits.

      "Wider." Snapped Victor, "Tongue out."

      She did as she was commanded, on her knees, arms pinned above her
      head, staring with nervous anticipation at the massive black cock
      throbbing inches from her face.

      The first glob of cum flew directly into Gina's open mouth, coating
      her tongue with thick white seed. But for his first time, Victor
      wanted to ensure wide coverage. Ropes of sticky hot cum painted
      Gina's beautiful face, splattered over her gorgeous tits, and
      rained down on her thick thighs. She felt covered and stained in
      the sticky, hot fluid

      The humiliating sperm drenching seemed to go on forever, but
      finally, Victor's cock oozed out the last of his seed. He finally
      released Gina's wrists and grabbed her hair, using it to clean off
      the last of his cum from the tip of his cock.

      Gina lowered her hands and placed them in front of her mouth,
      trying to spit out the hot, salty, oddly familiar-tasting
      cum.

      "No, Kitten." Said Victor firmly, grabbing her by the chin to lift
      her gaze to his. "My seed is too valuable to waste. Swallow."

      She had never done that for a man before, even when she used to
      enjoy giving her boyfriends blowjobs. The very idea had always
      seemed degrading to her. But there, on her knees in front of her
      new master, every inch of her naked body dripping in his cum, she
      swallowed.

      ...

      Renee's soft, teasing voice filled his ears again.

      "I'm sure that it was a lot of fun to jerk your tiny dick to your
      daughter, Puppy. But aren't we forgetting what's really important
      right now? You sent your poor wifey all alone to deal with your
      cocky, gorgeous, bullying boss. Oooooh, pretty risky, Puppy, with
      her juicy little cunt and her habit of using a dildo shaped just
      like his dick. Who knows what could happen when he gets her alone
      in a room with him? But no need to worry, right? You trust her! She
      loves you, and would never ruin that just for a chance to try out a
      hot bully cock. Well, I have a little update for you on your wifey.
      You can open the picture now, Puppy."

      Dreading what he would find, Darren pushed the view picture button
      with a numb finger.

      The blood roared in Daren's ears. His mind failed to process what
      he was seeing for a moment. Renee's voice snapped him back to
      reality.

      "Oh noooooooo, Puppy! It looks like your charming, rich, buff boss
      with a big dick managed to seduce your suuuuper loyal wifey. Who
      could have seen this coming? If only there were some warning
      signs!" Renee dissolved in a fit of giggles, and Daren was forced
      to confront the crushing image on his phone. Gina, his lovely wife,
      naked on her knees, her sweet lips, that he had kissed so often
      before, gently gripping the black cock planted in her mouth. Her
      eyes, soft and warm, looked up towards the camera. Her bedroom
      eyes. Daren was shocked to feel the wave of arousal as blood rushed
      to his cock. How could an image be so painful and so erotic at the
      same time?

      "Don't worry, Puppy." Continued Renee's recorded voice, "You know
      how I photoshopped that picture of Cassie earlier? I'm sure this is
      the same thing! There's no way it's real right? Or is it? Do you
      still trust the love of your life? Either way, it's kind of hot,
      right? To see your bossy little bitch of a wife put in her place
      for once? Gina, who loves to push around everybody else, finally
      meeting someone who can push her around sexually? I mean, it's a
      shame that you could never do that. She just doesn't respect you
      enough, Puppy. She sure does respect my dad though. It doesn't get
      much more respectful than kneeling down in front of someone and
      letting them use your mouth as a masturbation tool. It goes beyond
      respect to worship. Gina has found a new man in her life, and I'm
      just not sure that you can ever... measure up."

      Daren almost sobbed as he stroked his hard dick, staring at the
      photo.

      "But seeing her submit to another man is the next best thing if you
      can never experience it firsthand. And now your loving relationship
      has been transformed into another pervy virgin jerkoff fantasy.
      Just like all the other pathetic virgins out there jerking off over
      the pretty girls while the real men take them home to fuck them.
      And the worst part about it, Puppy? Both you and Gina both knew
      exactly what my dad was doing. And not only did you fail to stop
      it, you sent her over to his house practically gift-wrapped. You
      practically slipped his cock into your wife's mouth
      yourself."

      Daren jerked faster and faster, focused completely on the voice and
      the picture, letting his mind race wildly as jealous lust
      overwhelmed him.

      "You don't need a wild made-up scenario for this picture, Puppy.
      Your imagination can do all the work. Who knows, if this photo is
      the real deal, all the things you are imagining could be really
      happening right now! I want you to jerk fast and cum, Puppy. And
      when you do, I want you to say 'he cums in her mouth, I cum in my
      hand. "

      And despite cumming just minutes before, Daren found that he was
      already on the edge of orgasm. He came again, spraying himself with
      another round of cum, hissing the humiliating mantra Renee had told
      him to, writhing in lust and emotional pain.

      He noticed that Renee had sent him some new messages.

      [Awww, Puppy, I bet you feel really bad right now.]

      [You should.]

      [I want you to really reflect on that bad feeling. Jerk off two
      more times. Use the photo each time. Keep repeating the
      mantra.]

      ...

      Gina slumped on the ground, ashamed, still desperately horny, and
      covered in the semen of her worst enemy. Now that her lust had
      cooled a little, she was regretting the foolish decision to sign
      Victor's fake contract. Maybe she should just pull the ripcord
      immediately, before things went any further.

      She looked around for something to wipe herself off with, but even
      her clothes had been taken away. Her legs were too shaky to stand,
      so she looked up to Victor, who was regarding her with a distant
      expression.

      "Um, Victor, could you help me up? I need a towel. And a shower
      would actually be perfect right now. Listen, I want to talk to you
      about that contract, you see..."

      Without a word, Victor returned to the couch, fiddling with a
      remote control. "Come here Gina," he said commandingly. "I have
      something you need to see."

      Cautiously, apprehension ceiling through her belly, Gina walked
      over to the couch, standing to avoid staining it with Victor's
      cum.

      "I thought that you would give it at least a little more time
      before trying to break your word. But I guess we both saw what your
      promises are worth today," Victor said with no trace of the warmth
      his voice sometimes carried. "Smart lady lawyer that you are, you
      undoubtedly thought you outsmarted me with our little
      contract."

      Gina froze in the act of trying to wipe globs of cum away from her
      eyes. Shit. He had seen through her plan. Well, it was fine, she
      told herself. Even if he knew she didn't plan to obey him
      unconditionally, there wasn't anything he could do based on his
      stupid illegal contract.

      "It is, of course, completely unenforceable. Legally speaking.
      Which is why I'm letting you know about the secret enforcement
      mechanism I've cooked up." He pressed a button on his remote,
      starting a slide show on the tv screen

      A photo of Gina on her knees at the party, mask removed, a fierce
      look on her face.

      A nude selfie of Gina in her bathroom.

      Gina on stage at a seedy strip club, face in ecstasy as a woman's
      head busied itself between her legs.

      Gina sucking Victor's massive black dick, a sultry look on her
      face.

      Victor snapped a photo of her watching the slide show, covered in
      cum, mouth hanging open in shock.

      "You really have to be more careful what pictures you let people
      take of you, Gina." Said Victor with a smile. "I don't think I have
      to spell out the rest. If you break the contract you agreed to, a
      lot of people are going to get to know you a lot better. Imagine
      what a splash these would make at your office! Or with your
      daughter's classmates, maybe."

      "You can't do this." Said Gina numbly, already feeling panic and
      despair. "This is blackmail!"

      "Allegedly." Said Victor smugly. "It's your word against mine. I
      think my legal team would be very interested to hear that
      accusation."

      With a yawning feeling of fear, Gina realized that she was a lot
      more locked into the terms of the contract than she had assumed.
      Just as she realized that, Victor tossed her an unsigned copy of
      the contract. She managed to catch it, immediately smearing it with
      cum.

      "A little light reading for you, Ms. brilliant lawyer," said Victor
      mockingly. "I noticed that you didn't read it carefully the first
      time. Are you sure you are qualified for your job? Slept your way
      to the top maybe?"

      Gina was speechless. She had been completely played again. So
      distracted by her own horniness that she walked right into Victor's
      trap. She struggled to think of something she could do.

      Her car keys landed next to her with a jingle.

      She locked up at Victor, confused.

      "It's time for you to leave, Gina."

      "B-but, Victor, my clothes!"

      Victor gave her a flat, hard look.

      "Our business is concluded today. I'll call you when I want
      you."

      "Can I just use your bathroom, or get a towel, or..."

      "Gina. Leave," said Victor in a hard, menacing tone.

      Still humiliatingly unable to resist Victor's commands, Gina jumped
      up and moved to the door, desperate to escape Victor's displeasure.
      She panicked as the bright sunlight hit her naked, cum soaked body.
      She tried to turn and get back inside as she realized the extent of
      her humiliating exposure, but the front door had already clicked
      firmly shut behind her. Luckily, Victor lived in a walled compound,
      but that didn't make Gina feel much better as she cringingly
      sprinted to her car, her big sperm-covered breasts painfully
      flopping and bouncing on the way.

      Finally, she sat, sweating, sticky, and naked in the driver's seat
      of her car, almost sobbing with humiliation and rage. Both were
      fueled by the fact that she was as horny as she had ever been. She
      couldn't resist plunging her hands between her legs and furiously
      masturbating. Her fingers worked and rubbed, and her mind focused
      with laser-like intensity on the submissive blowjob she had been
      forced to give. She raised a swollen nipple to her mouth and
      sucked, tasting the salty funk of Victor's seed. Her whole body was
      stained with it.

      It didn't take her long. All of the sexual frustration that had
      been building up since Victor had cut her off seemed to burn up in
      her body all at once. She thrashed and shook in the most powerful
      orgasm in her life, naked in her hot car, screaming with pain and
      rage and lust.

      Finally, she slumped back in her seat, dripping with sweat mixed
      with Victor's fluids. She looked at herself in the rearview mirror
      and saw nothing but a horny, well used slut.

      She needed to do something about this. There had to be some way to
      escape her fate.
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      Gina looked at herself in the rearview mirror again.

      She still looked like a mess.

      Luckily, Gina had thrown the silver minidress that Victor gave her
      in the car on her way to their meeting. It was still dirty from the
      night she had worn it, smelling faintly of Victor's sweat and
      cologne. Gina had been planning to give the dress back to Victor,
      but now she was wearing it. She wriggled her hips to try to force
      the dress to cover more of her thighs.

      It was better than being naked, but not by much.

      Gina had used the two emergency wet wipes at the bottom of her
      purse to clean the cum off of her face at least. She had done her
      best with the thick, sticky sperm on the rest of her body, but
      there was only so much two wet wipes could do when faced with
      Victor's massive load. By the end, she was just smearing the sticky
      filth around her skin with the dirty wipes.

      With the clarity that came after an orgasm, Gina could see how she
      had been played. Victor had built up her arousal, gave her the cold
      shoulder for a week, and then exploited her vulnerable state.

      One thing was certain, she was dealing with a master manipulator.
      But Victor had overplayed his hand this time. Gina knew the law
      better than anyone, and clear-cut blackmail wasn't something you
      could just wave away. Victor might have good lawyers, but Gina knew
      the best of the best as well. She would greatly prefer this contest
      of wills to be transferred to the courts: her home territory.

      There wasn't any time to waste. Gina had to make a police report
      immediately. She could have gone home, changed, and showered... But
      she wasn't ready to talk to Daren yet. Just thinking about him
      started a dark storm of guilt and sadness in her heart. She
      couldn't go home looking and smelling like she did. Maybe when she
      finished at the police station, she would stay overnight with a
      friend, just to give her enough time to get her body and mind back
      to normal before facing her husband.

      She didn't admit to herself that smoldering anger also factored
      into her decision to go straight to the police station. Gina had
      always had a temper, and sometimes it made her act a little
      rashly.

      -

      "Let me get this straight." Said the old, gruff-looking police
      chief sarcastically, "You agreed to sexually service Mr. Victor
      Cross."

      "Yes." Said Gina nervously. This wasn't going as she had hoped.
      When she had asked for help at the front desk, the officer there
      had leered at her like she was a piece of meat. It wasn't until she
      had mentioned Victor's name that he seemed to pay attention at all.
      Now she was sitting in front of the chief of police himself,
      explaining herself like a tongue-tied schoolgirl in the principal's
      office.

      "And in return, he promised you money." Continued the fat,
      unsympathetic chief behind the desk.

      "No. I mean, yes." Said Gina, tripping over her words, "It's more
      complicated than that! It was more like special benefits than
      money. And I was pressured!" This man had to understand! "The
      important part is the blackmail! Why don't you focus on that!" She
      said desperately.

      "Right." Said the police chief, with a bemused grimace, "The thing
      is, Victor Cross is an upstanding community member held in high
      regard. And you've admitted that you don't have any proof. Who am I
      supposed to believe? Victor Cross? Or some hoo... er, lady such as
      yourself?"

      "Excuse me?!?" Gina screeched in disbelief. She had never been so
      insulted in her whole life! What exactly was this man
      implying?

      The Chief looked up sharply, frowning beneath his bristling
      mustache.

      "Now, don't take that tone with me, little lady." He said sharply,
      standing up from his desk and showing that, despite his pot belly,
      he was a large and muscular man, "You come into my office, reeking
      of semen and booze, tits and ass barely covered. No panties by the
      way. And now you want to pay the injured innocent? Ridiculous.
      Aren't you ashamed of yourself?"

      Gina shrank, cringing from the verbal assault, trying desperately
      to stretch and pull the dress to cover more of her exposed body. He
      was right, she realized. She looked and smelled like a well-used
      whore. If the dress had looked slutty in a strip club at night, it
      was laughably inappropriate for daylight. It didn't help that her
      body was still coated in a layer of mixed sweat and Victor's slime.
      Strangely, the thought of being seen as such a dirty slut was
      turning her on again, making her lose some of the purpose and
      clarity she had regained. It reminded her of when Vicotr had
      tricked her into stripping at the Panther Club. Although here she
      had an audience of just one fat older man, her embarrassment was
      just as strong. What was wrong with her? She was a confident
      independent woman. Humiliation didn't make her horny, that was just
      something Victor wanted to be true. Suddenly, Gina wanted nothing
      more than to sneak out with her tail between her legs and regroup,
      but as she stood, the imposing man blocked the way.

      "Oh no no no. It's too late for that now. Sorry sister, but I'm
      afraid that you just admitted to a serious crime. Selling your
      holes to strange men is called prostitution, honey. It's a big
      word, I know, but I think you are probably familiar with it." His
      voice was cruel, and he grabbed Gina's shoulder in a vice-like
      grip.

      He began to march her down the station hallway, as passing officers
      glanced with a mixture of arousal and disgust at her sweaty, sticky
      breasts nearly popping out of the tiny dress.

      "We will throw you in the drunk tank for tonight, and decide how to
      charge you in the morning." He said gruffly. But first, we'll need
      to perform a routine search." The chief marched her into a small
      side room.

      "Someone will be with you shortly!" with a nasty grin, the police
      chief firmly closed the door on the wide-eyed Gina, leaving her
      alone with her panicked thoughts.

      ...

      Cassie slumped over her desk with red-rimmed eyes, staring into the
      distance. After getting the rejection letter yesterday from Yale,
      she had been forced to reevaluate her entire life plans. Yale had
      been her dream school, but she really hadn't thought that it was
      such a long shot. She was sure that eventually she would be able to
      shake off the disappointment and go to one of her second-choice
      schools. But for now, the wound was still raw.

      Renee, looking perfect as always in a crop top and tight shorts,
      sat down beside her and chirpily asked what was going on. All that
      Cassie could do was burst into tears and cry on her bestie's
      shoulder. She explained through sobs how she had gotten a rejection
      letter from Yale, and how disappointed she felt. Renee made all of
      the appropriate comforting noises, although Cassie could have sworn
      that she caught a strange glint in her friend's eye that didn't
      look sympathetic.

      "Don't worry babe," said Renee confidently, "I'm sure that you will
      get something that you like. You have lots of safeties, right? And
      look, even if you can't get into college at all, that wouldn't be
      the end of the world."

      Cassie looked at Renee doubtfully. What a weird thing to say.
      Cassie had been told since she was a young girl that college was
      the right path for her. What else could there be?

      "Well," She said, hesitant to contradict Renee, "I'm definitely
      going to college. Just... not Yale I guess." And her eyes began to
      brim with tears again.

      "Awwww babe, don't cry!" Said Renee, patting Cassie on the
      shoulder, "I'm serious! For a girl like you, there are lots of
      options other than college." Cassie's brows knit for a moment. What
      did she mean 'a girl like you'? But Renee was already moving on
      with the conversation.

      "If you are really still stuck on Yale, I'll tell you what. I know
      a private College counselor who guarantees entry to high-level
      colleges for select clientele. With an introduction from me, I am
      sure that she would help you."

      Cassie felt a spark of hope in her heart. Maybe her dream of going
      to Yale wasn't quite dead after all.

      "You think that this counselor could help me even if they already
      rejected me?"

      "Of course, Kissy!" Said Renee confidently, "They don't like to
      advertise it, but decisions like that get reversed behind closed
      doors all the time."

      Cassie felt a smile start to pull up the corners of her lips.

      Renee held up a warning hand. "Now don't get too excited girl. This
      councilor's services don't come cheap. I would expect to pay at
      least 5000 dollars. I would start thinking about how to raise the
      money."

      Cassie's heart sank. She wasn't completely up to speed with the
      family finances, but she knew that things were tight enough that
      5000 dollars wouldn't be easy to ask from her parents. She racked
      her brain for ways to make some quick cash.

      Renne snapped her fingers. "I know!" She said excitedly, "My Dad
      just gifted me a webcam and a headset because he thought I was into
      computers. What if you tried doing some streaming? You like video
      games, right?"

      Cassie did play some games, but she wasn't convinced. "I don't know
      Renee." She said, "I don't think it is that easy to make money
      doing that kind of thing."

      "Nonsense." Said Renee with finality, "You never know until you
      try. I'll send over the webcam and headset and I'll even set up an
      account for you. Just try it out and see what happens. You are a
      cute young girl, I think you could be really popular."

      Cassie still wasn't sure, but she had to admit that there was no
      harm in trying. "Thanks, Renee." She said warmly. It felt nice to
      have such a great friend.

      "Don't mention it!" Said Renee. Then a thoughtful look crossed her
      face. "You know, why don't I send you a little something extra as
      well? You've been too stressed lately. I have a little supplement
      that I take in order to calm my nerves. You should try it!"

      Cassie looked uncomfortable. "Umm, I don't know Renee. Do you mean,
      like, drugs?" the last word was a scandalized whisper.

      Renee giggled. "Jesus Christ, Kissy! You're such a little good
      girl. I'm not trying to get you hooked on hard drugs, dummy! It's
      just a little herbal supplement I take to help me relax. It's
      totally legal."

      "I don't know..." repeated Cassie again, her eyebrows drawn
      together, frowning in disapproval.

      Renee rolled her eyes. "Whatever, Kissy. Tell you what, I'll send
      some over. You can decide if you want to try it. I'm just trying to
      look out for you. God."

      Cassie frowned, but to Renee's delight, shrugged uncomfortably,
      agreeing to accept the herbal supplement from her new best
      friend.

      ...

      It couldn't have been more than ten minutes from the time when the
      police chief left Gina alone to when the other officer entered, but
      to Gina, it felt like an eternity. her mind raced frantically as
      she paced the small room.

      Clearly, the police chief had made a snap judgment about her based
      on her appearance. It wasn't a good start, but the facts were on
      her side. All she had to do now was project an air of dignity and
      not allow herself to be treated like a whore anymore.

      She was a proud, capable woman. This would be easy. She just had to
      insist that she no longer be treated like a cheap hooker.

      Once again, Gina pulled on the bottom hem of her stretchy, soiled
      dress. She checked her appearance in the one-way mirror on the
      wall. Gina doubted that the other side of the glass would have
      anyone there for the routine booking of a suspected streetwalker.
      Which was lucky for her, because she still looked like a nasty
      slut.

      Gina jumped slightly as the door clicked open and a female officer
      a little younger than herself stepped into the room, already
      snapping on a pair of blue latex gloves.

      Gina drew herself up into a posture of affronted dignity, trying
      her best to project the truth that she was an upstanding woman who
      had been caught in a misleading situation.

      The female cop gave her an unimpressed smirk as she drew forward.
      "Your name, Miss?" she asked sharply.

      Gina focused all of her energy on appearing confident and in
      charge. "On the contrary, I want your name and badge number. I
      don't know why the officers at this station think it's alright to
      make such filthy insinuations about an upstanding community member
      in distress like myself, but I plan to lodge a formal complaint
      once this has been straightened out!"

      Gina felt like the speech had been impressive. She was well on her
      way to increasing her stock in the eyes of the police. They were
      going to realize their mistake and start treating her with some
      goddamn respect.

      Gina's stomach twisted as the look of momentary surprise on the
      female officer's face was replaced by a condescending grin.

      "So this innocent lady wants some special treatment..." drawled the
      officer with barely concealed amusement. She stalked with a
      confident swagger straight up to Gina, standing eye to eye with her
      and fixing Gina with a powerful blue stare. Gina suddenly felt
      herself shrink back in the face of the younger woman's confident
      energy.

      The woman grinned with predatory glee at Gina's flinch, sensing
      weakness. Gina gulped at the sight of the younger woman enjoying
      her power. This shouldn't be happening. Gina had stared down
      hundreds of block-headed police officers on the stand. She should
      be the one with the power in this situation, no matter what her
      clothing was. It was like Victor had exposed a flaw in her
      iron-strong will, and now all of the other assholes in the world
      were able to see and exploit it.

      "Well, that's just fine then!" said the woman sarcastically. "The
      innocent have nothing to fear, as we always say." The woman's
      mocking stare flicked downward, taking in Gina's poorly covered
      body. "But I'll tell you what sweetie. You don't look
      innocent."

      Gina felt a hot red flush creep into her face as the female officer
      scanned her barely concealed body with a disgusted look. The
      officer leaned closer, making Gina pull in a surprised breath. Was
      this officer trying to kiss her?!? But the officer just gave a few
      exaggerated sniffs before suppressing a laugh. "And you don't smell
      innocent."

      Gina's blush deepened as she realized how awful she must smell,
      still marked with Victor's enormous cumshot. She tried to stammer
      something but was shocked into silence as the officer slipped a
      hand around her waist, running it up her thigh and below her dress,
      squeezing a bare ass cheek with a latex-clad hand. "And you don't
      feel that innocent either, babe. No panties under a tiny fuck-me
      dress like this? You understand my confusion, right? It's just not
      something that innocent women usually wear."

      "H-how dare you!" spluttered Gina, slapping away the woman's
      roaming hand.

      The officer's face hardened at Gina's pathetic show of defiance.
      "I'm just doing my job ma'am, and so far you have done nothing but
      complicate the lawful search I'm conducting. Now Ma'am. What is
      your name." The last sentence came out like the crack of a whip.
      Gina's mind raced. She needed to give the officer her name, but she
      still couldn't bear the idea of her real name being on any official
      paperwork. Maybe if she used a nickname, she could get out of this
      without anything official on the books.

      "Gigi," said Gina, wincing a little as it came out. She hated the
      nickname, and she hadn't heard it for years, much less used it, but
      it was the only one that leaped to mind.

      "Well, Gigi," said the officer with mock politeness, "If you would
      be so kind as to remove your lovely dress, I need to search you for
      contraband."

      ...

      Almost a dozen senior officers crowded the small observation room
      on the other side of the one-way mirror, watching with gleeful
      anticipation as Officer Baker demanded once again that the newly
      detained prisoner remove her skimpy dress.

      The Chief himself couldn't take his eyes off the spectacle as Baker
      barked another order at the cringing blonde woman, causing her to
      reach hesitantly down to the bottom hem of her slutty dress.

      "Holy shit!" whispered one of his lieutenants with a wide smile, "I
      can't believe we have Gina Harlowe stripping in the station."

      The chief clapped him on the back, returning his smile. He could
      barely believe it either. Gina must be insane if she thought she
      could waltz in here anonymously. She might not know any of the
      police by name, but she was enough of a ball buster in court that
      half of the police in the city knew to groan when they had to take
      the stand in one of her trials. The station was already abuzz with
      the hilarious information that she had walked in wearing a hooker
      dress and covered in jizz. Victor Cross was some sort of miracle
      worker.

      The assembled officers held their breath as uncharacteristically
      bashful Gina Harlowe was finally pushed by Officer Baker to lift
      the bottom of her dress, revealing the wide, graceful swell of her
      hips and a tanned, totally smooth and shaved pussy. The crowd let
      out a hushed gasp of admiration as the dress climbed further,
      exposing Gina's impressively flat tummy and big luscious tits,
      crowned by nipples that were rigid enough to clearly reveal that
      the harsh treatment from Officer Baker was a shameful turn-on for
      the little slut. And it was unmistakable even after several hours:
      every inch of Gina Harlowe's tanned curvy body had been covered in
      cum. Victor Cross had marked his territory.

      "I can't believe this!" guffawed the talkative lieutenant. "Isn't
      this bitch married? Isn't she a mother? I mean, she's a goddamn
      lawyer for God's sake!"

      "Was," said the Chief with relish, his piggy little eyes focused on
      Gina's soft, bouncy body. "Was a lawyer. Now she's whatever Victor
      wants her to be. Right now Victor wants her to be a scared little
      hooker spending her first night in the drunk tank. And Victor Cross
      always gets what he wants."

      ...

      Gina shuddered as the smooth, latex-covered hands of the female
      officer glided over her sticky body. The light touch reminded her
      that she was naked and the officer was clothed, in complete
      control.

      So much for Gina's plan to demand her dignity back.

      Finally, with a disgusted twist of her lips, the officer sighed.
      "One last thing to check. Bend over the table please." She patted
      the metal table in the center of the room impatiently.

      "Officer, is that really necessary?" said Gina apprehensively. "I
      mean, a cavity search seems a little..."

      Gina's sentence trailed off in a squeak as the officer frowned and
      marched straight up to her again, eyes blazing. "Listen here, you
      little slut," hissed the officer angrily, "You are going to march
      right over there and bend that fat bubble butt over the table, or
      you are going to wish that you had. Do I make myself clear?"

      Something about the harsh tone, her nudity, and the stress of her
      day combined inside Gina to completely override her usual strength
      of will, and all she muttered was, "Yes, ma'am," as she hurried
      over to the table. Why were her fucking nipples getting hard?

      And... oh no. Oh fuck. Her pussy was getting wet at the worst
      imaginable time. If she had ever had a chance to convince the young
      female officer she wasn't a horny slut, it was fast
      disappearing.

      Gina barely had time to bend over before the officer was there,
      pushing her further down, crushing her hard nipples against the
      cold metal of the table. With agonizing and oddly inappropriate
      slowness, the officer pulled apart Gina's cheeks. As Gina looked
      back, she saw herself in the mirror, her face red with shame, her
      asscheeks held apart to show her wet pussy and tight pink asshole.
      Strangely the officer was looking back into the mirror as well with
      a strange gloating smile on her face.

      "Don't worry Gigi," said the officer, patting her naked ass almost
      hard enough to qualify as a spank, "I'll be gentle. But I'm afraid
      the Chief told me to do an extra thorough search today, so buckle
      up."

      ...

      The observation room was silent, filled with the odd tension of men
      watching something unbearably erotic while in the company of other
      men. Several men had their phones out, recording the shame of the
      hated lawyer for later use. Soon officers across the city would be
      laughing at and jerking off to the humiliation of the famous Ms.
      Harlowe.
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      Officer Baker's gloves were slick and shiny, plunging two
      fingers in and out of Gina's dripping pussy as the slutty lawyer
      clasped a hand to her mouth, no doubt desperately trying to hold
      back from moaning.

      The young, eager to please Baker, withdrew her fingers. Turning to
      the window with a saucy wink, she gently swirled her
      well-lubricated fingers around Gina's tight asshole, which was
      flexing and twitching at the stimulation.

      "N-no, please officer," whimpered Gina, her legs shaking. "There's
      nothing in there, I swear!"

      "Awww, I want to believe you, Gigi, I do!" said Baker with mock
      sympathy, "But I am afraid there is only one way to know for
      sure."

      The crowd of watchers had to hold back cheers and laughs as Officer
      Bakers slowly slid a finger deep into Gina's pulsing ass, drawing a
      cry of mingled shock and arousal from the pitiful woman.

      The crowd watched eagerly as Baker began moving her finger, lifting
      her other hand to resume her search of the suspect's soaking pussy.
      Gina's breath grew shallow and ragged. She hid her face in her
      hands as her body rode towards her first-ever anal orgasm.

      The Chief cleared his throat, breaking the tension.

      "Send someone to knock on the door," he said gruffly. "We've had
      our fun, but Victor wants her worked up, not satisfied." The
      watchers groaned, but they knew better than to make Victor Cross
      angry. Seconds later, a sharp knock on the door made Baker look up
      and draw the strip search to a close.

      "Now," said the Chief with a nasty grin, "Throw her in lock up with
      all the other hookers. No phone call. We want her to feel nice and
      sorry for herself when Victor shows up tomorrow morning.

      ...

      Daren was concerned.

      Gina had told him that she planned on having a quick meeting with
      Victor, just long enough to tell him that they were through.

      But she hadn't come home last night. A dozen calls had gone
      straight through to voicemail. Daren's thoughts had turned to
      darker and darker fantasies of what might be happening with his
      wife and Victor, and he hadn't gotten much sleep last night.

      Waking up from a few hours of sleep, there was still no sign of
      Gina, who was still not answering her phone. He had no choice but
      to go to work. He barely made it to his desk before he was called
      into Charlie's office.

      "Hardon," said Charlie with a twist of his lip, "You're looking as
      pathetic as usual. Close the door on your way in."

      Daren had a sinking feeling as the door clicked shut behind him.
      Charlie couldn't have good motives for calling him into a private
      meeting. But there was nothing he could do. He could be fired at a
      moment's notice with the information that Charlie held.

      Charlie swung his chair around to face Daren. His face held the
      smug, leering look that meant he was preparing for a satisfying
      bullying session.

      "You've been holding out on me, Hardon!" barked Charlie with false
      humor, "I told you to get me some hot pics of your daughter like a
      week ago! It can't be that hard to convince a little slut like her
      to dress up and show off."

      Daren had been dreading this. He pulled out his phone.

      "I d-do have some photos for you, Charlie."

      "Call me sir. I think that is more appropriate considering our
      circumstances."

      Daren felt an uncomfortable blush begin to sting his cheeks.

      "I have some photos f-for you, sir."

      "Well then s-s-send them to me d-dipshit." Mocked Charlie, pulling
      out his phone as well.

      The last thing that Daren wanted was for this predatory slimeball
      to see his beloved daughter in such a compromising outfit, but he
      couldn't see any way out of it. He texted the first picture to
      Charlie.

      With a look of hungry anticipation, Charlie opened the photo. His
      mouth dropped open. He looked up at Daren in disbelief. "Holy
      shit!" he said, for once honestly shocked.

      Daren felt a sick feeling in his stomach watching this loathsome
      predator's eyes light up at the sight of Cassie in her skimpy
      cheerleading outfit. He heard the sound of a zipper and the thump
      of Charlie's pants hitting the floor. His worst enemy's eyes darted
      over the picture drinking in the barely concealed curves of his
      daughter's body. Charlie began grunting lightly as his right hand
      moved up and down, hidden by the desk.

      "Oh yeah." He growled, a fierce grin splitting his face, "This girl
      wants it bad. I never would have imagined she was this much of
      whore! If she will dress up like this for Daddy, think of what she
      will do for other men."

      He looked up at Daren's standing awkwardly at the door averting his
      eyes as his rival jerked off to his daughter's lewd photo. "You
      better hope that Gina doesn't find out you had Cassie dress up like
      this, Hardon. I still remember from high school, Gina's a fucking
      wildcat when she's pissed."

      "She already knows." Blurted out Daren without thinking. He snapped
      his mouth shut, but it was too late. Charlie looked up sharply at
      him.

      "She does, huh?" He said suspiciously, "What are you holding back,
      Hardon? Do you have other pictures for me? You had better send them
      right now, or you won't like the consequences."

      Shit. Trapped again by his big mouth. Daren hung his head, then
      reluctantly transferred the next photo. The one that showed Gina
      smiling, holding her daughter's leg up in an obscene high kick.
      Revealing the dark wet spot on her pink panties.

      This time, as he saw the picture, Charlie looked like he was in
      heaven. He immediately began stroking again furiously, practically
      drooling over the photo. Gina was unmistakably presenting her
      daughter for the camera's inspection, her hand gripping Cassie's
      inner thigh in a possessive and intimate way. And to make things
      worse, you could tell by their expressions that both women were
      aroused by the situation.

      "Like mother like daughter," grunted Charlie lustfully, eyes locked
      to the photo, hand moving furiously. "I remember what Gina was like
      in high school. Fucking slut. Passed around by the whole team.
      Always eager to take a cock. She tried to get all high and mighty
      after that, but you can't change your nature. Now it looks like she
      has passed on her tendencies to her daughter. What I wouldn't give
      to have a little mother-daughter bonding in my bed. Gina can teach
      Cassie all about being a good little cocksucker, using me as her
      assistant. I mean, look at these two fucking whores. It's not like
      I'm being unrealistic here. They both clearly want it."

      Daren didn't mention the fact that a similar scenario had almost
      happened that night. The thought of Gina and Cassie together with
      his hated work rival made him flustered. He began to feel an
      uncomfortable tightness in his chastity cage.

      Charlie took a deep breath and set his phone down. He looked up at
      Daren with a cruel grin.

      "Full marks, Hardon. I'm not sure how you did it, but you went
      above and beyond. I can only assume that your wife and daughter are
      such huge fucking sluts that the job was easier than I assumed.
      Let's call it 200 bucks off what you owe."

      He got up from behind his desk, his large, thick cock, still erect,
      bobbing between his hairy legs.

      "Are you staring at my cock, Hardon?" Said Charlie, amused.

      Daren flushed angrily and tried to stammer something out about how
      just glancing didn't mean anything, but Charlie cut him off.

      "I don't give a shit what pathetic excuse you have. I don't care if
      you look at it as long as you don't get any ideas. I told you I'm
      not gay. Anyway, you're about to get a much closer look at it. I
      got to see some racy photos of Cassie, I think it is only fair that
      I return the favor."

      He took a wide stance in front of his desk, thrusting his swollen
      reddish cock into the air.

      "Get over here, photographer extraordinaire. I'm ready for my
      close-up."

      Daren shook with humiliation, but once again, he felt powerless. If
      Charlie wanted him to take dick pics for him, he had no way to
      refuse. He forced himself to snap some photos of Charlie's cock,
      keeping his bully's face out of the photos at Charlie's
      instruction.

      "Let's try a different angle. On your knees, Hardon." Charlie's
      eyes were hard and mean. He knew that this whole situation was
      repulsive to Daren, and couldn't get enough of his wimpy enemy's
      humiliation.

      Daren fell to his knees with a thump, taking photos of Charlie's
      towering cock from multiple angles. This close he could smell the
      disgusting smell of Charlie's poorly washed dick. After half a
      dozen photos, Charlie aimed a kick at him, signaling him to move
      away.

      "That's enough of that," snapped Charlie, "I told you to get some
      photos, not to fall in love."

      A nasty grin crossed Charlie's face as a thought suddenly came to
      him. "Why don't we get some snaps of you while we are at it,
      Hardon? Let's really commemorate the occasion."

      Daren felt sweat bead on his forehead. He had come so far without
      anyone realizing he had been forced into chastity by Renee. Charlie
      would be the worst person in the world to discover that shameful
      secret.

      "N-no thanks Charlie. I'm g-good." He mumbled nervously.

      Charlie frowned. "You don't get to say 'no' to me, Hardon,
      remember? What are you so worried about? Are you afraid that I'll
      see your tiny dick? I already saw it in high school, remember? Are
      you afraid that I'm going to see you popping a boner from kneeling
      in front of a real man? Cause I already guessed that. Hands over
      your head, loser." The last sentence was a shout, and Daren found
      himself placing his hands over his head automatically in response
      to the command.

      Charlie roughly undid Daren's belt and forced his pants down to his
      ankles before seeing the chastity device. A look of confusion
      crossed his face, then realization. He crowed with laughter,
      covering his face in disbelief.

      "Holy shit, man! You can't even use your tiny dick anymore! It's
      like you aren't even a man at all. Did Gina do this? Finally got
      fed up with your pathetic performance in bed?"

      Daren wanted to sink into the floor. Of all the people to discover
      his secret, Charlie was the worst option. He shook his head
      miserably.

      "N-no, Gina didn't do this. She would never..."

      Charlie cut him off roughly. "Wow, Hardon! You got your cock all
      locked up by someone else? What did Gina have to say about
      that?"

      Darren's only response was to blush hotly and stammer something
      incoherent. Charlie brayed with mocking laughter.

      "Someone made your cock utterly useless, and your smoking hot wife
      didn't even notice? I guess that says a lot about your marriage,
      huh?" Charlie pulled out his phone and snapped photos from all
      angles, taking care to include Daren's red, sweaty face in all of
      them.

      Finally, still quaking with laughter, Charlie flopped back into his
      chair, leaning back and putting his feet on the desk, proudly
      displaying his large member.

      "Stay like that for a minute, Hardon. I've got some more tasks for
      you." He said, rifling through one of his side drawers. "The first
      one is with those photos you took of me. Pick three of the best,
      and make sure that Cassie sees them. I don't care how you do it.
      Send them to her anonymously or something. That juicy little slut
      wants dick. She sees mine and it will get her drooling, I guarantee
      it. I'll give you 150 bucks off of what you owe."

      "Next," He said, leaning forward seriously, tapping his phone,
      "These photos are great, but I need more. I want to see what's
      going on underneath Cassie's clothes. I need to see the merchandise
      before I take her for a test drive. I don't care how you manage it,
      but get it done. I want to be jerking off to pics of your little
      girl's pretty naked titties by the end of the week. 300 bucks. Are
      we clear?"

      Daren nodded miserably, unsure of how he could possibly pull this
      off.

      "One more thing. Did you bring the panties I asked for?"

      Daren nodded miserably, rifling in his pockets, then waddling
      forward with his pants around his ankles to hand Charlie the clean
      folded pair and the dirty panties.

      "Excellent." Breathed Charlie. He pulled up the photo of Gina and
      Cassie again and deeply sniffed the worn panties while wrapping the
      fresh pair around his cock to masturbate. He grunted and muttered
      about how Daren's family were slutty, dirty girls as he ground
      Cassie's cotton panties into his dirty cock. Finally, he tossed the
      now defiled "clean" panties onto the desk and dropped the worn
      panties onto his dick, exploding a large load of sperm into
      them.

      He grabbed both pairs and handed them to Daren, who recoiled at the
      unpleasant moisture and warmth of the filled panties.

      "Wash the jizzy ones before she finds out," said Charlie bluntly,
      buckling his pants.

      "And refold those," said Charlie, pointing to the unfilled panties,
      "replace them in the drawer. In fact, I think I know a great way
      for you to smuggle them out of here." He looked Daren in the eye
      and said "Why don't you wear them?"

      Daren wanted to protest, but he knew it would just make Charlie
      enjoy it more when he was eventually forced to obey. He stepped out
      of his briefs and replaced them with the light pink panties which
      had just been rubbed all over Charlie's cock. They fit surprisingly
      well as they slid up to cover his shameful plastic cage, which made
      only a small bulge in the thin material.

      "They look right on you," said Charlie with a guffaw. "You know
      what, fourth task. I want you to wear your daughter's underwear to
      work from now on. Consider it a punishment for losing control of
      your cock."

      Daren boiled with shame and anger as he pulled up his pants and
      left the office, now hiding two secret shames in his pants.

      ...

      Gina clung desperately to the bars of the drunk tank, trying to see
      if she could see any prison guards who might take pity on
      her.

      It had been a long unpleasant night in the group holding cell. The
      other women had immediately sized her up as a whore, like many of
      them were. Gina had tried to be polite, but the other women had
      somehow gotten offended, and she had been forced to cringe and
      apologize. The other women, hardened hookers and drug dealers, had
      decided that Gina, who was a high-class lawyer and homemaker, was
      pathetic and beneath them. Being treated with contempt by these
      types of women, whom she had always judged and pitied, was
      humiliating in ways Gina couldn't even begin to describe.

      To make matters worse, the holding cell had been uncomfortably
      warm, and her oozing sweat had kept her semen-smeared body sticky
      and smelly all night long.

      Gina probably looked worse than most of the women in her
      cell.

      She had tried attracting a guard's attention earlier. Asking to
      call legal representation. She certainly couldn't call Daren. What
      would her husband think if he saw her in this state, after going to
      meet with their tormenting sexual bully? The smell alone would
      paint a picture of the filthy things she had done. She had to call
      a lawyer she could trust. She knew plenty of lawyers from work, and
      confidentiality would mean that they wouldn't spread rumors about
      the situation. The problem was that it was likely to ruin her
      relationship forever with any lawyer she called.

      There was only one logical choice. Xavier. That slimy little
      weasel's opinion of her probably couldn't sink any lower, and it
      might actually be an advantage to maneuver him into an
      attorney-client relationship. It would put restrictions on what he
      could legally tell people about her.

      But It hardly mattered anyway, as the guards had turned a deaf ear
      to her pleas for a phone call.

      Gina slumped against the bars, exhausted and ashamed. Once again,
      Victor had won. She had tried to humiliate and destroy him, and it
      was she who ended up defeated. Was Victor really this powerful and
      connected, or was there something wrong with her?

      Gina heard shoes clacking with a slow, confident pace down the
      hall, and she didn't even have the mental strength to look up. She
      knew even before the expensive leather shoes came into view who she
      would see. It was all too perfect. Of course he knew where she was.
      He had probably known exactly where she was going the second she
      had scurried out of his front door, naked and slimy with his jizz.
      He had probably known even before she did.

      The shiny black shoes stopped, planted firmly and confidently in
      front of the cell bars. Gina willed herself to look up, to meet his
      eyes with a defiance that she didn't feel. Her hands gripped the
      bars of the cell tightly with the effort it took not to cringe back
      in shame. Her eyes traveled slowly up the tailored pants, hands in
      pockets, Rolex glinting on the wrist, the well-built chest.

      Finally, her eyes rested on Victor's face, split, predictably, by a
      self-satisfied grin.

      Gina couldn't manage to muster up a feeling of defiance. She didn't
      even feel the anger that this arrogant man so richly deserved. The
      only feeling left in her after her humiliating intake and a long
      night in jail orchestrated by this man was inferiority, and the
      sting of total defeat. Somehow all of his ridiculous, preening
      superiority had been justified. He had completely played her.

      "Well, well, well," Said Victor smugly, "They told me that they had
      a filthy whore down in the cells. They said that her name was...
      Gigi." He looked like he was about to burst out laughing, and Gina
      flushed red. She had forgotten that she had given that fake name to
      the officer who searched her.

      "Just a..." Her voice broke from nervousness, and she coughed to
      clear her throat, "Just a nickname," she finished awkwardly,
      looking down, unable to meet her tormentor's eyes.

      "I like it," said Victor. Suddenly, his face grew grim. "Now, are
      you ready to drop this childish game?"

      Gina bit her lip, with tears forming in her eyes. His tone and the
      power imbalance really did make her, a grown wife and mother, feel
      like a child. She looked down, unable to speak.

      Victor strode forward and pulled Gina's chin up firmly, forcing her
      to look into his eyes.

      "You signed a contract. And, yes, I know, you were lying. You
      didn't intend to end up my slave. You thought you had tricked me."
      Victor's eyes were deep brown, hypnotic pools. His voice was as
      dark and strong as coffee. "You underestimated me, pet. I made this
      happen," he gestured to the jail cell, "to show you that, whatever
      you intended, you are mine now. You can't get away. At least for
      the next month, you're my woman Gina." His huge hand slid up to cup
      the side of her face possessively. Against her will, Gina felt a
      coiling of hot, dark lust in her belly.

      "Say it." He said, commanding.

      "I'm your woman," said Gina in a cracked whisper, feeling the sting
      of her betrayal towards her family.

      The smile returned to Victor's face, and he waved at a cop nearby
      to open the cell door. "Come on Gigi, let's get out of here."

      Victor turned on his heel as soon as the door was opened, and Gina
      hurried to keep up, feeling a wave of pathetic relief that he
      hadn't decided to just leave her in jail. She knew that it was his
      fault that she was here to begin with, but she was already coming
      to see him as all-powerful, unstoppable, irresistible. Without her
      even noticing, Gina's capacity to resist Victor was slowly draining
      away.

      As they entered the lobby of the station, Gina saw the police chief
      stick out a hand for Victor to shake.

      "Keep an eye on this one, Mr. Cross!" He said with a cruel smile,
      "You don't know where she's been!"

      Victor chuckled in return, "Oh Haynes, I know exactly where she's
      been. And where she is going to go! Don't worry. I'll whip her into
      shape." To punctuate this, he gave Gina a swat of the butt, making
      her yelp in surprise.

      "Now I don't want to see you in here again," said Chief Haynes with
      a menacing growl, "Do you understand, Miss..."

      "Swallowes," said Victor softly, with a strange forcefulness, "Her
      name is Gigi Swallowes."

      "I bet it is!" said the odious police chief with a knowing wink at
      Victor. And with that, the officer at the desk handed Gina's
      belongings directly to Victor, and they walked out into the morning
      sunshine.
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      Victor was still walking a little too fast for Gina to
      comfortably keep up, and she kept having to jog a little in her
      club heels to match his pace.

      "Um, Victor, could you give me my keys and phone? I need
      to..."

      Victor was shaking his head.

      "Nope, sorry Gigi," he said with a chuckle, "You can have them back
      later. I'm driving anyway. We're headed back to my place. God, you
      need a bath. I'll have to see if I have some trash bags so that you
      don't ruin my upholstery."

      "B-but," Gina stuttered awkwardly, "I need to get home, or at least
      get in touch with Daren. Why are we going to your house?"

      Victor turned abruptly and loomed above her. Gina almost gasped as
      he drew close.

      "I've had enough playing around, kitten." He said in a calm, quiet
      voice that almost buzzed with contained power. "It's time to show
      you what it means to be my woman."

      She felt Victor's hand move between her legs, right there in the
      parking lot where anyone could see. Victor ran a hand up her inner
      thigh, under her dress, a strong finger pressing, probing,
      spreading, discovering her humiliating wetness.

      "I own this pussy, Gina. I'm going to prove it. I'm going to fuck
      you, Gina. I am going to fuck you until you moan my name."

      ...

      Cassie was immediately nervous as she entered the locker room for
      after-school practice. Something was definitely in the air. She
      could see a few girls exchange giggles and whispers as they cast
      side-eyed glances at her. She knew that she was still in a hazing
      period until she was fully accepted as a member of the team, and
      she tried to bear it with good grace, but she had a sneaking
      feeling that today would be worse than usual.

      She sighed inwardly and began removing her clothes to change into
      the skimpy uniform. She felt the hot little eyes of her teammates
      on her body as she pulled her shirt over her head, and began to
      flush pink as she fumbled with her bra clasps.

      As the bra dropped away, she felt some warm little hands slip
      around her waist and rise to pinch at her nipples. "Kissy! What's
      up, slut?" It was Harmony, the cheerful little Asian girl. Today
      she had a cruel twinkle in her eyes. "Still giving hard-ons to all
      the guys with these fucking udders?" She grabbed each nipple and
      pulled, lifting Cassie's tits up painfully and letting them drop
      into a jiggling bounce. The rest of the girls laughed.

      Daria, the long-legged redhead, sauntered up, naked, pausing in the
      middle of changing to join Harmony's teasing. Cassie couldn't help
      but notice Daria's firm, lightly freckled breasts, and the
      confidence she had despite having them exposed to the world. "I've
      been wanting to ask for a favor, Kissy." She said sweetly while
      getting a little too close for comfort. "My boyfriend has been
      begging me to bring another girl to bed with us for a threesome.
      His birthday is coming up, do you think you could help me out,
      babe?" Daria ran a hand up Cassie's arm, making her shiver a
      little, and hardening her nipples, already semi-firm from Harmony's
      assault.

      "I- I don't think so Daria," Cassie said, tongue-tied. "I mean, I'm
      well... I'm flattered but I..."

      "Aren't you afraid she will steal your man, Daria?" said Harmony
      teasingly, running her hands up and down Cassie's body while she
      tried to squirm away. "Just look at her pornstar bod!"

      Daria snorted, her eyes traveling slowly up and down Cassie's naked
      curves. "Come on Harmony. You really think Jake is going to fall in
      love with a pair of tits? Kissy is obviously just a hit it and quit
      it slut." She flashed a shark-like grin and added, "No offense,
      Kissy!" with an insincere simper.

      Cassie felt a flush of anger. She had never been anything but nice
      and polite to these girls, and this was how they treated her? Even
      hazing could cross the line. She tried to keep herself from
      snapping at them. That would just be giving them what they
      wanted.

      "Besides," purred Daria, drawing in to whisper in Cassie's ear,
      close enough that Cassie could feel Daria's body heat on her naked
      skin, "It's not like my boyfriend is the only one looking forward
      to it." Kissy felt a confused mix of attraction and anger pulsing
      blood-hot just beneath her skin. "I want a chance to try that body
      out for myself. What do you say, Kissy? Do you want to put that hot
      little mouth to good use?"

      Cassie shivered deeply, and awkwardly pushed Daria away. She was
      finally able to wriggle away from Daria's teasing little hands as
      well. Both girls glanced at each other and giggled.

      "I'm not like that!" Said Cassie hotly, unable to hold back. The
      two tormenting girls stopped giggling at her outburst, but their
      faces were still twisted by cruel smirks. "For one, I don't like
      girls!" She said forcefully, almost hoping to convince herself. "I
      wish everyone would stop treating me like I'm some sort
      of..."

      "Slut?"

      Melissa slinked across the locker room, tall and slim and
      beautiful, clear blue eyes flashing with amusement at Cassie's
      outburst. Daria and Harmony drew back a little, deferring to the
      more dominant bully, content to watch the show.

      "People are just calling it like they see it, babe." said Melissa
      sweetly. "And honestly, I think you might just be too close to the
      issue to see the truth."

      At that moment, Cassie felt a powerful surge of fury towards
      Melissa. Her mom had always told her, both in words and by example,
      to never give in to bullies. Cassie suddenly realized that that was
      what she had been doing for the past weeks. Melissa had been
      pushing her to do things she was uncomfortable with and ordering
      her around.

      "Let me tell you how I see it, Kissy." Said Melissa haughtily,
      hands on her hips, looking down her nose at Cassie. "You get all
      horny and juiced up every practice from that skimpy little outfit
      you wear. You paraded yourself in front of the whole school. And
      God knows what kinky shit you do when you are home alone," she
      added with a lopsided grin. Cassie balled up her fists till her
      fingers were white. Was this bitch threatening to tell the whole
      team her secrets?

      "You know what that says to me, Kissy? What that says to everyone?"
      Melissa's hair, her makeup, her perfectly sized uniform. It all
      made her look obnoxiously perfect.

      "Slut." Melissa said flatly. The crowd of girls that had formed
      around them giggled, like their co-captain had told an extremely
      funny joke. Cassie took a shaky breath, trying to form a
      devastating comeback. Melissa didn't give her the time to
      think.

      "And you don't like girls? Don't make me laugh," said Melissa
      shaking her head with a pitying look. "Is there a single pair of
      tits on this whole team you haven't ogled in the showers? We can
      see you looking, you perv. We also see the puppy dog eyes you're
      always making at Renee. Just admit it to yourself, Kissy." She
      leaned closer with a triumphant sneer on her face.

      "You might like dick too, but it's just a matter of time until
      you're tongue deep in a cunt."

      Cassie's arm lashed out without conscious thought, cracking Melissa
      across the face with a loud slap. The girls gathered around giggled
      and oohed. Melissa looked shocked for a moment, then coldly
      furious. Cassie squared herself up, ready to fight, when the locker
      room door burst open dramatically.

      Renee swept a cool look over the scene.

      "It's time for practice, ladies," she said sharply. "Go get warmed
      up."

      As the team flowed out of the door, Renee grabbed Melissa's arm and
      said, "Quick captains' meeting Mel." In a no-nonsense tone. Cassie
      hoped that Renee was preparing to chew Melissa out.

      Just as Cassie was about to leave the room, Renee's finger shot out
      towards her.

      "And Kissy," she said, her deep brown eyes focused on Cassie's,
      "It's time for you to show the team what you've got. You're going
      to run through the routine for us."

      Cassie gulped and left, unsure suddenly who was in bigger trouble,
      her or Melissa.

      ...

      Daren sat, sick with anxiety, disgust, and shameful arousal. In
      front of him on the table sat his phone and two pairs of panties.
      One still sticky and wet with Charlie's semen, the other giving off
      an unpleasant odor of a mix of Daren and Charlie's sweat.

      His phone finally buzzed, and he snatched it up right away.

      [lol]

      That was the only response to his paragraphs of fearful
      explanations, detailing the humiliations he had undergone today. He
      saw bubbles spring up as Renee began to type again.

      [I don't know what you want me to say puppy. I think a little...
      playful teasing from your work friend will be good for you. As long
      as his little games don't contradict mine, I want you to play
      along.]

      Daren's heart sank. He hadn't exactly expected Renee to ride to the
      rescue, but he had hoped that Charlie's growing demands would
      provoke some sort of possessiveness from her.

      [But I have to say that I'm intrigued, puppy. Did it turn you on to
      wear your own daughter's pretty pink panties? Did it make your
      little dick strain against it's cage?]

      Daren recoiled mentally from the question. It was sick. Of course
      not. He would never like anything like that. His cock twitched in
      his pants, and he felt the pressure of his chastity device.

      [No mistress.] He texted back. [Aren't you a little worried about
      Cassie? This could be dangerous for her.] Even if Renee didn't care
      about him personally, she had to recognise the danger to Cassie
      from Charlie. Even if she wanted Cassie's life ruined, surely she
      didn't want some brutish man moving in on her territory.

      [Do you know me at all puppy?] came Renee's response. [I think a
      slimeball older man coming for your daughter's teen pussy is
      fucking hilarious. You definitely need to help him out as much as
      you can. Now that I think of it, you got some photos of his dick
      right? I want you to send them to me.]

      [Why mistress?] Daren texted, confused.

      [Don't question your mistress. I have a project I am working on.
      It's a Goldilocks situation. Your dick was too small, my dad's dick
      was too big. I'm hoping Charlie will be just right.]

      Daren reluctantly sent over a few of the shots, hoping he wouldn't
      be involved in whatever project she was thinking of.

      [Perfect! Oh, btw, about Cassie. Disregard what Charlie said about
      the cummy panties. Don't wash them. Put them right back on top of
      her clean ones.]

      Daren's heart dropped again. He had gotten away with the first pair
      of semen-filled panties, but surely Cassie couldn't continue
      ignoring them.

      Renee continued. [Oh yeah. Do you have any ideas for getting some
      nudie pics of your little girl?]

      [I was hoping that maybe you could just send me some, mistress.]
      Texted Daren, crossing his fingers.

      [Wow. I'm shocked at you, puppy!] Came the reply. [Those pictures I
      have are between friends. I could never betray my girl by spreading
      them around. But don't worry. I have a plan to help you get some
      hot naked pics of your very own.]

      That sounded ominous. Daren took a deep breath and gambled that one
      more question wouldn't test Renee's patience.

      [One more thing, mistress. Gina still hasn't come home, and I am
      starting to get a little worried. You haven't seen her or anything,
      have you?]

      The reply text wasn't long in coming.

      [I don't fucking know. I thought you were her husband, puppy! You
      should know better than anyone what your whore of a wife is doing.
      I don't have time for this, Cucky. I'm already late for practice.
      Follow Charlie's directions and standby for hot daughter pic
      plan.]

      And with that, she was gone. Daren took a shaky breath, his anxiety
      spiking even higher. His mouth twisted in disgust as he grabbed
      both pairs of soiled panties and headed to his daughter's room, but
      his cock cage had never felt tighter.

      ...

      Riding back to Victor's house was an exercise in humiliation, but
      Gina was growing accustomed to the feeling by now. Victor had made
      her sit on a towel so as not to smear his leather seats with the
      smelly mess on her skin. She felt like a dog.

      Victor kept the conversation light. As if he hadn't just declared
      his intention to fuck her silly. Just the thought of it filled Gina
      either a bubbling feeling of mixed dread and arousal. The powerful,
      dominant, impeccably dressed asshole next to her was planning to
      fuck the skanky, filthy whore she currently felt like.

      Gina wiggled a little in her seat, flushed at the thought of the
      power imbalance that Victor had effortlessly engineered. She was
      grateful for the towel suddenly. Otherwise, with her lack of
      panties, Victor might have noticed a wet spot when she got out of
      the car.

      After an uncomfortably long ride, they finally arrived back at
      Victor's place. At this point, Gina knew that it should hold
      terrible associations for her, but all she could think about was
      Victor's massive cock, and what was going to happen next.

      Victor walked around the car and opened the door for her, whistling
      aimlessly.

      "First things first, Kitten," he said, wrinkling his nose and
      curling his lip slightly, "we need to get you cleaned up. You smell
      like a low tide."

      Gina scowled "And who's fault is that, asshole? You jizzed all over
      me then threw me in jail over night!"

      Victor threw his head back and laughed. "Fair point. I'm still not
      fucking you while you look and smell like a five-dollar whore. Come
      on."

      He gestured towards the house, and Gina felt she had no choice but
      to follow.

      Once inside, Victor led her to a large, spotlessly clean bathroom.
      While Gina stood marveling at the tasteful luxury, Victor walked
      over to the huge, stone-lined shower, and With a twist of a knob,
      started a spray of steaming hot water from ceiling-mounted rain
      shower head.

      Then he turned towards Gina, a predatory look in his eye. Gina
      envisioned herself as a cool and confident woman, but she couldn't
      help but cower slightly as Victor strode powerfully toward her with
      a determined glare. He reached down and bunched up fists of her
      dress's stretchy silver material in his powerful hands. Gina gasped
      as he pulled his hands apart, shredding the dress like it was made
      of plastic wrap, leaving her stark naked, sticky, and ashamed
      beneath his dominant glare.

      "Victor!" She squealed, sounding unpleasantly like a little girl to
      her own ears. "Be careful!" But Victor had been precise, applying
      all of the pressure to her flimsy dress and none to her body.

      Victor grinned wolfishly. " I bought you the dress to begin with,
      pet, so I don't see the problem. Besides, you won't be needing
      clothes tonight." With swift and practiced movements, Victor
      removed his own clothes. No ripping there, Gina noticed
      bitterly.

      Then, muscles rippling, soft, long cock pulling Gina's eyes like a
      magnet, Victor bent at the waist and hoisted Gina onto his bulging
      shoulder with no apparent effort.

      Gina was shocked into silence. For the first time since she was a
      child, she was carried in the strong arms of another. Like some
      sort of cave woman, clubbed over the head and claimed by the
      superior male. On that train of thinking, although it felt like a
      betrayal, Gina couldn't help but think about how Daren could never
      do a physical feat like this in a million years. Gina felt her
      stupid fucking traitorous nipples stiffen, poking into Victor's
      back in a way he definitely couldn't miss.

      Victor turned smoothly and carried her towards the shower, ignoring
      her halfhearted squirming. The cascade of hot water hit her, and
      almost made her go totally limp in relief. The strong pressure and
      warmth felt perfect after her hard night. When Victor slipped her
      gently off his shoulder, he had to steady Gina so she didn't fall.
      With the warm water cascading down them, Gina peered up into
      Victor's warm brown eyes.

      The reality suddenly crashed home to her. She was here, in a
      powerfully intimate situation with a very predatory man. Her worst
      enemy. A man who had made his goal extremely clear. A man who
      planned to fuck her. If you had asked her a year ago what she would
      do in a situation like this, Gina wouldn't have hesitated. She
      would have told you she would fight back, knee him in the balls,
      scream bloody murder, scratch and bite to the last breath. Instead,
      she was futilely hiding her stiff nipples in her hands, trying to
      will her pussy not to get wetter, while she saw his cock
      stiffening. It was hard not to think of herself as a failure. Her
      body was betraying her, preparing itself to receive her enemy's
      cock, to take his seed. It didn't matter how much her ego
      protested.

      Her husband had no idea where she was, and the thought of him
      worrying pathetically at home while she was in a hot shower with
      his boss was perversely turning her on more.

      Victor's eyes were warm and amused, as he squirted some creamy soap
      from a bottle into his palm. He rubbed his hands together to froth
      it up and murmured "Bath time, Kitten."

      His slick hands slid first down her sides, and behind as they
      reached her hips, slipping down to cup her ample butt, and in the
      process, pulling her close into an embrace. After spending a few
      seconds kneading the lather into her cheeks, the hands slid further
      up her back, forcing her tits to crush against Victor's hard,
      muscled chest, and making Gina's breath catch in a gasp. She could
      feel his cock stirring as he got his hands on her body, pressing
      against her soft and vulnerable belly and making her cheeks flush.
      After another squirt of soap, Victor dropped to a knee and began
      working the delicious-smelling soap into her legs, front and back.
      She couldn't help herself from watching him move. Even like this,
      on one knee below her, he didn't look weak or lowly. His shiny
      muscles, water cascading off of them, had the coiled power and
      control of a jungle cat. A faint smile played on his lips as his
      hands played up her thighs, straying closer and closer to the
      throbbing, needy center of her sexuality.

      He stood suddenly, getting another handful of liquid from the
      bottle. "Eyes closed, pet," he commanded. Gina closed her eyes just
      in time for him to work soap into the skin of her face with firm
      but gentle hands. "We need to leave this for a few minutes," She
      heard his voice say confidently, "Just enough time to do your
      front." His arm gripped hers tightly as he spun her around, and
      suddenly his slippery hands were on her tits, sliding, pinching,
      and groping. Gina cried out, partially from surprise, partially
      from the intense stimulation. Her eyes opened briefly from the
      shock, but were forced closed again from the stinging goo still on
      her face, leaving her blindly enduring the assault from Victor's
      roaming hands. Victor's hands squeezed her breasts out, immediately
      making her feel like a cow being milked. His fingers found her
      nipples and squeezed, his expert grip knowing the exact border
      between pleasure and pain and riding the line. Gina's breath was
      coming in harsh pants as Victor's hands finally slid their way
      slowly down between her legs.

      Gina felt like she was on fire, without even thinking about it, she
      spread her legs wider to welcome her master's fingers. Victor knew
      what he was doing, his fingers delicately moved and twisted,
      plunging deeply one moment, then teasing the next. Gina felt a deep
      moan involuntarily pass her lips, sounding more animal than human.
      She was grinding her hips forward into Victor's strong fingers with
      a swirling motion, trying to chase the delicious sensation, giving
      herself completely to this terrible man.

      Suddenly Victor's hands dropped away, and Gina was about to
      anxiously ask him what happened, to tell him not to stop when she
      was so close. Then she felt him slide his huge cock up between her
      thighs. She could feel it's hot, stiff length laying pressed
      against her pussy, feel the quick powerful throb of Victor's
      heartbeat as his cock twitched between her thighs. His fingers
      gripped her hips, squishing deeply into their soft roundness, as he
      began to move, sliding the length of his cock up and down her
      pussy.

      Gina's lack of sight increased her sense of touch so much that she
      could feel every ridge and vein of Victor's dick as it rubbed
      against her thighs and pussy, stimulating her clit. She squeaked
      and moaned as Victor increased his pace. She began humping her ass
      back against Victor. It was so close to penetration. Gina bit her
      lip, getting a bitter taste of the soap still on her face. If she
      just moved a little further forward, and angled herself just a
      little differently, his cock would slip right in, it would feel
      soooo good right now...
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      Victor instantly felt what she was trying, as if he was watching
      for it. He gripped her hips tight and thrust forward completely,
      thwarting her plans and drawing a frustrated whine from her
      throat.

      "Ah Ah Ah, Kitten," he said playfully, withdrawing completely, "You
      pussy will get its reward when I decide you've earned it, but not
      before." He spun her around again, more gently this time, and let
      the water run over her face, wiping away the soap with his hands,
      allowing her to finally open her eyes. Gina tried hard to get a
      hold of herself. Victor might have been outplaying her so far, but
      she couldn't let him put her in such submissive positions. What had
      she been thinking anyway? She didn't want to have sex with
      Victor!

      "Let's finish this shower before you melt into a puddle, Hmmm?"
      Victor said with his usual infuriating smile.

      They worked together to scrub the rest of her body and shampoo her
      hair. Once they were finished, Victor took time toweling off every
      inch of her body with some of the most luxurious fluffy white
      towels Gina had ever seen.

      Then Victor picked her up, cradled in his arms this time, once
      again completely naked, and carried her to an adjoining
      bedroom.

      Her heart sank and her belly roiled when she saw the huge bed...
      with a professional-looking camera tripod set up and pointed
      straight at it.

      Victor grinned down at her in his arms as he said, "Ready for the
      main event, Slave? It's time that we consummated our new
      relationship."

      ...

      Renee reviewed her progress as she exited the locker room,
      adjusting her skirt.

      Things had almost gotten out of hand for a second there. Daria and
      Harmony had done an excellent job of heating Kissy up a little,
      emotionally and physically. But Melissa, characteristically, had
      almost pushed things too far. Even so, Renee was surprised that
      Cassie had dared to slap the pretty blonde co-captain, especially
      with all of the submissive programming she'd been receiving.

      But Renee had expected to find a defiant streak in Kissy at some
      point. Just look at her mother! Even Renee's father, the best
      manipulator there was, had had to pull out all the stops to break
      her. Like mother like daughter. It was fortunate that the rebellion
      had cropped up this early in the process, and that it wasn't
      directed at Renee herself. Everything was usable, even this. She
      had already thought of a way to use the outburst to further Kissy's
      corruption, and had briefed Melissa as she changed.

      As Tenee crossed the gym, she forced herself to suppress a giggle
      at the slutty cow's outfit. When she had convinced one of the
      smartest girls in school that it was normal to stuff her blubbery
      titties into a tiny stretchy top with no bra and then dance, she
      knew she had already won. It was so fucking hilarious that it still
      cracked her up after a month of practices. And today, she noted
      with glee, Kissy was trying to use the tiny skirt to wipe off some
      wetness between her thighs, and was ineffectually using her arms to
      hide her swollen nipples. Perfect.

      "Alright team!" She called, clapping her hands together. Melissa
      slunk up behind her, suitably chastised from her locker room
      lecture. "Our prospective new member has been working hard
      perfecting our routine for the upcoming pep rally, and it's time
      for her to show us what she's got!"

      The team turned towards Kissy with cruel smiles on their faces. The
      whole team had been completely under her thumb since the day she
      had joined the squad, both sexually and socially. They were all
      useful and willing tools in her plans for Kissy.

      Kissy looked ill at ease as the squad formed a semicircle around
      her, nervously pulling at the tight material of her "uniform".
      Renee watched her closely. Kissy's common sense should be telling
      her that the routine was little more than strip club moves. Any
      idiot could tell that, let alone a girl as smart as Cassie once
      was. Kissy's eyes flicked through the crowd, locked onto Renee's.
      Renee gave her a slight nod. A submissive nature could make someone
      overlook a lot of things.

      At Renee's direction, the squad began to clap a rhythm, steady,
      pulsing. Already a crimson blush was starting on Kissy's cheeks.
      This girl was a rare breed. She could give in to her inner
      depravity one day, then act like a fucking nun the next.

      Kissy began dancing, stiffly, awkwardly, mortified by being the
      center of attention. But that's the thing, Kissy dear, thought
      Renee smugly. The center of attention is exactly what you are going
      to be. It has already started to turn you on. The seeds that I
      planted with that little clothes prank have already sprouted in
      your brain, growing the noxious little weeds of life destroying
      fetishes. Renee could see it in Kissy's face, in the way her eyes
      darted around to the watching girls while she mechanically went
      through the motions. She was terrified that they would notice how
      turned on the attention was making her. That they would see her for
      the slut she was. The little locker room confrontation was bearing
      fruit, Kissy was deeply concerned that the rest of the team saw her
      as a kinky lesbian. She had no idea how far Renee planned to push
      that today.

      "Stop." Said Renee firmly, raising a commanding hand. The clapping
      cut off abruptly, and Kissy lurched awkwardly to a stop, her big
      udders swinging, almost popping loose from the tiny top. She looked
      at Renee with her big doe eyes, slightly biting her lower lip. Just
      a soft sweet girl, hoping for a little kindness and mercy. Even
      someone as smart as her could be a shitty judge of character.

      "Awful," began Renee sharply. "Robotic. Forced. You just aren't
      feeling the rhythm in your body." Renee gestured at Kissy's ripe,
      shamefully displayed body. "This is exactly what your training
      uniform was supposed to help you with. Really a disappointment."
      Kissy looked crestfallen. Just what Renee was looking for.

      "Well," drawled Melissa with a grin, standing by Renee's side with
      a hand on a cocked hip, "There is one other way we could help her
      feel the music a teensy tiny bit more." Her line delivery was good.
      Just obnoxious enough to fan the flames a little more. Kissy darted
      a look of barely concealed fury and loathing at Melissa. That's it
      girlie, let's get that defiance a little stronger. It will make the
      fall that much sweeter.

      Now to make her a little hornier to compensate. "Hmmmm." Said
      Renee, tapping a finger on her perfect lips. "I think you're right
      Mel. She needs it." Renee did her supermodel walk over towards
      Kissy, really turning up the hip sway. Kissy eyes drank it in,
      clinging to the curves of Renee's body, She couldn't help it at
      this point. Her look of frustration and anger was dissolving into
      arousal and confusion. Renee's hands reached forward and rested on
      Kissy's wide, fleshy hips, squeezing them lightly. She bent forward
      to whisper in Kissy's ear. Subby bitches loved the ear whispering
      thing.

      "Arms up, Kissy" she said breathily, and her hands slid upward to
      grip the bottom of the stretchy rag that laughably served her
      victim as a top. The reality of what Melissa and Renee were
      suggesting finally slammed home for Kissy, and she reflexively
      grabbed Renee's hands to prevent her. To stop her tormentor from
      freeing her barely covered breasts completely.

      Renee kept her hands right where they were. Kissy had a strong
      grip, but Renee's will was stronger. Kissy's eyes darted in panic
      around the room, focusing on all of her taunting squadmates,
      thinking about what they would think of the slutty cheerleader
      stripped naked in their midst. Renee waited patiently until Kissy's
      focus was drawn back to her. She held her eyes, calm and steady.
      Unblinking. Like her Father had taught her.

      "Do you trust me, Kissy?"

      Renee stared deep into Kissy's bright blue, beautiful, weak eyes.
      She saw what she had seen from the very beginning. The thing that
      had first convinced her to tear little miss perfect down off of her
      pedestal. A submissive needing to be conquered. It had been buried
      deep at first, but Renee's careful work had been exposing it little
      by little. Even with all of the provocation, and taunts about
      bisexuality, it was shining in those pretty blue eyes right
      now.

      Kissy took a deep, shaky breath and nodded, face turning a deeper
      red as her hands loosened on Renee's, as Renee pulled the tight
      fabric up, bulging up over the massive, pale breasts, scraping
      across the puffy, soft-pink nipples. Pulling up swiftly right at
      the end so that the titties flopped obscenely into view in all
      their sweaty, bovine glory. The rest of the girls tittered on cue,
      leaving Kissy twisting her skirt in her hands, not knowing where to
      look.

      It was perfect. Sure, Kissy had gotten her boobies bare in front of
      the team dozens of times in the locker room, but this was
      different. She was alone, nude tits out in the open gym, while the
      rest of her team was comfortably clothed. In a lot of ways, this is
      what the stripper uniform had been preparing her for.

      Renee stepped back, letting Kissy bask a little in her own
      humiliation. After a beat, she let the second blow fall.

      "Now the skirt, Kissy. I assume you don't need help with
      that."

      Even after going this far, the little slut still looked like she
      might refuse. Finally however, as Renee knew she would, Kissy
      slowly shimmied the tiny skirt off of her hips, making her tits
      jiggle hilariously. She kept her legs demurely together, only
      revealing her neatly trimmed dark bush at the junction of her thick
      thighs. Unfortunately for her, she was too turned on to hide the
      shiny juices running down the inside of her legs. Melissa skipped
      forward and snatched the skirt from Kissy's limp, unresisting hand,
      leaving her in only her thigh high socks and tennis shoes, twisting
      nervously on one leg like a little girl.

      "Now." Said Rene.

      "Again."

      The clap began again, rhythmic and insistent. Kissy began to dance,
      slowly, and even worse than before, painfully self conscious of how
      her udders swayed and jiggled with every movement.

      Renee didn't stop her. Not when the bend and shimmy made her look
      like a dairy cow and caused the girls to laugh, not when spreading
      her knees to kneel exposed her sloppy, blushing pussy to the team.
      Something was happening as Kissy worked through the routine, as
      Renee had hoped it would. Even if Kissy was fighting against it,
      her subconscious mind was realizing the routine for what it was. A
      submission, offering herself up to the team as a whole and Renee in
      specific. A humiliating acknowledgement of her sexual debasement at
      their feet.

      By the time Kissy raised her ass up and squished her sweaty breasts
      into the gym floor, revealing her drooling, inviting pussy for the
      whole team to see, there was no more awkwardness or stiffness. Her
      plump ass jumped and bounced invitingly as if she had been dancing
      in filthy strip clubs for years. And when she bounced on her knees,
      making jerk off motions with both hands, big tits jolting and
      flopping (the flimsy "zero sign" pretense forgotten), her face was
      fixed in a lustful daze. Kissy was lost in the slutty thrill of
      dancing naked for her peers, and she was loving it. A conspicuous
      puddle had formed beneath where she was bouncing, dripping from her
      slimy pussy.

      Kissy was so lost, she carried on with the frenzied knee bounces
      long past the correct count for the choreography. Renee let her go
      for a bit, but she would need her strength for what came next.
      Renee held up a hand, and the clapping cut off once more. Kissy
      continued for a few more confused bounces, then seemed to come to
      her senses. She saw the wide grins of the whole team. She saw
      Melissa twirling her discarded skirt on her finger with a smirk.
      She saw the puddle. She buried her face in her hands, slamming her
      thighs together with an audible wet slap.

      Renee walked up and gently placed a hand on Kissy's cheek, making
      her look up. Renee turned to the rest of the squad.

      "Well, girls.... I think she's ready!"

      ...

      "M-my name is Gina Harlowe," stuttered Gina, trying her best to
      maintain a clear, calm tone while ignoring the massive black
      phallus hovering in her peripheral vision. The red light on the
      camera was like an accusatory eye staring into her soul, reminding
      her that this was being recorded. She was sure that Victor had
      framed the image perfectly so that his cock was clearly visible
      right next to her face.

      "Also known as..." Prompted Victor in a low voice. Gina knew better
      than to look up. Victor had been extremely insistent that she stare
      directly into the camera at all times. There could only be one
      thing that Victor meant.

      She gulped, and tried not to look too bitter as the words left her
      mouth. "Also known as Gigi Swallowes."

      "And why are you here, Gigi?" came Victor's gloating voice above
      her, loud enough now to be picked up by the camera.

      Gina knew what she had to say. Victor hadn't given her a script
      exactly, but had drilled her on some key phrases. She still
      couldn't see any way of avoiding doing what he commanded. She was
      completely under his control for now.

      "To get fucked," she whispered.

      "We can do better than that, Gigi." said Victor, tapping his cock
      lightly against her cheek for emphasis. "Let's hear some
      enthusiasm."

      "To get fucked," she said louder, her voice cracking a
      little.

      "Better!" Said Victor warmly. He began slowly rubbing his cock over
      her face. She could feel the hot velvety skin around the iron hard
      core, smell its subtle musk, rank but somehow not repelling. It
      left a faint trail of slime as it rubbed across her cheeks and
      lips. "Tell us Gigi, your audience wants to know: are you here to
      get fucked because you are a hot single cougar sleeping with a
      different man every night?"

      "No..." said Gina reluctantly, pausing for a moment as Victor's
      cock scrubbed across her lips, "I'm married."

      "Naughty. Naughty. Naughty." Said Victor, lightly slapping his cock
      on her cheek with each word. "Does Mr. Swallowes know you're
      here?"

      "No." Gina tried to control her face, to not give away the shame
      burning inside as she was forced to confess her infidelity while
      being defiled by a cock.

      "Uh-oh," taunted Victor, "someone hasn't been a very good
      wife."

      "Well," he continued, "I mean, you probably have his permission,
      right? He probably lets us have sex because he and I are such good
      friends."

      "No," said Gina in a strangled voice, "You are one of his worst
      enemies."

      "So he would be pretty upset if he found out, don't you
      think?"

      "He would be crushed," said Gina miserably. She felt a leaden
      weight of guilt in her chest, but insanely, a spark of arousal as
      well. Something about the thought of Daren sitting at home jerking
      off while Victor fucked her turned her on, even if she didn't want
      it to.

      Victor increased the pressure of his cock against her face,
      squishing her cheeks and pressing his cock up against her nostrils,
      invading them with his pungent scent. "So why are you here then?
      Why are you getting fucked by your husband's worst enemy?"

      Gina steeled herself. This line had been non-negotiable. She forced
      out stiffly, "Because I am a dumb whore who got completely defeated
      by you. I'm a horny bitch who was desperate for black cock without
      even realizing it, and I was tricked by a man who was stronger,
      smarter, and more talented than me."

      "You're damn right." Said Victor, with deep satisfaction.

      "Look at me now." He said now, commandingly. With her sitting on
      the edge of the bed and him standing, it was the same old view that
      she hated, his face looming above, his stiff cock sticking straight
      up right in front of her face. She wished the view wasn't so
      familiar.

      Victor spoke loudly and clearly, for the camera.

      "You could walk out of here right now. I wouldn't stop you. You
      could choose your hubby. You could be walking in your front door in
      15 minutes, giving your husband a loving kiss. Or you could choose
      me."

      Gina bit back an angry reply. He would only make her refilm the
      scene. Obviously Victor wouldn't stop her, not physically. He would
      just release all of his blackmail material. Of course, that's not
      how it would look on the video.

      "Well? Which do you choose, your faithful husband, or my big black
      dick? Who is getting Gigi's loving kiss tonight?"

      With eyes full of hatred, She leaned forward and planted a long
      lingering kiss on the head of his massive cock, her eyes locked on
      his.

      "Good answer."

      Victor quickly took position on the bed, spreading his legs and
      pulling Gina back onto his lap, using his strong hands to splay her
      legs wide, revealing her pussy to the watching camera. She could
      feel his cock pressing into her ass like a bar of white hot iron.
      Victor smiled at the camera.

      "You have a beautiful pussy, Kitten." he said softly, running a
      hand up her thigh, then reaching and gently stroking her labia. It
      sent a hot wet jolt of adrenaline through her veins. "It's a real
      shame that you don't have a real man at home to treat it
      right."

      Gina wriggled uncomfortably. She wasn't sure what to do. They were
      past the scripted portion they had discussed. "Jesus Victor," she
      spluttered, trying not to look at the camera, "If we're going to
      have sex, let's fucking do it, enough of this tantric shit." The
      truth was, Victor's intense, but tender explorations of her body,
      in the shower and now, made her feel disconcertingly weak and
      controlled, like putty in his hands. She just wanted to get the act
      over with.

      Victor clicked his tongue with a crooked smile. "That's what I'm
      talking about, Pet. At home you call the shots in bed. You think
      that being in charge is what you want, but your pussy doesn't
      agree." he put more pressure on a finger, gently parting her lips
      and slipping just inside, enough that they could both feel the wet
      warmth. He held his shining finger up in front of their faces.
      Evidence for the camera. "See? Your pussy likes it when I tell you
      what to do. I just need to help your brain catch up with your
      pussy. You need to be trained to be the submissive you've always
      been meant to be."

      His hand snaked back between her legs, kneading deeper and more
      strongly. "Now that you are with me, you'll finally be satisfied."
      He said, hissing in her ear.

      "Wh-what? I'm already satisfied. My husband s-satisfies me," she
      said, turning her head toward him. The sounds of his hand moving
      between her legs were becoming wet and obscene as he expertly
      warmed up her cunt.

      "Oh, come on, Kitten." said Victor, "You've lied to yourself long
      enough. Telling yourself that staleness in the bedroom happens in
      all couples, that you aren't in your twenties anymore, that your
      sex is tender and loving and comforting, so it doesn't need to be
      hot and steamy." Gina bit her lip, shrinking from the words, trying
      to ignore that they echoed things she had told herself many times.
      Victor's strong, confident fingers rubbed and pinched and teased.
      It felt wrong. It felt amazing. "But admit it. It isn't getting
      older, or more comfortable, or a decrease in sex drive. It's always
      been this way. Dinky little Daren has never been man enough to
      satisfy you."

      "No..." she said weakly, hips starting to grind and writhe on their
      own. "It's not true. That's a lie." It sounded unconvincing even to
      her own ears. Victor chuckled and raised a hand, grabbing Gina's
      breast in a full-palmed grip, pulling her back into his muscular
      chest. His fingers worked in and out of her, and her legs began to
      tremble. "When was the last time he made you cum, Kitten? Has he
      ever?" Gina could feel the orgasm rolling towards her with the
      force of a tidal wave. Sweet breathy moans began escaping her
      lips.

      Victor's hand withdrew. God damn it, Gina thought, wild with
      frustration. She immediately tried to plunge her own hands between
      her legs, only for her wrists to be effortlessly caught by Victor.
      He scooped her up and laid her on her back, positioning himself
      between her spread legs. He still had an eye for the camera,
      presenting them in a perfect side view.


      

    


    

    
      Page 5 - Cross Contamination Pt. 09 - Fetish -
      Literotica.com

      
      Gina panted, her huge breasts heaving, nipples hard as diamond,
      pointing skyward. Victor kneeled above her, like some sort of dark
      thundercloud, powerful and dangerous. His huge cock rested between
      her legs, draped up onto her belly, a visual representation of how
      deeply he would go inside her. She could feel his cock's weight on
      her tender belly. Her pussy was drenched, hot, and aching to be
      filled. Victor pushed her legs up, bending them at the knees. It
      was the same submissive position she had seen herself in at the
      spa. The position she had chosen for the first pussy pic she had
      sent Victor. A position which allowed for deep intimate
      penetration.

      Victor slid his cock back, placing its head at the entrance of her
      wet, willing pussy. She watched with horrified anticipation,
      waiting for its plunging entrance, at last, into her womanhood. It
      didn't come. The cock stayed there, stopped at the entrance. She
      could feel the heat of the bulbous head on her lips, but no
      pressure. Her eyes flicked up to Victor's face, and she saw to her
      horror that he had that old cocky grin.

      "What do you want, Kitten?" Victor asked innocently.

      "I want to get this over with, asshole," Gina snapped, eyes still
      passionately locked on Victor's throbbing erection. "Do you want to
      fuck me or not?"

      He ignored the response. "What do you want, kitten?" He said in the
      same tone.

      "I want you to stick your fucking cock in my pussy and stop playing
      games!" whined Gina, desperate. The thick, rigid pole between
      Victor's muscled thighs sat motionless, right at the entrance of
      her pussy. Just one movement. One powerful thrust, and she would
      finally feel his powerful cock inside her. Gina licked her dry
      lips. She had masturbated to this cock so many times. To have it so
      close, but withheld, was driving her insane.

      "Well, if you want me to do something for you, maybe you should ask
      for it nicely."

      Was he serious? Right when they were about to finally fuck, he
      wanted to play with stupid dominant/submissive mind games? Gina
      couldn't do it. It wasn't in her. She just had too much pride. She
      wasn't the sort of woman who could stomach playing along with this
      chauvinist domination shit. She wasn't the pathetic submissive
      Victor thought she was.

      "P-please..." She heard herself say in a squeaky voice.

      "I'm sorry? Please what?"

      "Please fuck me. P-please, Victor." Something inside her felt like
      it had come loose. She couldn't look Victor in the eye. He reached
      down and grabbed her chin, forcing her to look at him.

      "Convince me. Beg."

      His deep brown eyes seemed to fill the whole world. Seeing her,
      compelling her, owning her.

      "Please fuck me... M-Master. Fuck your naughty little kitten. I'm
      begging you. My pussy needs its master's cock."

      Their eyes still locked, Gina felt the massive cock head part her
      dripping pussy lips. It spread her open, pushing inside with a
      solid burning-hot thickness she had never experienced before.
      Victor's eyes were still her whole world as his massive black cock
      pushed deeper than any ever had before, filling and spreading her
      pale, blushing pussy in a way she had never dreamed possible. He
      went slowly, inch by inch. Every second, Gina thought he must be
      done, that it couldn't possibly be any longer than that, that she
      had run out of room inside her. But it continued, opening places
      that she had never felt before.

      Finally Victor stopped. Gina broke eye contact and looked down, and
      his black cock buried balls deep in her pink pussy, pinning her
      soft, tanned body to the bed with his hard black bulk. It looked
      wrong, and dirty, and fucking hot.

      Then Victor began to move, slowly at first. Even with Gina's
      unbelievable arousal, her pussy struggled to accommodate his huge
      size, and needed time to adjust. It felt fucking amazing, and
      despite herself Gina purred with pleasure, writhing beneath Victor.
      Her internal muscles gripped Victor, pulsed around his shaft,
      welcoming him in, already trying to milk out his cum.

      Victor began to increase his speed, drawing another moan from Gina.
      She was losing herself in erotic ecstasy, her shame and objections
      melting away. Gina threw her arms around Victor's neck, drawing him
      close and kissing him deeply and passionately as he rode her with
      deep and steady strokes. She pulled away, releasing another deep,
      animal moan, closing her eyes and throwing her head back, breasts
      heaving against Victor's chest.

      "Let's change positions" Said Victor, withdrawing his wet
      cock.

      "Yes baby!" babbled Gina eagerly, all resistance gone for the
      moment. "Get on your back, I want to ride your cock so bad!" She
      pulled herself up, ready to get on top, as her instincts from her
      sex life at home told her was normal.

      "No." Said Victor flatly.

      He grabbed Gina and flipped her face down, then pulled her hips up
      with one hand while using the other to push her shoulders down into
      the mattress. Her wet pussy gleamed invitingly between her thick
      thighs, and her eager, horny face was pointed directly towards the
      camera.

      Gina was a little disappointed. She wasn't a particular fan of
      doggystyle. It just felt lackluster to her usually. Maybe she could
      convince Victor to switch back before too long.

      Victor plunged into Gina from behind with an intensity which she
      was unprepared for, and she gasped. He gripped her hips with strong
      fingers and began thrusting powerfully into her, Crushing her tits
      and face down into the bed. Gina realized she had been wrong about
      doggy style all along. The position wasn't the problem. The problem
      was the cock she had been doing it with. Victor's long powerful
      dick reached into her in a way Daren's simply had never been able
      to. Just as she realized this, Victor grabbed both of her arms, and
      began pulling her body back into him, somehow increasing his power
      and speed. Gina moaned, looking forward into the Shiny eye of the
      camera, straight at whoever was viewing the sex tape.

      "Does your husband fuck you like this, Gigi?" grunted Victor from
      behind her. "Does he treat your pussy like I do?"

      "Nooooo," moaned Gina, "No master, not like you."

      "And who's better? Me or dinky Darren?"

      Gina tried not to answer, tried to bite the sheets, to hide her
      face. The intense pleasure. The powerful, deep penetration. The
      feeling of being stretched full of cock. The sensation of being
      dominated by a powerful man. She never knew sex could feel this
      good. She had fucked a lot of guys in college, but none of them
      could compare to Victor. And although she didn't want to admit it,
      Daren didn't even come close.

      Crack! Victor's hand slapped down on her ass like a thunderclap,
      drawing a sound between a yelp and a moan from her mouth.

      "Answer me, slave!"

      "It's yooooouuu!" Gina howled, bucking her hips backwards into his
      cock, desperate to feel every inch of him, "You're better than him,
      he cant fuck me like you!"

      Victor quickly flipped her back over, wasting no time in moving
      between her legs and penetrating her deeply. He drew her again into
      a deep kiss, and without conscious thought, Gina's legs wrapped
      around his waist, ankles locking behind him, pulling him
      close.

      Gina could feel her orgasm coming, and this time she knew her
      master would allow her to cum, her pussy wrapped snugly around his
      cock. Her legs around his waist. Her hands frantically clawing at
      his back.

      Gina's legs began to tremble again, and she could feel a crimson
      flush spreading over her face and chest.

      "Tell me you love me," whispered Victor in her ear. "Say it as you
      cum. As we cum together."

      "No." She whimpered desperately, "Please Victor, I can't. It's not
      true. I love Daren."

      "So lie. It's an order pet." And he silenced her with his lips and
      tongue on hers. His pace was fast and steady and deep, plunging his
      incredible length deep into her willing pussy with each thrust,
      pinning her down with his powerful cock. Gina's orgasm was rapidly
      approaching. She felt Victor tense and pull her close with his
      strong arms. His lips pulled away from hers.

      "I..." She moaned breathily, her orgasm hitting her in a crashing
      wave, "I love you Victooorrr!"

      Gina could feel his hot semen filling her completely in a gushing
      burst as Victor held her body tight, cock deep within her, her
      pussy spasming and milking in the throes of her orgasm. Victor's
      muscly bulk enfolded Gina, making her feel safe and cradled. The
      powerful sensation of sexual release bound them together, faces
      held close, eyes focused on each other, breath hot and steamy
      between them, feeling the deep connection between dominant and
      submissive.

      Forging a bond that later Gina would try and fail to forget.

      They stayed like that, sweaty bodies tightly bound together, until
      their orgasms subsided, then Victor slid off, lying beside
      her.

      Gina expected to feel hollow and ashamed. Instead she felt alive
      and wired with energy. Victor put an arm around her and pulled her
      close.

      "So..." Gina said after cuddling in silence for a few peaceful
      minutes. She laid an arm on Victor's gleaming chest, marveling at
      the contrast of their skins. "What now? Do I get to go home,
      or..."

      Victor gave her that old cocky grin.

      "You need to learn how different I am from your pathetic husband,
      Gigi. I've put months of work into getting that pussy, and I intend
      to use it all night long."

      ...

      Cassie still couldn't quite believe what she had just done. Dancing
      in front of all those people, dancing in front of Melissa, in front
      of Renee. She wanted to curl into a ball and die, she never wanted
      to see any of them ever again.

      Her spiraling thought process was interrupted as Renee knelt to get
      on her level, tangled her hands in Cassie's thick, dark curls, and
      pulled her into a deep, mind blowing kiss.

      Cassie still couldn't forget the last time they had kissed, when
      they were just practicing. Although she was ashamed to admit it,
      the memory was a frequent subject of her masturbation fantasies.
      This was better. More tender, but hotter. Renee's slim, minty
      tongue twirled and writhed in her mouth, driving away her dark
      thoughts.

      Renee drew Cassie to her feet, and then other squad mates were
      drawing close. Daria, with her tall slim body and waves of bright
      red hair, snaked an arm around Cassie's waist. Cassie didn't have
      time to think about how Daria had been condescending and
      objectified her in front of everyone, because now they were
      kissing. Her kiss was different than Renee's, more forceful and
      less tender. Her mouth tasted different. But it still made Cassie's
      heart leap in her chest and blood drum in her ears. Her curvy naked
      body pressed against Daria's slim, clothed form.

      Cassie felt hot hands on her breasts, and looked down just in time
      to see Harmony giving her a mischievous wink before sucking a hard
      pink nipple into her mouth. But then Daria was pulling her face
      back into another kiss, as she felt Harmony's lips and tongue and
      teeth working on her nipple. Cassie tried to stop herself from
      moaning into Daria's mouth, but failed. It just felt so good.

      She suddenly felt a mouth working on her other nipple, then a hand
      caressing her ass. She turned her head, bewildered. The rest of the
      team were surrounding her, hands reaching, faces focused. Ava, a
      short, cute brunette, turned her head to pull her into another
      kiss. Two more girls joined the others already working on her
      breasts, and Cassie could now feel multiple tongues on her skin at
      once.

      Someone grabbed Cassie's hand, and she felt it placed beneath a
      skirt, on a hot, wet pussy. She had never touched someone else's
      vagina before, but she knew what felt good to her. Cassie moved her
      fingers, distracted by the attention she was getting from the other
      girls. Someone was running their fingers through her hair. Yet
      another girl turned her head to kiss her, and she wasn't even sure
      who it was this time. She could feel herself being slowly pulled
      somewhere. The crowd was moving, but she wasn't sure where. The
      mouths on her nipples had changed, and the new girls were getting
      rougher, nibbling and nipping.

      Her hand had slipped off of the pussy and now someone was sucking
      her fingers. Someone was rubbing their face on her ass, licking and
      play-biting. Her feet hit the bottom row of the bleachers. So that
      was where they were going. Hands pushed her down, guiding her to
      lay on her back. Her sight was constantly obscured by girls taking
      turns kissing her. As she lay on her back, the hands of her
      teammates squeezed and rubbed, cupped and pinched, exploring her
      body. She realized that no one had touched her pussy. Why not? She
      needed it.

      Suddenly, the girls withdrew, leaving her panting and naked on her
      back. They backed away, forming a semicircle around her and two
      remaining girls. Melissa and Renee.

      Renee smiled down at her, and gestured at Melissa. "You and Mel had
      a big fight today. It's just no good, friends like you two fighting
      like this. So I think, since you fought in front of the team, you
      should both apologize in front of the team as well. Mel will go
      first."

      Melissa walked forward until she loomed over Cassie. Cassie saw
      with dread that she had a look of triumphant cruelty on her
      face.

      "I'm sorry, Kissy." She said, raising her voice so that it could be
      heard by the whole team. "I'm sorry that I called you a lesbian
      slut. Instead of just treating you like one." She subtly raised her
      cheerleading skirt to reveal to Cassie, laying below her, that she
      wasn't wearing any panties beneath. Her pussy was wet, aroused by
      what was to come.

      "I'm sorry that I speculated that you would soon be tongue deep in
      a cunt without giving you a cunt to practice on." She raised her
      leg and straddled Cassie's face. Her skirt cut off the rest of
      Cassie's vision. All she could see was Melissa's aroused pussy,
      hovering over her face, beginning to descend. Cassie wanted to
      fight back, she felt a stinging hatred for Melissa and her
      smugness. She didn't want to pleasure Melissa. Didn't want to
      submit to her, But she remembered Renee, standing right there,
      telling them to do this, smiling. This is what Renee wanted. And
      Cassie was so, so horny. Her mind felt clouded.

      Melissa's warm wet vagina made contact, clamping over Cassie's
      face, her warm thighs squeezing the sides of her head. Even with
      her lips closed, Cassie could taste Melissa's excited juices.

      She heard Renee's voice.

      "And now, Kissy, it is your turn to apologize."

      She was confused for only a moment, but she saw what Melissa and
      Renee were demanding from her. She reluctantly stuck her tongue
      out, parting Melissa's slimy lips. Tasting the rush of juices
      entering her mouth.

      "That's it." Said Melissa, gloating, "Apologize to my fucking cunt,
      you slut. Prove me right." She began subtle riding and grinding as
      Cassie's tongue moved. "Prove me right in front of
      everybody."

      Cunnilingus was a new experience for Cassie, and one that was made
      much more humiliating due to her partner being Melissa. The popular
      cheer captain had Mocked her in front of everyone, insisting that
      Cassie would soon eat out a pussy. Cassie felt a wave if shame as
      she proved the arrogant bully correct with her own actions.

      Again, Cassie's explorations of her own body had given her an idea
      of what would feel good, and as her tongue swirled around Melissa's
      clit, it wasn't long before the blond cheer captain was moaning and
      riding her face enthusiastically.

      "You're a natural cunt licker, Kissy." She gasped, "I don't know
      why you're so in denial!"

      ...

      Renee smiled, and looked around. Half of the girls had their phones
      out and were filming, unseen by Kissy beneath Melissa's skirt. She
      was sure that this would be a big ego killer for Kissy, just as she
      had planned. But there was one more thing that she needed to do in
      order to help Kissy make the right mental connections.

      Renee walked over, keeping her back to the cameras, and picked up
      Kissy's hand. She carefully placed it right into Kissy's lap. The
      hand stayed still there, resting on Kissy's swollen pussy for a
      moment as the little ditz processed the new information, and then
      began working feverishly.

      Before long, both Melissa and Kissy were bucking and shaking their
      way into orgasm. Melissa was always a screamer, but you could even
      hear Kissy moans, muffled as they were by Mel's sweaty puss.

      Renee gestured wildly to the team as the two girls wound down, and
      they quickly stashed their phones.

      Melissa climbed off of Kissy with shaky legs, revealing Kissy's
      face. Sweaty, slimy, and red from lack of oxygen. A look of post
      orgasm shame growing in her eyes.

      Renee smiled down at her little project, coming along
      perfectly.

      "Good work, Kissy. I think you are ready for the pep rally!"
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      On the morning after her humiliation at the hands of her
      teammates, Cassie considered not going to school at all. She
      dreaded what her reception might be. The cheerleaders were the most
      popular girls in school, and she was positive that they had spent
      all night texting their friends about the stupid lezzy slut that
      they had tricked into thinking she was joining the team.

      But if there was one thing that Renee had taught Cassie, it was
      to face her problems head-on. Staying at home wouldn't make her
      problems go away. She gritted her teeth and went to school,
      prepared to face the ridicule and horny stares she had been facing
      since her clothing incident, but intensified.

      She was shocked at her reception. All of the other cheer girls
      greeted her warmly when they saw her in the halls, and although she
      still got stares and catcalls, they didn't seem to have gotten any
      worse than they had been yesterday.

      Even Melissa tried to act like they were besties, and asked if
      she had any plans that weekend. Cassie gave her the cold shoulder.
      She couldn't just get over the fact that Melissa had sat on her
      face in front of the whole team. Even after both of their
      "apologies", Cassie couldn't just forgive and forget.

      "I'm a little surprised..." she admitted, speaking to Renee at
      lunch, "I thought things might be sort of awkward."

      "What? Why?" said Renee, looking incredulous, "If anything the
      girls feel closer to you after yesterday! It was just a little team
      bonding exercise. God, if you think that this was over the top, you
      should see what girls do in college." She grinned and gave Cassie a
      little wink. "As for Mel, you have to remember, I know her a lot
      better than you. I know that the situation I put you in yesterday
      might have been a little..." She swiped her fingers across her lips
      in a gesture that was obscene when you knew the context,
      "...sticky. But look at her now! She's totally ready to be friends
      again. Give her another chance. I would never steer you wrong."

      Cassie grimaced, but Melissa was already brining her tray over,
      a friendly smile on her face. Cassie glared back at her.

      "Speaking of steering you," Renee smoothly changed the subject
      as Melissa sat down, "How is the college search going."

      "Nothing to report," said Cassie gloomily, "I got another
      rejection letter. Not as bad of news this time, because I wasn't
      sure I wanted to go there anyway. But still doesn't feel great."
      She picked through her food, suddenly not hungry.

      Renee perfectly concealed her glee. Wouldn't little miss smarty
      pants be thrilled to learn that her yet another college had
      actually sent her an acceptance letter before Renee had intercepted
      it.

      "That's too bad, babe," said Renee. "Good thing we are working
      on a plan "B" for you, right? Do you have your streaming setup
      ready?"

      At Renee's urging, Cassie had indeed set up her headset and
      webcam to try out streaming. She wasn't especially enthusiastic
      about it. She knew that very few streamers actually became
      successful.

      "I did set things up Renee, and I'm sure it will be fun," said
      Cassie delicately, hoping not to offend her friend who had gifted
      her the expensive setup, "But I don't think that I have that much
      to worry about in the end. I did end up applying to a bunch of
      safety schools, so I don't need to count on streaming."

      Renee gave her a knowing look, and put a reassuring hand on
      Cassie's, "I'm sure you're right, Kissy dear. It's just..." She
      shared a look with Melissa that confused Cassie, "...I don't want
      you to be too disappointed if you can't get in anywhere."

      Cassie's brow furrowed. What was that supposed to mean?

      "Just remember Kissy," said Melissa cheerfully, "There are loads
      and loads of jobs that women can do without going to college."

      "Yeah!" said Renee, clapping her hands together, "with a body
      like yours, you could get money from boys in all sorts of ways.
      Like marrying a millionaire, or even just doing por..."

      "I'm sure I'll be getting some acceptance letters soon," said
      Cassie with finality, cutting Renee off before her best friend said
      anything that would make her angry. Renee had been getting more and
      more pushy with her. Cassie wasn't sure that she liked it. While
      she was certainly grateful for all of Renee's help, Renee didn't
      run her life. But she didn't have to be a bitch about it. Better to
      just cut off the conversation before they argued. After the
      confusing, humiliating experience with Melissa, she didn't want to
      get into any more fights with her friends for now.

      Renee looked doubtful, but nodded.

      "Well, why not try streaming just for fun? Be sure to log in
      with that Argus account I made you tonight, Kissy, I'll watch your
      first stream to cheer you on! Oh! And I forgot to send over that
      supplement I promised, didn't I?"

      Cassie frowned. She had been glad that Renee seemed to have
      forgotten the "relaxation supplement" she had promised to send.
      "Yeah, well... Maybe you can just not bother, Renee, I..."

      Renee cut her off. "You promised me you would try it though,
      Kissy!"

      Cassie huffed. "I promised I would accept them and decide
      later," she insisted stubbornly.

      "Whatever, Kissy," said Renee, a slight wrinkle appearing in her
      brows. "I'll send them over tonight."

      ...

      Daren called in sick to work. It was now almost 48 hours since
      Gina had gone alone to Victor's house to end things with him
      permanently. Was it possible that Victor had hurt her? Was it
      possible she was... with him? He wasn't sure which would be worse
      in his mind right now. He spent the day worrying and trying to
      sleep without success.

      Around two, his phone buzzed. It was Renee.

      [Heyyyy Cuckie! Your ditzy little D-cup daughter will be home
      soon, and it's going to be showtime for her streaming channel. I
      have an important job for you to make sure this goes the way we
      want. I will talk you through it.]

      Daren still felt the stinging guilt of agreeing to ruin his
      daughter's life, but he needed a distraction. And although he hated
      to admit it, helping to drag his daughter down had also begun to
      turn him on.

      [Yes, mistress] He texted, shame spreading through him.

      [Awwww, poor puppy. You seem so sad! Is it getting you down that
      your slutty little wifey is spending so long with my big bad
      Dad?]

      Renee knew how to twist the knife. Daren couldn't think of any
      other reply than another pathetic [Yes, Mistress.]

      [I know it hurts Cuck. That's why I've planned a super fun
      evening for you. All you have to do is one little chore for me,
      then I'm going to send that tiny cock to heaven, and get you some
      naked pictures of sweet little Cassie to boot. Make sure to play
      nice together. She needs this too. You should have seen how
      stressed she was at school today!]

      Daren felt some apprehension at his mistress's cryptic promises,
      but he downloaded the software that Renee sent as ordered and set
      it up following her instructions. According to Renee, it wouldn't
      really be usable until Cassie was actively streaming, but she would
      walk him through it when the time came. Just as he was finishing up
      getting his laptop set up in his room, he heard the front door
      opening.

      His heart skipped a beat. Either it was Gina, his wife, who he
      had begun to miss terribly, or his daughter, who he was about to
      further betray. Exiting his room, he saw that it was Cassie, her
      lovely dark hair pushed back into a simple pony tail. She was
      dressed normally, probably even more modestly than was popular
      nowadays, but Darren guiltily found himself eying her breasts and
      hips, remembering the nude pictures Renee had shown him.

      With all the emotions that he had been going through the past
      day, he felt all mixed up in her feminine presence. His chastity
      cage felt suddenly tight.

      "Hi, Daddy." She said distractedly. She was focused on the
      handful of mail she had picked up on her way in, her big blue eyes
      glued to an envelope with a college logo on it. He walked over,
      trying not to distract her as she ripped into the letter. Her eyes
      scanned rapidly, but Darren already knew the answer she would find.
      Unless Renee had exaggerated her ability to intercept and alter
      Cassie's mail then she should... and there it was. Cassie's brows
      drew down, her eyes clouding over. She sighed deeply and tossed the
      mail onto the counter.

      "Don't worry, Honey," said Darren, his mouth dry with the
      tension of lying, "I'm sure that an acceptance letter will be
      coming for you any day now, from a great college."

      She stared at him with pathetic eyes, slightly shiny from
      suppressed tears, whether of frustration or sadness, he couldn't
      tell. "Thank you, Daddy," She said miserably. She threw her arms
      around him and hugged him tight, burying her face in his chest.
      Even in this innocent moment of his daughter seeking comfort from
      her father, he couldn't help but feel the crush of her tits on his
      chest. He tried to subtly angle his hips away from hers so that
      there was no chance she would feel the hard plastic of his chastity
      device.

      Cassie looked up at him, luckily not detecting anything weird
      about the hug. "I'm just starting to get a little worried about it.
      I mean... this college wasn't even one of my top choices, and they
      still didn't accept me."

      "Well..." Said Darren carefully, "I will love you no matter
      what, you know that sweetie. And I think you would have an
      incredible life even if you end up not getting accepted by any
      colleges at all."

      Cassie looked a little annoyed. "That's what everyone is
      saying." She said flatly, "But I still want to have a good career
      like Mommy."

      Daren wanted to change the subject before Cassie could
      interrogate his thoughts about college any further.

      Cassie craned her neck around Darren, looking deeper into the
      apartment. "Speaking of which, is Mommy around? Where has she
      been?"

      Darren wanted to know the same thing, but he knew that this was
      probably a bit too much to dump on Cassie right now.

      "It's a work thing." He said, using the excuse he had already
      thought up. "Working a case with a colleague. Might have to stay
      over at the office again tonight."

      Cassie rolled her eyes. Darren was baffled by the catty rivalry
      that had grown up between them over the past few years. Some
      mother-daughter thing that dads would never understand.

      Cassie pulled away and smirked up at him, her joking-with-daddy
      face. She said "Just watch out, Daddy. Maybe some big bad coworker
      at the law office is making Mommy stay late so he can jump her
      bones!"

      She must have seen the worried spasm across Darren's face,
      because she stopped and frowned, looking incredulous.

      "For real? You're actually worried?" She said, confused.

      She put a concerned hand on Daren's shoulder. He tried to keep
      his feelings of stress and worry from his face. "Daddy," said
      Cassie gravely, staring him in the eyes, "You have nothing to worry
      about. Mommy isn't some ditzy blond that some douchebag can trick
      into an affair. She is a smart, strong woman who loves you. You
      have nothing to worry about."

      ...

      Gina woke late in the morning in Victor's strong arms, well
      rested. Bright sunlight lit up the luxurious bedroom. At some point
      in the night, when she had fallen asleep after their sex marathon,
      Victor had cleared away the camera set up like a bad dream,
      allowing her forget about what kinds of footage her new lover must
      have captured.

      "Morning beautiful," he murmured in a hoarse morning voice, "You
      know, when you sleep, you almost look innocent."

      Gina gave him a sour look, but here, snuggled up against his
      warm, muscly bulk, it was hard to feel like his enemy. It was a
      dangerous feeling, but she couldn't shake it in this intimate,
      tender moment.

      "What do you want for breakfast," he picked up his phone, "or
      shit, lunch I guess." He gave her a naughty grin, and winked,
      "Maybe we got a little carried away last night if it took us this
      long to recover."

      Memories of last night flashed through Gina's mind, a dark,
      nasty blur of sweat and moans and deep satisfying orgasms, twisted
      sheets and whispered dirty talk and hot, spurting semen. She tried
      to thrust the memories from her mind, before Victor noticed her
      stiffening nipples. His sudden grin told her that she hadn't
      completely managed it.

      "Tell you what, pet. I'll ring the chef and tell him to bring us
      eggs benedict. They are a specialty of his." He reached for a
      bedside phone without further discussion. Gina wanted to tell him
      to go to hell. That she wanted to leave and never see him again.
      That she didn't want any food from his fucking fancy chef. But then
      her stomach growled, and she realized that she had been doing...
      strenuous physical activity without any food for over a day.

      So Gina and Victor sat and ate eggs benedict in bed. Victor was
      nothing if not a charming conversationalist, and before long, Gina
      found herself laughing and talking, even flirting a little. She
      felt a warm spark when Victor reached over and brushed a strand of
      hair back behind her ear. It felt like waking up the next day with
      a new boyfriend, after the first time you had sex. He was so sweet
      and funny that she forgot that she was with her husband's boss,
      naked, in sheets still dirty with her adulterous juices.

      After lunch, Victor insisted that they both shower. In separate
      bathrooms this time, mercifully. By the time Gina returned, the
      sheets had been changed and were now crisp and fresh-looking.
      Victor lifted the sheet, patting the bed next to him, smiling at
      her warmly. Feeling again that heavy weight of guilt, Gina crawled
      into the bed next to him, feeling him pull her close with his
      strong arms. She felt his hot, velvet-smooth skin on hers, his
      bulging muscles. She shuddered at how right it felt. Despite his
      predatory actions, being with him physically made her feel safe and
      protected in ways Daren never had.

      "How are you feeling, Kitten?" murmured Victor, hugging her
      close to his body, nuzzling softly at the back of her neck.

      Gina felt another sharp stab of guilt. She had to say something.
      "I'm actually a little worried..." she said hesitantly, "...about
      Daren."

      Victor moved away from her slightly without letting her go. Gina
      could feel his disapproval. "Daren Daren Daren," he said sourly,
      "you sound like a broken record. Where was all this concern for
      your hubby's feelings when you were bouncing on my cock last
      night?"

      Gina felt a flush of shame and anger. She controlled herself. If
      she got mad, Victor would have successfully distracted her. She
      needed to be smart, lie a little to stroke his ego.

      "I'm not concerned about his feelings, Mas..." her mouth didn't
      want to form the word. She would have to force herself to say it.
      She knew it would please him and make him more receptive. "Master."
      She finished, pulling his arms closer around her. "I'm just worried
      that he will call the cops or something. He hasn't heard from me in
      a long time."

      Victor was silent for a moment.

      Finally, he responded. "Well, I assumed even a dull weakling
      like him would be smart enough to realize what happened when you
      came to see me, so we should be fine. Unless you really think he is
      that much of a pathetic idiot."

      She could see he was amusing himself by forcing her to badmouth
      her husband, just as he had done more graphically last night.

      "I think he might be." Said Gina in a clipped tone.

      "He might be what? Spell it out for me." He was really going to
      make her work for this one.

      "I think Daren might be such a pathetic idiot that he doesn't
      realize that I've been too busy having sex with you to call him."
      She said in a rush, trying to rip the bandaid off. It still hurt
      her heart to say such cruel things about her faithful husband.

      "Oh," said Victor lightly, "In that case let's put his feeble
      little mind at ease." He reached over to the bedside table and
      grabbed his phone.

      "Thank you, Master," said Gina, the repulsive title passing her
      lips more easily in her relief, "I will just call him very quickly
      and let him know I am at a friend's house." She would have a little
      opportunity to lay the ground work for her excuse. Daren was
      trusting, he would believe her.

      "I have a better idea."

      Victor grabbed her and turned her, pulling her against his
      chest. Before she could react, he snapped a photo. The photo on the
      screen showed a gloating Victor, clutching the nude,
      shocked-looking Gina to his chest. Her hair was messy and wet from
      the shower, and her large naked breasts crushed softly against the
      hard brown bulk of Victor's pecs. The photo looked liked exactly
      what it was, a photo of two lovers, basking in the morning
      after.

      "I'll just send him this real quick, and he will know for sure
      you're alive." Victor opened up his messaging app, preparing to
      send the photo.

      "W-wait!" Yelped Gina, ineffectually trying to grab the phone
      from his strong hands, "Please Victor! I mean... Master."

      He had prepared the message, his finger hovered over the send
      button. Gina was out of options. If that message was sent, Daren
      would be destroyed. She had to try what she knew would work. Victor
      wanted to make her submissive, right? Well, she could pretend to be
      submissive when necessary.

      She scooted just a little lower in the bed so that she could
      stare at him with wide, upturned eyes. "Please, Master." She said
      softly and humbly. She reached between his legs and held his soft
      cock, pulling it gently in short strokes. "Don't send that to my
      husband. Pretty please? If you can be nice this one time, I will do
      anything you want. "

      "You'll already do anything I want, that was our agreement,
      remember?" But, He had removed his finger from the send button. He
      was intrigued. Gina felt her first flash of triumph in a while. So
      this is what it took to manipulate him.

      "Oooh but master!" She cooed, increasing the length of her
      strokes as she felt his cock engorging in her small hand. "Wouldn't
      it be better if I was eager and willing when I pleased you? I could
      be the sweet little sex kitten you want me to be instead of prickly
      old Gina if you just do me this one teeny favor! Think about it,
      having not just my body, but my mind and heart too."

      Victor considered her for a moment, suppressing his grin. Then
      nodded slightly. "Fine. But no call. We will still send him a
      selfie, but I will let you take a replacement. Three conditions.
      One: I am still in the picture. Two: we stay in bed. Three: we
      don't get dressed."

      Gina nodded, grabbing the phone. The conditions didn't give her
      much leeway to make the photo more innocent. She was able to shoot
      her and Victor above the shoulders, hopefully disguising the fact
      that they were naked. There wasn't much she could do about the
      sheets. It was still clear they were in a bed together. She would
      have to think up a really good excuse to explain this one.

      Victor tapped out a short message and sent the more tame selfie,
      tossing his phone back onto the nightstand without bothering to
      wait for a reply. He pulled her back aghast him, spooning her from
      behind, his cock once again growing soft.

      "So," said Victor gently, holding her tightly, "You said you
      would do anything I wanted. I want to know more about my new pet.
      Tell me about yourself, Gigi." Gina bristled a little at the hated
      nickname. Shit. She had expected more perverted sexual demands.
      This demand for emotional intimacy caught her off-guard.

      "I'm not sure what you want me to say." She said, uncomfortably,
      "You seem to have had your eye on me for a while, is there anything
      you don't know?"

      "I want to hear the story about how you became the powerful,
      independent woman you pretend to be today." Said Victor,
      matter-of-factly.

      Gina felt a cold tinge of fear. She never talked about that. To
      anyone. Not that she had done anything wrong, anything that she
      wouldn't do again in a heartbeat.

      "I'm not sure what you mean." She said numbly, already knowing
      that this wouldn't be enough to get her out of Victor's
      game.
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      "Come on now!" Said Victor in an amused voice, hugging her naked
      form tighter to his body. "Don't try to lie Gina. Let me guess...
      Once upon a time, cute little Gigi was a total doormat, a pushover.
      Then one day, Gigi screwed up all her courage and fought back. And
      won! She earned the lesson that she could always win if she was
      enough of a bitch. So she was a huge bitch from then on and never
      lost again."

      Gina lay silently in shock, mind racing.

      "Well pet, am I warm?"

      "How did you know that?" whispered Gina.

      "Let's just say that I am an excellent judge of character, kitten.
      I'll tell you my methods after you tell me your story."

      Gina remained silent, trying to find a way out of prying open her
      past.

      Victor reached up and pinched her nipples, a bit harder than was
      pleasurable.

      "You said anything, Kitten. With enthusiasm if I remember
      correctly. Let's hear big bad Gigi's origin story. Once upon a
      time..."

      Gina took a deep breath and began a story that she had never told
      anyone.

      ...

      Cassie hurried off to her room after giving her daddy a quick peck
      on the cheek.

      Daren waited until he was sure that she wasn't going to leave her
      room again before hurrying to his own bedroom and locking the
      door.

      He texted Renee as soon as he opened the program that she had told
      him to download. He stared with confusion at the unfamiliar
      interface. A black rectangle in the center of the screen read "not
      on air". Many dropdown menus and buttons lined the edges of the
      screen, and the top had the label "Kissy Controller".

      His phone buzzed rhythmically, and he looked down to see that Renee
      was initiating a video call with him. He scrambled to answer
      it.

      "Hiiiii puppy!" Chirped Renee, giving him a wave and a bright
      smile. Her hair was wet, and she was rubbing it with a towel.
      Clearly, she had just stepped out of the shower. "Good timing! Has
      Kissy gone live yet?"

      Daren looked back to the screen, and saw that the rectangle in the
      middle now had a message reading "Live stream in progress. Join
      Now?" and a green button beneath.

      "Yes, Mistress!" He said, "She just went online."

      "Faaabulous." Drawled Renee, distracted. Her eyes were focused
      off-screen, and Daren couldn't help but notice that she wasn't
      wearing anything at all. The tops of her dark brown nipples bobbed
      in and out of view as she sat down in a chair. Her face was lit up
      by the glow of a computer screen.

      "One sec, puppy. I'm just going to take control of your computer
      for a minute to walk you through a few things."

      The screen of Daren's laptop flashed red for a second and then his
      mouse was moving on its own. He was disquieted for a moment by
      Renee's ability to do this, but then was distracted as she began
      talking.

      "I don't know if you know a lot about streaming, puppy, but it is
      really ideal for our mission to turn Cassie into a total whore. You
      should see the number of e-girls who started out as an innocent
      family-friendly streamers before becoming T and A streamers for the
      money."

      Renee clicked the green button in the black rectangle, and a live
      feed appeared of Cassie, playing some sort of shooting game with a
      camera feed of her in the bottom corner. Her Screen name seemed to
      be KissyS.

      "Of course, she would have no chance of success on her own. It
      takes star power to make it nowadays on Argus, not just a fat pair
      of tits. That's where we come in. I paid good money for a large
      number of bot accounts. Super high quality, undetectable. You don't
      need to know the details." Daren was mesmerized by the image of
      Renee on the video call. She had set the phone down facing her, and
      now he had a perfect view of her plump teen tits bathed in the cool
      glow of her computer screen. She didn't seem to notice or care that
      he could see. It was oddly emasculating, like she didn't see him as
      a sexual being. "The point is, it gives me total control over how
      many people are watching her stream, what they are saying in the
      chat, and how much they donate to her. And these are the tools we
      are going to use to make little Kissy a total e-girl slut."

      She scrolled the mouse over several drop-down boxes and inputs on
      the right side of the screen. "Here you can control the number of
      viewers, and the amount of donations per hour. I've set certain
      time-locked caps. Obviously, we want Cassie to believe that her
      viewer count is growing steadily over time. Wouldn't want to have a
      hundred thousand viewers the first time. Donations will happen at
      random intervals, reaching close to, but not exactly the dollar
      amount you specify. Those have timed caps as well, for realism's
      sake, but money is no object. We want KissyS to be pulling down
      good money eventually. It's key to our objective."

      A solid green number on the display read "1". Cassie seemed to have
      noticed that she had a viewer.

      "Oh my God!" Cassie said, smiling, "Is that you, Renee? It looks
      like I'm not really taking off!"

      "Just wait, bitch." Said Renee under her breath, "You'll have more
      people watching than you want soon enough." She scrolled to a
      dropdown menu labeled "Viewers" and selected "50", then moved to
      the menu labeled "Donations" and selected "25".

      "This will work fine for her first stream. Successful, but not
      suspiciously so. You'll want to ramp up over time." Said Renee,
      glancing at the camera. The viewer count ticked up to 6. Cassie
      looked excited but tried to cover it up. A message popped up in the
      empty chatlog beneath the livestream.

      DesolationGold22: [Hey! What are you playing?]

      "All of the chats are AI-generated," explained Renee, as Cassie
      started cheerfully talking to the fake viewer about what game she
      was playing that night.

      "They say some fairly generic stuff. Left alone, your dear
      smarty-pants daughter would realize something was up before long.
      That's where you come in."

      Rene clicked on the user name and selected "follow up" from a
      tooltip. A prompt showed up, and she typed:

      DesolationGold22: [Cool! You're pretty good!]

      "There are a number of ways you can influence the chat to make it
      more realistic." Continued Renee, her eyes focused on her laptops,
      her naked tits jiggling slightly with her arm movements, "You can
      continue a conversation directly like I just did if Cassie engages
      with a specific user."

      The viewer count flicked upward to 22.

      She clicked the user name again and selected "donation" from the
      tooltip, typing in "$5". A popup flashed on Cassie's screen,
      announcing that DesolationGold22 had donated. Cassie almost
      squealed with appreciation, her eyes shining. Two more chats popped
      up in the chat box. Generic greetings.

      Cassie had apparently gotten too distracted by the donation and was
      killed by an enemy in her game.

      "Besides typing messages directly, you can also inform the AI about
      things happening in the stream so they can respond appropriately."
      She scrolled over to one of many dropdown menus on the left side of
      the screen. This one was labeled "game events". She selected an
      option labeled "Mistakes - Distracted", and confirmed it.

      FrankieP: [Haha, you gotta stay focused!]

      DesolationGold22: [Keep your eye on the ball, KIssy!]

      "Obviously, not everything can be accounted for in the options."
      Continued Renee, "So if something weird happens, open this option
      and type the event in. The AI will be able to improvise."

      Daren's screen flashed red again and he saw Renee pick up her phone
      and walk to another part of her room. She set the phone down again
      facing her and grabbed a bra from off-screen, putting it on without
      any concern for the fact that, in this fuller body shot, Daren
      could clearly see the patch of dense but neatly trimmed pubic hair
      between her smooth brown legs.

      "Things should be easy for the rest of the stream. Just do your
      best to respond to what is happening using the chat guiding
      options. Obviously, the final goal is for Cassie to slut it up on
      camera, but Rome wasn't built in a day. First, we need to give her
      a taste of success, make her think that she could really be popular
      if she went just a liiiiitle further. Maybe try to convince her to
      start swearing on camera today, loosen her up just a little."

      Renee nonchalantly wiggled into a tight pair of yellow panties,
      finally clothed, if only in underwear. "Well, you got that, Puppy?
      Any questions?"

      Daren just shook his head, a bit overwhelmed by the stream of
      information.

      "Great. Play around with the settings. Get used to the system. This
      is going to be an important job for you." Renee pulled a shirt over
      her head. "Let me know if anything else comes up. Like I promised,
      if you can take care of this for me I promise the rest of the night
      will be super fun!" With that, she wiggled her fingers in a mocking
      wave and cut the call.

      Daren sank into his office chair, looking at the complex display on
      his screen. Cassie's viewer count had risen to 41, and she was
      happily chattering away, responding to chats and occasional
      donations that came her way.

      Cassie shot an enemy and cheered. Daren moved the mouse to a
      dropdown menu and found an option titled "Killed an enemy -
      headshot". The fake members of the chat celebrated with
      Cassie.

      Daren looked with dawning horror and arousal at some of the titles
      on the dropdown menus.

      Slutty Appearance

      Filthy Language

      ASMR Streams

      Hottub Streams

      Sexual Content

      With morbid curiosity, he looked through some of the options in the
      "slutty appearance" category. Some jumped out at him.

      Kissy blows kisses

      Kissy Removes shirt

      Kissy removes pants

      Nip Slip, accidental

      Nip Slip, deliberate

      Hand bra

      Ahegao

      He would have to look up that last one.

      He looked at the options and then back to Cassie chattering happily
      in a baggy black Hoody. It didn't seem possible.

      He sighed and set to work trying to manipulate his daughter into
      swearing on stream.

      ...

      "For all of middle school, and the first three years of high
      school, I was best friends with Desirae Olsen," began Gina
      reluctantly.

      "Desirae was, well... a real type-A personality. She usually got
      what she wanted, and wasn't afraid to let people know what she
      thought she deserved. I was her second in command."

      "Her Bitch," interrupted Victor. Gina ignored him.

      "We were inseparable. Deedee and Gigi were what they called us. The
      upside of being friends with Deedee was great. People respected us
      and did what we told them to. Together, we were the most popular
      girls in school. The downside was that Deedee could be extremely
      controlling. How I dressed, which boys I liked, what I ate. Deedee
      had an opinion on all of them, and I had to meet her expectations
      or risk her wrath.

      Anyway, we were entering our senior year. After working our way up,
      we had both been named co-captains of the cheerleading squad. But
      by this time, I had started to get tired of playing second fiddle
      to Deedee. It hadn't been so bad in eighth and ninth grade, but as
      she got older, Deedee had gotten more demanding, and as for me, I
      had become sort of a doormat to make her happy. I looked ahead to a
      whole year of doing whatever Deedee said even though I was supposed
      to be an equal captain, and it just didn't appeal.

      In late September, just as I had been assigned a huge group
      presentation, I got sick. A nasty case of strep throat. I had to
      stay in bed for a week. My group partner was some skinny little boy
      that I had never talked to before. But, he visited every day.
      Supposedly he was there to update me on the project, which I was
      very concerned about as a straight-A student. But every time he
      went to my house, he told me not to worry about the project, that
      he would take care of it. He asked how I was doing, and one day he
      brought me a big box of popsicles because he had heard that they
      were good for sore throats. It was sweet.

      So, when I got back to school, I started chatting with this boy in
      the hall when I saw him. We would also talk before history class,
      where he sat behind me. He was interested in me for me, and he was
      a good listener. Deedee forbade me from speaking to him again. Said
      he was a pathetic little nobody, and that popular girls like us
      shouldn't be seen with the likes of him.

      And that was the point where I sort of snapped. Deedee hadn't even
      called me once the whole time I was sick, despite supposedly being
      my best friend. This boy had come to my house every day just to see
      how I was doing.

      I marched right up to Daren that same afternoon and told him that
      he was going to take me to the movies on Friday. I knew that if
      Deedee hated the idea of me talking to Darren, it would make her
      furious if I went out on a date with him. I've got to admit, I
      wasn't really very interested in dating Daren at the time. He was
      sweet, but honestly, there wasn't any attraction there in the
      beginning."

      Victor was quaking with silent laughter.

      "What?" said Gina indignantly

      "Nothing," said Victor, barely suppressing a laugh, "I just think
      it's a little funny that the only reason you started dating your
      unfuckable little dork of a husband was to piss off your
      friend"

      "Whatever," grumbled Gina, continuing,

      "Obviously, Deedee snapped. She was furious. She demanded that I
      apologize and immediately cut off any and all contact with Darren.
      I refused. I went on even more dates with him, just to prove that I
      wasn't scared of Deedee anymore. Eventually, I even let him kiss
      me, and other romantic things. It became more and more like real
      dating than just an act to piss off Deedee. Daren was actually a
      great boyfriend, once I gave him a real chance. Thoughtful and
      sweet, with a genuine admiration for me as a person, unlike the
      knuckledraggers I had dated before him. They usually just treated
      me as a walking pair of tits.

      Deedee and I were no longer friends. We argued constantly in Cheer
      practice. Finally, things came to a head. It was the start of the
      basketball season, the biggest sport in our school, and we were
      spending more time fighting in the cheer practices than working on
      routines. It had to come to an end. We..." she hesitated. This part
      was the thing that people who weren't there couldn't
      understand.

      "We made a bet." She continued slowly. "It was a way to channel our
      rivalry. Each of us would work to convince the cheer squad and the
      basketball team that we were the best cheer captain. At the end of
      the basketball season, both teams would vote, and the winner would
      be the sole captain pictured and listed in the year book." She
      stopped, not wanting to continue.

      Victor asked the pertinent question: "And what happened to the
      loser?" She could feel his cock stiffening slightly against her
      backside. She hated that he already knew the nature of what they
      had bet.

      "The loser would do a... private cheer for the whole varsity
      basketball team." That wasn't the way that Deedee had phrased it at
      the time. If Gina remembered her words correctly, she had said the
      loser would "fuck and suck the boys on the team until they smelled
      like jizz for the rest of the school year."

      Gina felt Victor's strong hand slide down her naked belly, making
      her shiver. His fingers confidently took their position between her
      legs, ready to make her humiliating storytime that much more
      erotic. "What a slutty bet, kitten," He murmured in her ear. "And I
      assume if you agreed, you were ready and willing to deliver."

      Gina felt a hot flush on her face. "I knew I would never lose, so
      the loser's penalty didn't scare me. Deedee was a lot less popular
      than she thought she was. By the end of the first week, I had
      locked in the votes of the whole cheer squad, and half of the
      basketball team. More than enough to win."

      "But then..." Prompted Victor, his fingers beginning to gently
      rub.

      "But then, Deedee cheated," said Gina grimly. "She didn't bother
      being nice to the team members, she just went straight to the top.
      She started dating the basketball team captain. He was a real piece
      of work. Cruel, strong, handsome, and popular. Truly the worst of
      the worst. I hated him with a passion. He bullied Daren
      relentlessly. The number of times I had to comfort my boyfriend in
      tears after Deedee's boyfriend had dunked his head in a toilet, or
      made fun of his dick in the showers. In any case, Deedee told him
      about the bet, and he didn't want to share his girlfriend with the
      rest of the team. He bullied all of his teammates into changing
      their votes. I'm lucky I found out about it at all, or I might have
      gone into the final vote unaware." She shuddered. Losing her
      virginity to a locker room full of laughing boys would have messed
      her up even further than she was right now. But right now, with
      Victor's expert fingers moving between her legs, the idea did have
      a certain... heat to it.

      "So, what did you do? Just take the loss? And the sweaty teen
      cocks?" Said Victor, his cock now a throbbing erection imagining
      what her humiliation would have been like.

      "Sorry to disappoint you master," Said Gina in a sarcastic voice,
      "But I'm actually a little smarter than that. If Deedee could go
      right to the source in order to win, so could I. There was no way I
      was going to let that scheming bitch lord it over me ever again. It
      was the night of the big game, the day before the vote was supposed
      to happen. I made an excuse and got Darren to stay home instead of
      coming to watch me cheer like he normally did. At the after-party,
      I managed to get the captain alone. I...um... offered him a trade."
      Victor was silent, but she could feel his amusement. His cock was a
      throbbing hot spike pressed against her ass. His fingers were
      making quiet, sloppy sounds beneath the sheets. The memories
      flashed through her mind, long suppressed. She had worn her best
      makeup and drank more than usual to get her courage up. Waited
      until Deedee went to the bathroom. She remembered sitting in the
      lap of her boyfriend's bully, whispering in his ear, hand feeling
      his chest. Feeling his cock rise with interest beneath her, much
      like Victor's was doing now.

      "So we snuck away from the party, over to his house. I... well, I
      persuaded him to change the votes of his teammates."

      He tore off her panties, not even bothering to remove her uniform,
      just pushing it roughly to the side to grope and pinch her tender
      nipples. He kissed her roughly, unlike anything Darren had ever
      managed. Despite how quickly he whipped out his cock, she was wet
      and ready, responding to his confident and dominant energy. She
      lost her virginity to this terrible, domineering bully of a boy,
      moaning and squealing and screaming his name. Her boyfriend was at
      home, probably jerking off about how he might one day get to feel
      her breasts, while his bully licked, sucked, and squeezed them.
      Daren was probably wishing and hoping that Gina would some day let
      him have sex with her, at the same time that his evil tormentor was
      plunging his cock deep into her unprotected virgin pussy. Although
      she hated to admit it, the reason she avoided thinking about it was
      because of how much it turned her on, then and now. Victor's strong
      fingers were making the memories of that night more real, so hot
      Gina felt like they were seared into her brain.

      Victor murmured, "I can only imagine how persuasive an 18-year-old
      Gigi in a cheerleader uniform could be."

      "Anyway," continued Gina, breathing heavily, wanting to get off of
      this subject as quickly as she could, "After that, Charlie
      convinced his teammates to vote for me as the best captain. Deedee
      lost. You should have seen her face! I had won. I was the queen of
      the school. I decided that I would never let anyone push me around
      ever again. And I haven't." She finished defiantly, despite the
      contradiction of being in bed with a man who had pushed her around
      with great effectiveness.

      "It's an interesting story. I'm sure that it's the story that you
      tell yourself." Said Victor in a low and calm voice. "But I'd like
      to dig a little deeper. I have some questions."

      Gina remained silent, hoping that he didn't dig too
      deeply.


      

    


    

    
      Page 3 - Cross Contamination Pt. 10 - Fetish -
      Literotica.com

      
      "Question One." Began Victor, his fingers moving quicker and
      quicker, "Did Deedee ever go through with the team gang
      bang?"

      "No." Said Gina, trying not to sound huffy, doing her best to
      ignore the intense pleasure that Victor was putting her through. It
      still annoyed her a bit what Deedee had done next, "She refused.
      Everyone called her lame, but no one could force her."

      "Interesting... Question two. This team captain. You said his name
      was Charlie?"

      Gina's stomach sank. She had tried to keep his name out of it, but
      she must have slipped up. Leave it to Victor to pounce on the
      slightest weakness.

      "That wouldn't be Charlie Fontaine, would it?"

      Gina gritted her teeth, feeling a moan slip between them. Shit. It
      was no use lying. "Yes."

      Victor laughed loud and long. Gina had just accidentally given him
      a wonderful gift for further manipulating the couple. Darren
      currently worked with his former high school bully, and didn't know
      that Gina had cheated on him with Charlie before they had even had
      sex for the first time.

      "Haha, that's incredible." Wheezed Victor as his laughter finally
      petered out. "We're not quite finished yet. Question three. Was
      that the only time that you and Charlie ever hooked up?"

      "Yes." Said Gina, smoothly and immediately. This one was easy to
      lie about. What happened later didn't even qualify as hooking up,
      so it wasn't even a lie, technically speaking. Her legs shook a
      little as she felt an orgasm building.

      Victor paused, letting the silence drag on for a while, working his
      new pet's body expertly with his fingers. Then he spoke again. "Let
      me rephrase that. Was that the one and only time you had any sort
      of sexual encounter with Darren's bully?"

      "Y-yees," moaned Gina. How could he know? Had Charlie told him
      something? There was no way he could be that good at sniffing out
      lies of omission.

      "I know when you're lying, pet."

      "Fiine," said Gina, gasping and moaning her way to orgasm, "Charlie
      and I... mmmmm... got elected Prom King and Queen that year. I got
      a little drunk, and... Oh God!... I got carried away by the night
      and atmosphere and being together as king and queen. I gave him...
      Uhhhnnn... I gave him a handjob. It didn't mean anything."

      Gina's body was wracked with orgasm as her mind focused on the
      shameful events of that night. Her hand tight on Charlie's hot
      cock, moving fast. She was whispering in his ear, telling him that
      Deedee was not good enough for him. Urging him to look at how great
      they were together as king and queen. He asked her "What about
      Hardon?" Using the name that he used to belittle her boyfriend,
      that drove him to frustrated tears. She was caught up in the
      moment, trying to take her prize that she felt would make her
      victory against Deedee that much sweeter. "Fuck Hardon!" She had
      said, explaining that he was just a pity fuck, that she planned to
      dump him anyway when she got to college. It wasn't true, not
      exactly, but in that moment, it had seemed like convincing Charlie
      was the most important thing in the world. Her hot breath was in
      his ear, promising him that they could do anything together, that
      she would do anything for him. "Anything?" He said, reveling in his
      power, "Would you let me cum on your face? Deedee never lets me."
      Gina was taken aback by this disgusting fetish, but promised. She
      would, of course she would. And luckily for her, that is what sent
      Charlie over the edge, spraying semen over her hand rather than her
      face.

      Gina clasped her thighs tightly around Victor's strong hand as the
      powerful memory rocked her.

      After that, nothing further had happened, to young Gina's
      disappointment. Charlie had told her that he would hold her to her
      promise, left the classroom they had snuck off to, and spent the
      rest of the night dancing with Deedee. Gina had never spoken with
      him again as far as she could remember, and he and Deedee got
      married a few years later. Based on when their daughter had been
      born, Deedee must have been pregnant at the time as well (although
      better at hiding it), which maybe explained why Charlie made the
      choice to stay with Deedee.

      Victor simply held Gina for a few minutes, letting her come down
      from the orgasm he had given her before asking his next question.
      "Question four. Charlie loves to fuck with Darren. There is no way
      that he would hold anything back to spare his feelings or the
      feelings of the cheerleader slut he fucked in high school. Why
      hasn't Charlie been telling Darren that he fucked his wife every
      five minutes?"

      Gina had to admit that it was something that she was curious about
      as well. She had been very anxious about it when Darren first told
      her he was working with Charlie. She shrugged, "My only guess is
      that Deedee was furious about it. She was so angry that Charlie
      cheated on her and that she lost that she threatened him. Deedee
      can be scary."

      "I guess that makes sense." Said Victor. "One last question. When
      was Cassie born?"

      Gina's blood turned to ice. She felt like the last questions, as
      awkward as they had been, had lured her into a false sense of
      security. This was the topic that she had forbidden herself to even
      think about. It was the reason she didn't tell any part of this
      story to anyone.

      "October of that year." She said in a small voice.

      "Nine months after the night of the last game of the basketball
      season, right?"

      "Fuck you!" She snarled, trying to struggle away from him. She
      remained trapped in his strong arms, his thick, hard penis poking
      into her from behind.

      "Oh my my my," Said Victor with delight, "The little cheerleader
      slut, knocked up by her boyfriend's big bad bully. Let me guess,
      you had sex with Daren for the first time that same week, maybe
      even the next day."

      "Cassie is Daren's." She said firmly. It was what she had been
      telling herself for eighteen years.

      Victor didn't understand what had happened. What was most important
      at that moment was to convince Charlie, and he had no interest in
      the condom she had brought along. She knew it could be trouble when
      he had thrust deep within her and held there, squirting a thick hot
      load into her pussy. Just in case, she had, in fact, had a quick
      and pathetic lovemaking session with the overeager Daren the next
      day, where she had allowed him to deposit a small watery load in
      her vagina. Just in case. An insurance policy. She had told herself
      a million times, before she had successfully walled off the memory,
      that, in theory, it could be either boy's baby. But her body knew
      the truth instinctively. Charlie's thick, masculine load had
      impregnated her on the night of the basketball game, and there was
      nothing Darren's wimpy splooge could do. Despite her denial, it had
      been on the top of her mind on prom night. Her baby bump had just
      barely begun to show, and she could still deny the truth by wearing
      sweaters to school. Her prom dress made things more obvious though,
      and even as they elected her, she heard people whispering and
      giggling. She had already told Darren, and he was full of nervous
      determination to take care of her and the baby. Her handjob,
      whether she admitted it or not, was an attempt to lock down the
      baby's real father. It was her attempt to attach herself to the
      alpha male who had impregnated her. It didn't work. And so,
      mentally, she had to change the story to one where she had never
      attempted it.

      "Well," said Victor as she gave up her struggle to escape his
      grasp. "That was an interesting story. But I don't think we are
      done yet. I want to hear about Daren and Gigi's college
      years."

      ...

      >Fuck!

      >Fuck that guy!

      >What the Fuck?

      "Yeah!" said Cassie heatedly. "Eff him!"

      Daren sighed and rubbed his temples. This was harder than he
      thought. His attempt to guide Cassie towards foul language by
      telling the bots to use it frequently hadn't worked. Maybe Rene was
      wrong about how easy this corruption process would be. He felt like
      Cassie was going to wrap things up soon, and the donations and
      viewers had already maxed out their limits for this session. There
      was just one thing left to try. He typed into the direct input
      box.

      > Why don't you swear, Kissy? Are u a Mormon or something?
      Lol

      The chat popped up on the screen.

      "What?" Said Cassie, sounding a bit offended. "It's not like I'm
      some sort of goodie two shoes, I just... You know what? F-fuck
      you!" She was putting on a brave front and only stumbled a little
      for the expletive. Darren had to sigh a little inwardly. He
      remembered punishing Cassie when she was just a little girl for
      saying "shit", a word that she had heard from one of her friends at
      school. He remembered her crying big salty tears while he gently
      explained to her that real ladies don't use bad words like that.
      Now he was working to undo all of his parenting, and taking the
      first small step towards ruining his daughter beyond repair.

      Darren quickly scrolled to the "Foul Language" tab, and dropped the
      box down to the first, and least extreme option: "Cursing". He
      selected and confirmed the option, and the chat lit up.

      >Haha, I knew you weren't lame

      >Lol, hell yeah, dropping some F-bombs

      >Someone's got a dirty mouth :P

      Cassie blushed a little and did a fake bow. "Fuck you guys!" She
      said, more naturally this time. "And that's all for tonight,
      everyone. Thanks for making my first stream really special!"

      Darren scrolled to the "Streaming events" Menu and selected the
      "Kissy says goodbye" option, causing a chorus of goodbye messages
      from the bots. A few seconds later, the stream went offline, and
      Darren was finally able to sit back and relax. Well, that was quite
      enough excitement for one day.

      His phone buzzed. Probably Rene checking in now that the stream had
      ended. He picked up his phone wearily, only for his adrenaline to
      spike as he saw the text was from "Victor - Work".

      Darren opened the message, his heart thumping. It was an image of
      Victor, looking as calm and confident as always, and,
      heartbreakingly, his wife. She looked flustered and rumpled, in a
      sleazy, sexy way. The image was framed oddly, just their heads from
      above the neck. The background was clearly bedsheets.

      [Don't worry about Gigi. I've been taking good care of her for
      you,] read the message.

      The implication was unmistakable. Darren's mind whirled madly,
      filthy images playing through his mind. His phone buzzed again. He
      snatched up his phone, almost eager to have his sick fantasies
      fulfilled. This time it was a text from Renee.

      [Hiiii puppy. How's it hanging? Seen any good photos lately?]
      Followed by a devil emoji. Could she somehow see what was happening
      on his phone? Or was she working together with her Dad to torment
      him? Neither option was good news for him.

      [Is she still there?] Texted Darren, miserably. He knew better than
      to expect a helpful reply from Renee.

      [Awww puppy, don't let me down now. I really look up to your
      relationship, and to see your trust slipping now is breaking my
      heart. Isn't that what marriage vows are all about? Unconditional
      love and limitless trust? That's just what poor Gina needs right
      now, the unconditional love and blind trust of her cuck.]

      Then a few seconds later:

      [Oops, typo. I meant man.] Daren sunk his head in his hands and
      weakly sent off another text.

      [Please mistress. Send her home. I can't take this anymore.] He
      didn't have to wait long for a reply.

      [Sorry, puppy, that's not really up to me. But just like I
      promised, I can take your mind off wifey all night if you're a good
      boy. Can you be a good boy for me?]

      All he wanted was Gina back, and for this to be over, but he had to
      admit that Renee had intrigued him. He made up his mind.

      [I can be good, mistress.]

      [Good puppy! Wait for my signal now. When I text you, I want you to
      sneak into Cassie's room and hide yourself in the closet.
      Understand?]

      Daren's blood pulsed in his ears. What Renee was suggesting seemed
      like a major violation, beyond anything that he had done before. He
      chewed his nails. Maybe things had gone too far. What did Renee
      plan to have him see? Was this when he was supposed to get the nude
      photographs?

      [Well, Puppy? I need a confirmation here. Are you ready to move on
      my signal?]

      Daren found, as usual, that resisting Renee wasn't possible for
      him.

      [Yes, Mistress]

      ...

      Cassie collapsed back on her bed, feeling the release of the
      nervous tension she had felt during the stream. It had been so
      exhilarating to be the center of attention like that! The stream
      had topped out at fifty viewers, but even that was impressive for
      the first stream of a no-name like her. She pulled out her phone to
      excitedly text Renee.

      [OMG! Did you see, Renee? I had like fifty viewers! And I think I
      got like twenty bucks!]

      Renee wasn't long in replying. [I know! I saw the whole thing,
      Kissy! I told you this thing would work! You need to listen to your
      bestie, girl!]

      Cassie smiled at Renee's encouragement, but felt a little bad. She
      had been rude, shitting on Renee's idea like that. Maybe Cassie
      really could do well at streaming.

      [BTW, I sent that little surprise we discussed over to you. The
      courier should have just dropped it off. I would hurry and go pick
      it up from your door before Mommy or Daddy find it.]

      Cassie's eyes grew wide, and she jumped out of bed. She hadn't
      thought about the optics of strange pills being delivered to her
      house. Renee was right! She had to rush to the door and take them
      inside before Daddy saw them!

      ...

      Daren heard Cassie rush out of her room just as Renee texted him
      again.

      [Now, Puppy! Go! Go! Go!]

      His heart racing wildly, Daren rushed into his daughter's room,
      concealing himself in her closet, shutting the door behind
      him.

      He was just in time, Cassie rushed in just after he hid himself,
      slamming and locking her bedroom door behind her. Daren gulped.
      Light streamed in through a crack in the closet door, giving him a
      perfect peephole to watch as his daughter gingerly set a small
      unlabeled prescription bottle on her desk and gave it a dubious
      glance. It looked a lot like the pill bottle filled with
      supplements that Renee had given him...

      ...

      Cassie looked skeptically at the small bottle she had just scooped
      up from the porch. For some reason, Renee was pushily insisting
      that she take these. It aroused a stubborn reluctance in Cassie.
      Renee was her friend, but certainly wasn't the boss of her.

      Cassie's phone vibrated from an incoming call. Renee, of
      course.

      "Heyyyyy girl," came Renee's excited voice from the phone. "Did you
      get them? Did you get them?"

      "Yes, Renee. I got them," said Cassie, in a voice a little more
      annoyed than she intended.

      "Well, what are you waiting for? Take one of those bad boys and
      let's get this party started!" chirped Renee.

      "No," said Cassie firmly. "I don't think I'm comfortable with
      drugs, Renee. I'd like you to respect that."

      "You keep saying drugs, but that's not what these are, Kissy," said
      Renee in an exasperated voice. "They're supplements. I take them
      myself. Are you calling me a druggie?"

      Cassie winced. Why was Renee making this so hard? "No Renee, you
      can do whatever you want. But I don't want..."

      "Was I right about the streaming though?" asked Renee, abruptly
      cutting Cassie off.

      Cassie frowned, chewing a thumbnail. It was true, she had just been
      feeling bad for shitting on Renee's good idea. Maybe she did owe
      Renee a little more trust. But she still would rather demonstrate
      it with something else.

      "C'mon Kissy," said Renee coaxingly, "I'm just looking out for you!
      You've been so stressed lately. With the college thing, and your
      Daddy and Mommy being all weird. You need to unwind a little bit.
      And, Oh! I haven't even told you the best part!"

      The sudden teasing tone in Renee's voice gave Cassie pause, making
      her turn to glance once again at the bottle of little greenish
      pills on her desk. "What's the best part?" she asked
      suspiciously.

      "When I take the pills, they always make me suuuuper horny. I swear
      to God that masturbating feels ten times as good. Doesn't that
      sound nice? I bet you were about to masturbate just as soon as we
      hung up. Am I right?"

      Cassie blushed. "N-no I wasn't. I was going to get some homework
      done," she protested unconvincingly. Cassie picked up the bottle of
      pills and looked at them a bit more curiously. Ten times better?
      Surely Renee was exaggerating.

      "Why don't I make you a deal," purred Renee, her voice held close
      to Cassie's ear. "We can both take a pill at the same time. Then I
      can stay on the line, and we can..." Renee let the sentence hang,
      dripping with sexual energy.

      "... talk!" she finished with a giggle.

      Cassie propped the phone against her head with a shoulder, twisting
      off the cap of the small orange bottle. She shook a greenish pill
      into her hand. Her mind raced, thinking of what exactly Renee was
      suggesting. Some of the most erotic moments of her life had been
      these past few months when Renee had been "helping her out of her
      shell" sexually. But that had just been friendly training. Even
      during yesterday's "team bonding", Renee had stood to the side,
      refusing to participate. Cassie had become convinced that Renee
      just didn't see her as a sexual object at all.

      But now Renee was suggesting that they talk to each other while
      masturbating. No matter what way you looked at it, the suggestion
      was sexually charged. Cassie lifted the pill to her nose and
      sniffed. All she could detect was a faint herbal scent.

      "Hellooooo? Still there Kissy?" said Renee. This pill was the price
      of admission. Cassie doubted that Renee would be interested in a
      sober mutual masturbation session right now. Daddy was home... but
      he usually left her alone all night if she had her door
      closed.

      "So... it just makes you relaxed and horny, right?" said Cassie,
      licking her lips nervously.

      "That's right babe. It feels divine. Trust me."

      Before she could change her mind, Cassie tossed the pill in her
      mouth and washed it down with the water bottle at her bedside. If
      Renee said it was fine, then Cassie could try it once. And she
      would get to experience the phone sex that Renee had
      promised.

      "I took the pill, Renee," said Cassie with a cheerfulness she
      didn't feel. "Are you going to join me?"

      "Awesome!" squealed Renee with delight, "I'm taking mine right now.
      Put me on speakerphone, babe. You're going to need those naughty
      fingers for something else before long."

      ...

      Gina felt scraped raw emotionally, and judging by his last prompt,
      Victor had no plans to let up. She already knew what he was getting
      at, but she wouldn't give this prick the satisfaction.

      "Me and Victor both worked really hard in college and got degrees.
      The end." She said, bluntly.

      Victor chuckled. "But it's a little more complicated than that,
      isn't it, Kitten? You see, I did a little research, and I know this
      part of the story. Why don't you take a little break, and I will
      tell you this part."

      Gina sat still and tried to mentally drown out the voice of her
      cruel master as he retold the part of her life that she was most
      ashamed of.

      "Darren was such a good boyfriend, he decided to follow you to your
      school of choice, even though he couldn't really afford it. When
      poor preggo Gigi and Dinky Darren got to college, it was really
      hard! It's not easy to be 8 months pregnant on campus. People gave
      you funny looks. And it didn't help to have skinny little dorky
      Daren following you around like a puppy all the time. You had never
      been the unpopular girl in your whole life, even when you were
      fighting with Deedee. It hurt a little. So when baby Cassandra was
      born, you made a real effort to turn things around. You hit the
      gym, and studied hard, and made connections. And that didn't leave
      an incredible amount of time to be a new mommy. But luckily
      faithful, pathetic Darren was there to pick up the slack. Before
      long your hard work was paying off. Cute guys were starting to
      notice you at parties. Guys who were much more handsome and
      exciting and ambitious than Darren. So you made your
      choice."
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      "No." said Gina, tears welling up, "Stop. Don't say it." She and
      Darren never talked about this. It's what gave him his deep-seated
      insecurities about her rejection, and probably gave him the
      unfortunate fetish that made his dick hard when she talked about
      Victor.

      "You told your man, who had busted his ass for months to take care
      of your infant daughter while you were out partying, that you
      wanted to see other people. While you were living in the same
      apartment."

      "I just wanted to experience life as a free young woman." Whispered
      Gina, cringing with shame.

      "Who wouldn't? The dinner dates, the sophisticated new men wining
      and dining you. I'm sure it was a dream come true. A new man every
      week or two, each more handsome and strong than the last."

      "I didn't want to be tied down." Said Gina heatedly.

      "Let's be honest, Kitten," said Victor sneeringly, "Once they found
      out you were the teen mom slut who had walked around campus with a
      giant belly in September, they left you."

      Victor turned Gina's emotion-wracked face to look at him. "Why did
      you get back together with a loser like Darren?"

      Gina felt defeated. "It was Cassie. She was turning two. I knew
      that soon, she would start forming permanent memories. If I went
      back now, in her mind, we would have always been a happy family. I
      made that choice for her... and for Darren. He didn't deserve what
      I did to him for those two years."

      "Debatable," said Victor dismissively, "I find that submissive men
      usually get what is coming to them, and tend to enjoy it if you
      introduce their destruction in the right way."

      Victor's strong arms pulled her close, possessively.

      "Now. I have heard your story. I told you I am a great judge of
      character," His strong hand pressed firmly between her legs,
      demanding entry. Her thick thighs opened slightly to allow him
      access, her body instinctively acknowledging his ownership.

      "Why don't I tell you what I have learned about you, kitten."

      ...

      Daren watched, half eager, half appalled, as his one and only
      daughter had a one-sided conversation with Renee about whether or
      not to take the mysterious pills that Renee had sent her.

      "So... it just makes you relaxed and horny, right?" said Cassie, a
      conflicted look on her face. She was turned fully toward Daren's
      hiding place, and for a second Daren shrunk back, worried she might
      catch a glimpse of his eye in the crack between the double doors.
      But Cassie was too busy looking at the pill in her hand. She seemed
      to come to a decision and tossed the strange pill in her
      mouth.

      Daren felt a strange mix of emotions. Cassie had just taken a
      strange pill, one that her friend had told her would make her
      horny. The idea aroused Daren, but also disturbed him. Maybe he
      didn't know his daughter as well as he thought.

      Seconds later, Cassie switched the call to speakerphone, tossing
      her phone onto her dresser. Daren could hear Renee's slightly fuzzy
      voice now from the phone's speakers: "OK Kissy, I just popped one
      as well. It will take a minute or two to kick in. So what do you
      want to talk about?"

      Daren could see his Daughter's blush from across the room. "I don't
      know Renee," she said bashfully. Cassie unselfconsciously wiggled
      out of her jeans, revealing thick creamy thighs and a tiny pair of
      floral-print panties.

      "Oh come on, Kissy," teased Renee, "We've spent soooo much time and
      effort exploring your sexuality recently. I'm sure you have a few
      favorite fantasies we can dig into."

      Daren's eyes widened. Renee and Cassie had been exploring his
      daughter's sexuality together? It made sense he supposed: Renee did
      seem to have lots of naked pictures of Cassie, and Renee had made
      it crystal clear that she intended to corrupt Cassie completely.
      Daren was just surprised that she had gotten so far already.

      Cassie had turned her back now, tugging her shirt over her head and
      fumbling with the clasps on her bra. Even only seeing her from
      behind, the curvy figure of his daughter wearing only a tiny pair
      of panties was enough to make Daren's cage feel uncomfortably
      tight. She reminded him so much of her mother at that age, back
      when she was an unobtainable popular girl, and he was just a
      worthless loser. "I... I don't know Renee, said Cassie
      uncomfortably. She bent over, rummaging in a dresser drawer,
      treating Daren to an incredible view of her wide hips and plump
      butt, her panties pulled tight by her position. "You're better at
      that sort of thing than me, why don't you pick?"

      Daren watched closely, hoping that Cassie would turn and give him a
      frontal view of her naked body. But she pulled an oversized T-shirt
      from the dresser, and all that Daren got was the barest glimpse of
      side boob before Cassie tugged it over her head. Suddenly, Daren
      felt his phone vibrate in his pocket.

      [On my signal, send the dick pic you got from Charlie to this
      number:]

      The number she sent was unfamiliar, but Daren could guess who would
      end up receiving it.

      He looked back up to see Cassie stepping out of her panties, her
      crotch now hidden by the giant loose sleep shirt. She grabbed her
      phone from the dresser and flopped down on the bed, her curvy body
      pressing up in fascinating ways against the material of the thin
      pajama shirt. "I thiiink I am starting to feel it," she said with a
      giggle as she lounged back against the pillows on her bed. Her
      shirt had ridden up around her hips, almost exposing her pussy. A
      curious hand dipped down below the hem of the shirt. "Have you
      decided what we are going to talk about, Renee?"

      "Oooh, I have a good idea Kissy..." cooed Renee from the other end
      of the phone. Daren heard a soft click and looked down with
      disbelief as his chastity cage became unlocked.

      [Send her the dick pic. Time to have some fun, puppy] Devl Siley
      face.

      "... I think we should talk about your Daddy!"

      ...

      Cassie was starting to have a warm, pleasant tingle fill her whole
      body. Renee hadn't been lying. She was definitely getting turned
      on.

      "Mmmm," moaned Cassie softly, experimentally feeling between her
      legs. Daddy... Cassie knew that she had been feeling conflicted
      about the odd sexual tension between her and her Dad, but suddenly
      all of her concerns and guilt about that seemed... less important.
      It was like the volume on her negative emotions had been turned way
      down, leaving only the curiosity and lust that she felt towards her
      Daddy.

      'Yeah," she said softly with a slighly loopy smile. "Let's talk
      about that Renee."

      Her phone buzzed. Probably Renee, she thought through the fuzzy
      pink haze that was beginning to fill her brain. But wait. Her
      eyebrows crinkled. She was already on the phone with Renee. Cassie
      scooped up her phone and checked the new text message from an
      unknown number.

      She gasped.

      "What? What happened?" came Renee's voice over the phone. But it
      seemed far away. Someone had sent Cassie a picture of a fat, hard
      cock.

      Cassie knew what she would normally do: squeal and toss her phone
      away and insist to herself that the image had grossed her out. But
      the herbs coursing through her system had stripped away all of the
      feelings and behaviors Cassie did just because society told her to.
      Cassie looked closer.

      Her eyes dilated and her pulse quickened as she carefully absorbed
      every inch of the image. A swollen Hairy cock, shot from below so
      that it loomed up above the camera, looking powerful and huge.
      Cassie had begun to think that she was simply gay, based on the way
      that girls had been turning her on. But this cock awakened
      something in her. Her fingers began moving between her legs as her
      eyes stayed glued to the image.

      "Earth to Kissy!" called Renee. What happened girl? You still
      alive?"

      "Someone... someone sent me a picture," said Cassie with a dreamy
      smile on her face, eyes hungrily darting all over the image as her
      fingers began to make wet noises between her legs. Cassie took a
      second to forward the obscene image to Renee, who sucked in a
      shocked breath before giggling.

      "Wow, Kissy, I didn't know you were so popular!" laughed
      Renee.

      "I knoooow," said Kissy, plunging her fingers deeply as she held
      the glowing phone close to her face, "Oh my God, Renee, do you see
      how big and hard it is? I wonder who sent it. Who is thinking about
      me like this?"

      "There's only one person it can be, riiiight?" said Renee. "Who's
      been giving you the eye lately? Who left you a surprise in your
      panty drawer? Who has your phone number? I think Daddy wanted you
      to see his cock, Kissy."

      The idea sent a hot flood of adrenaline through Cassie's veins, she
      clamped her thighs tight around her probing hand and let out a low
      moan. It was so fucking hot. Her own father was attracted to her.
      Turning her on by sending her these flagrantly sexual come-ons. But
      why didn't he just make his move? Why was he being so cowardly? She
      was right here, naked and wet, and he was just down the hall. She
      had been on her knees in front of him the other day for God's sake.
      She couldn't send a stronger hint than that!

      Cassie was dimly aware that she wouldn't normally let herself think
      such dirty thoughts. Normally she stopped herself, filtering out
      all of these filthy thoughts about her own Daddy. But somehow
      nothing seemed out of bounds right this second. The pleasant warmth
      in her head and body from Renee's pill made it feel just fine to
      speculate about how her Daddy's cock would feel in her hands... in
      her mouth... in her...

      "Just imagine it," purred Renee her voice sounding from the phone
      above Cassie's face as she lay back in her bed, hand still working
      between her legs, "Your Daddy stealing your cute panties. Thinking
      of you as he fills them with his thick cum."

      Cassie could imagine it, saw in her mind's eye as Daren stroked the
      big cock in this photo, gripping the thin, soft cloth of her
      underwear tight to his spurting cock as he thought of her body.
      God, Renee was right, this masturbation session really did feel ten
      times better.

      "Imagine him taking a picture of his big manly dick. Getting the
      lighting just right so that his daughter could get a really good
      look, then sending it to you, trying to put you under his
      spell..."

      Cassie grunted, her breath growing heavier as she worked her hand
      furiously on her clit. Her Daddy, getting hard just thinking about
      her, taking a picture to show her how he really felt. Normally the
      idea would be so wrong that she would shy away, but right now she
      felt the raw erotic thrill of it pulsing through her.

      "And what if he is just preparing you, Kissy? What if he is just
      trying to get you hornier and hornier? So that you'll be too horny
      to resist when he makes his move?"

      "I... I want it!" Cassie gasped, her hips writhing and swirling
      against her fingers as Renee's sweet voice flooded her ears and the
      glowing image of the cock hovered inches above her eager eyes.
      Suddenly she felt burning hot. The big t shirt felt rough and
      unbearable on her skin. Not wasting any time, Cassie grabbed the
      shirt and lifted it over her head, freeing herself.

      Now totally naked, she lay back on her bed and got back to
      work.

      ...

      Daren's eyes drank in the sight, his mouth dry, his pulse
      racing.

      Cassie lounged on her bed, now utterly naked. Her face was locked
      in an expression of dreamy arousal, eyes wide and staring at the
      picture of Charlie's cock on her phone. Her lips were parted with a
      slight smile quirking up the corners of her mouth. Her thick creamy
      thighs here were spread wide to give her better access to her tight
      pink pussy, and her cute little toes wiggled and flexed on her
      raised feet in her intense pleasure.

      Now that she had removed her shirt, Cassie's incredible tits were
      out in plain sight. They wobbled slightly on her chest, hard
      bubblegum nipples making little circles as Cassie rocked and swayed
      with the movements of her hand.

      Daren's hand moved in rhythm with his daughter's, the plastic cock
      cage long since discarded on the closet floor. He had tried his
      best to be strong, but once the two girls had started discussing
      how horny Cassie was for him, he couldn't help himself.

      Daren had no idea his daughter was already such a slut. He had
      known that corrupting her was Renee's eventual goal, but it looked
      like she didn't have much further to fall. God, look at her there,
      getting herself off to the idea of fucking him.

      Daren's phone buzzed.

      [Are you getting all the pics u need Daddy?] Renee had texted
      him.

      Shit. That was right. That's why he was hiding in the closet to
      begin with, not to jerk off.

      "What if your Daddy came into your room right now?" asked Renee
      from Cassie's phone, "And saw you fingerfucking yourself like a
      little slut to a picture of his hard cock? Would that make you
      happy, Kissy?"

      Daren tried to hold his camera up to the crack between the twin
      closet doors, but all that he got was a blurry mess of an image. It
      wouldn't work.

      "Yessss," moaned Cassie, soft lips pulling up into a dopey smile,
      "I want him to see me. See all of me."

      Daren reached up a shaky hand, still sticky with precum, to the
      closet door. There was only one way he would be able to get the
      photos he needed.

      "And what would happen next Kissy?" asked Renee in a smoky voice,
      its heat barely diminished by the tinny speaker. "What would you
      want your Daddy to do with you then?"

      Daren cracked open the closet door, letting a thin sliver of light
      fall on his sweating face, his stiff cock, and his raised
      phone.

      "I would let him k-kiss me..." moaned Cassie, her fingers making
      sticky, sloppy noises between her legs.

      Daren took a picture. You could see everything. Cassie's big round
      tits, crushed together slightly by the position of her arms, tipped
      with rock hard pink nipples. Her wide curvy hips, her juicy thighs
      spread wide to show her flushed pussy, currently being attacked by
      her fingers. The very definition of a horny teen slut.

      Charlie would love it. Daren was sure that he would be especially
      excited to learn that the image on the phone Cassie was drooling
      over was the picture of his cock. Daren of course, didn't want to
      let his bully know that, but wasn't sure if he could hold the
      information back if Charlie questioned him sharply.

      "Just a kiss, babe? Let's be real. That's not all that you want, is
      it?" giggled Renee.

      Daren's hand found its way back to his cock. He knew it was wrong
      but he couldn't stop. His hand once again unconciously matched the
      frantic rhythm of his daughter's fingers as his other hand snapped
      picture after picture. he was just feet away, totally exposed.
      Cassie could literally look just past her phone and see her father
      on the other side of her room, jerking off in her closet. Although
      the thought made Daren's knees weak with adrenaline, he was
      completely safe: Cassie was completely absorbed with the cock on
      her screen.

      "Mmmmm, no I want more, Renee," moaned Cassie rapturously, writhing
      her wide hips up into her hand with sinuous motions. "I want
      everything!"

      Cassie was reaching orgasm along with her daddy in her unknowing
      mutual masturbation session. Daren had all the photos he needed. He
      pressed the button to record a video as his hand slid frantically
      up and down his cock. His phone buzzed as a text from Renee
      overlaid his screen.

      [This is your big chance, you naughty Daddy. If you went out there
      right now, she wouldn't say no.]

      "Don't play coy you little slut!" said Renee over the phone. "If
      your Daddy was there right now, what would you tell him? Say
      it!"

      Daren's breaths were hard and shaky, his knees trembling. Renee's
      implication roared in his mind... should he walk out of the closet
      right now? Could he live with himself if he did?

      "Fuck me, Daddy!" whined Cassie, shutting her thighs tight around
      her hand as her orgasm took her. "I... I want your big cock inside
      me!"

      The decision was taken out of Daren's hands. His daughter's words
      sent him over the edge, grunting and straining as he splattered a
      small load of cum onto her bedroom carpet.

      Cassie collapsed back onto her bed with a satisfied sigh, and Daren
      quickly raised a hand to shut the closet door again before he was
      caught.

      "Well that sounded like a lot of fun, Kissy, said Renee's amused
      voice over the speakerphone. "But I'm guessing you had better get
      cleaned up after that."

      Cassie nodded, her eyes dozy with the herbs pumping through her
      system. "Mmmm, yeah. A hot shower sounds soooooo good right now."
      She got out of her bed with slow floaty movements and grabbed a
      towel, leaving the bedroom, still totally naked.

      What was in that pill she took? Thought Daren with concern. Even if
      he hadn't been hidden in the closet, he still might have seen
      Cassie naked tonight if she now felt comfortable wandering the
      house without clothes.

      "Kissy? You there girl?" came Renee's voice from the phone on the
      bed. Renee paused. "Well, puppy, I know you're probably basking in
      your own post-orgasmic bliss, but now is the time to escape." Then
      she hung up.

      Daren shook himself, scooped up his discarded chastity device, and
      hurriedly left his daughter's bedroom, dreading and anticipating
      what else the night could have in store.

      ...

      Gina listened, exhausted by the ordeal so far, ready for Victor to
      lay out his judgment of her.

      "You're a naturally deeply submissive person."

      Gina stiffened, ready to fight, but Victor soothingly ran a hand up
      and down her hip. "No, no, pet. I'm not trying to insult you. It's
      a natural thing, like being left-handed, or blonde. It's not a
      personal failing."

      Gina relaxed marginally, soothed more by his tone than by his words
      themselves. It would probably be better to just let him spout his
      bullshit.

      "But the issue is, that you had this event in high school. You took
      the wrong lesson from it. It kept you from developing into a
      healthy, submissive woman. Imagine a tree that is damaged when it
      is young. It might end up growing in a strange way to compensate
      for its injury."

      Gina shook her head incredulously. "I wasn't damaged in high
      school. I won."

      Victor shook his head as well. "You say that, but look at the
      facts. You got tricked into agreeing to a bet that the other side
      had no intention of honoring in the first place. It was a trap, set
      by a girl much smarter than you, and you walked right into it. But
      you would have done it, wouldn't you? The lengths you were willing
      to go to win tell the whole story. If you had lost the bet, you
      would have gotten on your knees and sucked off the whole basketball
      team."

      Gina didn't answer, but her silence spoke for her.

      "You claim you won, but who really won in this situation? Charlie.
      He fucked his bullying victim's girlfriend and knocked her up. Not
      only that, he made poor little Darren raise the baby."

      "Cassie is Darren's," said Gina stubbornly.

      "Denial." Said Victor flatly. "A fantasy to allow yourself to
      interpret events as a victory."

      Gina shrugged, feeling her internal defenses crumbling

      "Then, after the humiliation that you told yourself was a victory,
      you went to college. And you tried to take your newfound confidence
      for a spin. And you failed miserably. You ditched Darren, a boy
      that you correctly identified as beneath you, and tried to find a
      real man. But all the real men sniffed you out immediately: a horny
      submissive slut that had already been used and thrown away by one
      of their kind. They wanted nothing to do with you. But by that
      point, you were already deep in protective self-denial, so you made
      the only choice you could to maintain your delusion. You went back
      to the only man who would have you and told yourself it was your
      choice."

      Gina felt small and drained.

      "Well, is there anything that I got wrong?" Demanded Victor in a
      serious voice. Laying there in that moment, Gina couldn't think of
      anything to say to deny him.

      She felt the sobs heave up from deep within her core, and her eyes
      overflowed with tears. Before she knew it, she was crying deeply,
      like she hadn't since she was a little girl. Victor turned her
      around and held her close, and she buried herself in his strong
      arms, despite the fact that he had caused her emotional turmoil in
      the first place.
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      She was lost in a sea of shame and self-pity, and Victor was her
      only rock. His warm body and tight grip made her feel safe as she
      processed the emotions roaring through her. She felt vulnerable and
      open in a way that she had never achieved with Darren. Even though
      her husband was a sweet and loving man, she just couldn't trust
      someone as weak as him enough to be fully vulnerable.

      After what felt like forever, she was quiet. Victor held her in
      silence, and the two lovers existed quietly together. The
      experience was profound. Gina wouldn't realize until later that in
      that moment she had not just cheated on Darren physically, but
      emotionally as well.

      Finally, Victor broke the silence, "Pet, listen to me." He bowed
      his head until they were forehead to forehead, staring intensely
      into each other's eyes, "My intention today wasn't to hurt you.
      Clearly you're in pain, but sometimes, pain is necessary in order
      to heal." Victor's arms on the small of Gina's back pulled her in,
      firmly pressing her warm soft body into his muscled torso.

      "Gina, you have been told your whole life that the only sort of
      relationship that is healthy is one based on equality and mutual
      respect. But for a submissive like yourself, that sort of
      relationship is always going to feel hollow. A dominant man will
      instinctively know you for what you are, and refuse to have an
      equal relationship, and a submissive man like your husband will
      never satisfy your innate desire to be owned." The words he said
      were obviously poisonous lies, but Gina found herself entranced by
      his intense stare and hypnotic voice.

      "You've made many mistakes in life, and you have gone a long time
      refusing your natural role. But I want you to know, those other men
      you dated in college, they were fools. They didn't see the
      potential in you. I do. You have the potential to be a first-class
      submissive woman, and I intend to make you reach that potential."
      His words should have been offensive, but his tone was tender, and
      this physical closeness and emotional softness was what Gina craved
      right now.

      "I know who you are Gina, including the horrible things you've
      locked away in your mind for so long. And I accept you for
      everything you are, in a way that your boring husband will never be
      able to." He gently lifted Gina's chin into a soft, deep
      kiss.

      This time, as Victor moved his body to position his cock at the
      entrance of her pussy, there was no hesitance, or teasing, or
      orders. His cock simply slid into her warm, wet pussy with silky
      smoothness. It felt right: although it had been a tight fit last
      night, her body had already begun adapting to accept the penis of
      who it considered its rightful owner. Although Victor used the same
      dominating sexual positions of the night before, today he was sweet
      and sensual, taking his time with deep, slow strokes which slowly
      built her climax minute by minute. He took his time as well on her
      aching breasts, tenderly and attentively caressing and massaging
      every inch with his powerful, but gentle fingers. When Gina began
      moaning Victor's name, she no longer felt it was a betrayal. Their
      lovemaking felt too right, too cathartic after their emotional
      conversation. Victor insisted once again that she say "I love you",
      and this time, as Victor's hot semen erupted deep inside her, the
      phrase "I love you Victor", although still a lie, felt just a shade
      closer to the truth.

      ...

      Daren paced his kitchen, mind racing, and dick once again throbbing
      as he considered what he had just witnessed in Cassie's room.

      Obviously, Renee had engineered the situation as a crude
      invitation. Renee had manipulated Cassie into taking some sort of
      aphrodisiac, and let him know in no uncertain terms that sex was
      absolutely on the table. But it was wrong. Wasn't it? Daren's hands
      were white-knuckled as he gripped his arms. Cassie clearly wanted
      him. And Gina was off having her own obscene fantasy with his boss.
      Would it really be the end of the world to give Cassie what she
      wanted so desperately?

      Darren was totally humiliated over the fact that his own daughter
      was starting to turn him on this much. He wasn't stupid. He knew
      that Renee had manipulated him into feeling this way. Even so, the
      connection had been made in his brain, and he would never be able
      to stop seeing his daughter as a sexual object again.

      Renee had just texted him to tell him that he would have to keep a
      close eye on Cassie tonight, make sure she ate and drank enough and
      didn't leave the house.

      Unbidden, his mind drifted back to the erotic scene in the bedroom
      minutes ago, sending another pulse of hot lust through his groin.
      He had no idea how dirty of a girl Cassie had become. He wasn't
      made of stone... a beautiful young woman masturbating over the
      thought of fucking him... the thought was intoxicating, especially
      for a man who hadn't had sex in over a month.

      Daren was now making dinner, just as Renee had ordered. Chicken
      tikka, Cassie's favorite. He dreaded and anticipated their dinner
      more and more as the minutes flew by, He could hear the faint hiss
      of Cassie's long shower still going as he got out a saucepan and
      began making some chai. It was another favorite of Cassie's.

      As the fragrant drink began steaming in the pot, Darren's mind
      started drifting. He recalled what else happened the other night.
      The sticky, gooey, cum laced dinner Cassie and Gina (and he) had
      eaten. Maybe he could stage a little repeat performance... If he
      could do it for Victor, why not do it for himself as well. Almost
      in a trance, Daren removed the saucepan from the stove and held it
      in front of him, feeling it's warm, fragrant steam. He fished his
      cock from his pants and began stroking it above the creamy drink,
      imagining Cassie slurping it up, licking her lips... Despite having
      cum only minutes before, Daren was instantly right on the edge of
      orgasm again. He wasn't sure why he had started cumming so quickly
      lately, he had never been this much of a quick shot before.

      "Woooow, daddy, it smells great!" Daren hadn't noticed that the
      shower had turned off. Darren had only seconds to slam the pot back
      on the stove and rapidly pull up his pants before Cassie turned the
      corner into the kitchen. Luckily, his dick was tucked into his
      waistband, so Cassie couldn't see how hard he had been as she
      walked up to him, smiling a wide, dreamy smile.

      His daughter was wearing just a towel, loosely wrapped around her
      curvy, still--wet body. His dozey-eyed daughter moved towards him
      with a hungry light in her eyes and gave him a big, tight hug
      despite her barely clothed state, squishing her large chest against
      his, covered only by a thin towel. Daren could feel her stiff
      nipples even through the rough fabric, could tell by the wicked
      glint in his daughter's eyes that she wanted him to feel. Daren
      felt a flare of powerful lust in his belly. He slid his arms around
      Cassie's waist and pulled her even closer into the hug. Daren had
      been pushed around by Gina, Victor, and Renee. He realized how much
      he relished a woman being turned by the thought of him, even if it
      was his daughter. Cassie was clearly casting aside her reservations
      tonight. Maybe, even without drugs, he could do the same
      thing.

      Cassie looked up into his eyes and said "I'm so glad it's just the
      two of us tonight, Daddy!" with a wicked smile before wiggling out
      of his possessive grasp and walking slowly to her bedroom to
      change. Daren's eyes followed the sway of her hips as she went
      despite himself.

      Dinner was normal to begin with, and Cassie let her Chai cool for a
      little while eating. Daren steered the conversation towards normal
      topics and jokes, and for a while, things seemed to have cooled
      down between father and daughter.

      "Well, I'm glad we were able to eat some dinner just the two of us,
      Cass," said Daren, willing to accept it if the moment had passed.
      "I'm sure you have better things to do than hang out with me..." He
      let the sentence trail off, his eyes curious, fishing for a
      response.

      "Awwwww, no Daddy!" whined Cassie, pouting with her lower lip stuck
      out. "I'm having so much fun hanging out with just you and me.
      Let's just relax a talk a little!" She grabbed his hand and led him
      to the living room, her eyes sparkling with excitement. Daren
      grinned as he followed. It looked like the night wasn't quite over
      yet. Soon they were seated on the couch, continuing their
      conversation from dinner.

      Slowly, things began to heat up. Cassie was clearly still deep in
      the grip of whatever aphrodesiac she had taken. Her eyes looked
      shinier. Almost glossy. Her cheeks seemed to have a permanent
      blush. She laughed harder than usual at his jokes, reaching out to
      trail her fingers on his arm with a feather touch. He noticed her
      gently biting her lip as he spoke. Daren responded eagerly to her
      flirty energy, scooting closer inch by inch during their
      conversation, and now they were close enough to touch.

      "So," Daren said with a smile, his thoughts flashing to what Renee
      had said about exploring Cassie's sexuality, "How have things been
      going at school, sweetie?"

      "Ohhh Daddy..." Cassie said mournfully, sticking out her bottom lip
      for added effect, "It's been a little rough." She leaned forward,
      putting a hand on his arm, giving him an excellent view down the
      cleavage of the skimpy tanktop she had started wearing around the
      house.

      "Oh no! What's been happening, baby?" Said Darren, his eyes
      lingering where Cassie wanted him to look, much to her pleasure.
      "You know you can tell me anything."

      "Nooo daddy," Squealed Cassie, wrapping her arms around him and
      snuggling her soft curves into him, "I can't. I've been a little
      naughty, and you'll be mad if I tell you."

      It wasn't his imagination. Darren felt Cassie's nipples rubbing
      into his arm again as she squirmed. The were hard as pebbles. He
      knew where she wanted this to go. He no longer wanted to resist.
      How exactly had his daughter been naughty? Curiosity and lust
      burned bright inside Daren.

      He used his best stern daddy voice. "You know what I've always told
      you, honey." She looked up at him, shyly biting her lower lip.
      "It's better to be honest and face your punishment. You'll feel
      better."

      "I think maybe you're right Daddy," said Cassie with an
      uncharacteristic giggle, looking a little loopy, "But how do you
      plan to punish me?" She added in a throaty whisper. Daren's mouth
      was dry. His eyes couldn't stay away from Cassie's soft curves. She
      was begging for him to take the next step. She wanted it so
      bad.

      "What punishment do I save for when you've been a really bad girl,
      Cassie?" Asked Darren, relishing the stern, powerful Daddy role
      that Cassie wanted.

      Cassie failed to conceal a grin of anticipation as she slowly
      crawled over her daddy's lap settling her wide hips squarely above
      his crotch, and pushing her plump ass up to present it for
      punishment.

      "Tell me what you did, Cassie."

      "Well, Daddy, the other week, some bullies took all my clothes and
      left me with a suuuper tiny, slutty outfit. I could have waited,
      but I was so stupid I put on the clothes and walked around the
      school. All the boys saw almost all the stuff you told me to keep
      covered."

      *Smack* Darren's hand came down on the surface of the tiny pajama
      shorts Cassie now wore. Cassie yelped. "I've told you a million
      times, honey, you need to keep your bathing suit area
      covered."

      "I'm so sorry daddy. But..." She turned her head to look him in the
      eye, arousal and fear mixing in her expression, "...That's not all.
      The next thing is worse. Maybe you had better, you know, take off
      my shorts so that I can feel it more."

      Daren didn't hesitate. "If you think it's that naughty,
      sweetheart." Said Darren, maintaining his stern daddy act. He
      hooked his thumbs into Cassie's soft shorts and pulled them down
      her thighs, exposing panties that Darren would never forget. They
      were the pink panties that Renee had forced him to cum inside, that
      night she had come over. The panties that he had left for his
      daughter to discover in her drawer. It made Daren feel dizzy with
      lust. The little smirk on Cassie's face told him that she had
      chosen this pair on purpose to send a message of her own. Darren's
      cock was throbbing now. Where she was lying, there was no way that
      Cassie couldn't feel it.

      "I have been using random video chats on the internet to
      masturbate, Daddy. I get into video calls with random older men and
      let them see me get myself off while totally naked. I know it is a
      slutty thing to do, but it just turns me on so much for strange men
      to see me naked."

      *SLAP* Darren's hand came down on Cassie's panty-clad ass, making
      her jump and let out a little scream. "What have I told you about
      stranger danger, Cassie?" Said Darren forcefully, "What if one of
      those men found out where you were?"

      "You're right, daddy! I'm sorry!" Said Cassie, pressing herself
      into his lap, maximizing contact with his crotch, wiggling and
      shifting to rub against his hard cock.

      "There's more Daddy. And it is worse. Maybe you should spank me on
      my bare skin. You don't need to take off the panties, you can
      just..." Daren yanked the panties up, wedging them into her crack
      and leaving her cheeks exposed. "MMMM, yeah, like that daddy," she
      moaned softly.

      "Yesterday, my cheerleading friends forced me to dance naked for
      them. It made me really horny daddy. After that, my bitchy friend
      made me eat her pussy, even though I didn't want to. The whole
      thing was so hot, I masturbated in front of all my friends until I
      came."

      *CRACK* Daren's hand came down hard on Cassie's pale ass, causing
      her to cry out and reflexively rub her ass with her hand. "If I
      have told you once, I've told you a hundred times, sweetie." Said
      Darren, shaking his head, "You need to stand up to peer pressure!
      If your cheerleading friends jumped off a bridge, would you?"

      "I'm soooo, sooooo sorry Daddy," said Cassie in a voice between a
      sob and a moan. She continued to subtly grind her hips downward
      into his cock, causing delicious friction. "There is one more thing
      Daddy," She squeaked, "But I am scared to tell you. It's reeeally
      naughty."

      "Tell me, honey." Said Darren commandingly.

      "Ok Daddy, but I really need to be punished for this. Don't hold
      back. Show me how naughty I am with your big strong Daddy hand,
      ok?"

      Darren, lost in the moment, caressed his daughter's thick ass,
      indulging in a squeeze. He was rewarded with a purr from his little
      girl, still grinding her hips downward on his crotch.

      "I've been masturbating a lot, Daddy. Every chance I get. But the
      worst part is, there was this photo going around school of a hot
      blonde about to suck a big black dick." Darren continued to caress
      the alluring ass in front of him as he listened to his daughter's
      tear-choked voice. "This lady, she looked just like Gina. She was
      so hot I just couldn't help myself. I imagined her kissing me,
      playing with my tits, making me eat her out. Sharing that cock with
      her. I knew it was really her, but the picture made me so fucking
      horny I kept having nasty, dirty fantasies about having sex with
      her. I'm so sorry Daddy. I'm such a slut that I can't stop
      masturbating over how much I want to fuck my mommy."

      *CRACK* *CRACK *CRACK* Darren's hand rose and fell as pornographic
      images zipped through Darren's brain, mesmerizing him. Cassie
      squirmed and twisted on his lap, sobbing "I'm sorry daddy! I'm
      soooooorryyyy!"

      When Daren finally stopped, breathing heavily, Cassie slipped down
      off his lap, her plump cheeks flaming red from his forceful
      spanks.

      The drugs made her movements as loose and graceful as a cat's. She
      turned and surprised Daren by sitting in his lap, thick, creamy
      white thighs spread to straddle his waist.

      Her face was wet and red from crying, and her lower lip still
      trembled a little involuntarily from the physical and emotional
      ordeal, but her eyes were warm and playful, dozy with the drugs in
      her system.

      "Thanks, D-daddy." She said in a trembling whisper, "You really put
      me in my place with your big strong hand. I've been a bad girl,
      Daddy, and I deserved it."

      Cassie twined her arms loosely around his neck, and scooted a
      little closer to Daren on his lap, her soft, lucsious thighs spread
      a little wider, her crotch, covered only but the thin cloth of her
      panties, stopped less than an inch from touching the bulge tenting
      the front of his pants. "But it's sooo hard to be a good girl,
      Daddy." She whined in a sweet little voice, "All those bad bad boys
      at school keep watching me with their eyes. They imagine naughty
      things, Daddy. I can tell. They want me to be a bad girl. They want
      me to do all kinds of dirty, nasty things with them."

      She was staring him dead in the eyes, her dilated eyes bold, but
      relaxed. Her nipples poked hard through the thin material of her
      tank top. "And you know what, Daddy? I see that same look in your
      eyes sometimes."

      Her hips slid forward, just a little, and her hot wet crotch
      pressed gently against his cock. Her mouth quirked up in a teasing
      grin. "I think you might be one of the bad, bad boys, Daddy." She
      said with mocking surprise. Then she leaned forward hungrily, and
      her hot, wet little mouth was on his, her crotch mashed with
      growing pressure against his. Her warm, passionate kiss reminded
      him powerfully of Gina when she was younger. Her soft lips gripped
      his, and her tongue teasingly darted into his mouth. He was sharing
      one of the most erotic kisses of his life with his daughter.
      Alarmingly, the taboo filthiness of the situation and the hot
      grinding pressure on his cock set him off for the second time that
      night: a humiliatingly quick shot. He groaned and strained, his
      cock twitching wildly in his jeans, filling his pants with shameful
      stickiness as his daughter's wicked little tongue tangled with
      his.

      Cassie pulled away, her mouth wet from the kiss. "So, you bad
      boy...what dirty, nasty things did you want to do to me? Maybe I
      can take a break from being a good girl like you and Mommy taught
      me. I can be a bad girl for a night." She giggled, loopy, "You can
      always spank me later to punish me for it." Darren was too
      tongue-tied to speak. His orgasm had evaporated the confidence his
      arousal had given him. He was once again a seething mess of guilt.
      Clearly Cassie didn't quite realize that her father had ejaculated
      prematurely.

      She leaned in close to his ear, and Darren expected more dirty
      talk. Maybe a direct invitation.

      "But not tonight, Daddy." Her voice was fuzzy and slurred, "That
      was our good night kiss, you bad, bad boy. I'm sooo sleepy. Maybe
      we can pick up this conversation the next time Mommy sleeps over
      somewhere." She lifted herself off his lap, almost stumbling for a
      moment. Whatever grace the drugs had given her a minute ago was
      gone, replaced by clumsy sleepiness. She trudged away towards her
      room, mumbling a goodnight and waving vaguely over her
      shoulder.

      ...

      As they lay in the afterglow, Victor sprawled on his back, Gina
      curled up and resting her head on Victor's gently rising and
      falling chest, Gina felt a closeness to him that she had never
      anticipated. She never even considered that this was just another
      step in Victor's game.

      "I want to know about you, Victor." Said Gina suddenly, tilting her
      head up to look him in the eyes, "What made you the way you are
      today?"

      Victor gave her an amused smile. "You still seem to think that this
      is a reciprocal relationship, Kitten. That's not the case. You'll
      share anything I ask of you, but I don't owe you anything back."
      Victor began idly caressing Gina's ass, his rough fingers rubbing
      against her soft skin. "I'll tell you what. You did such a good job
      today I don't mind telling you a little story. That is if you can
      ask me super nicely."

      Gina sighed internally. In some ways, Victor was extremely
      predictable. His price was always further self-humiliation. She
      considered this worth it, he was far ahead of her in understanding
      his enemy, and some more intel would be useful.
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      "Pleeease master," she said, batting her eyelashes and using a
      cutesy voice that would have made her cringe just weeks before,
      "Your little kitty is soooo curious about her master!"

      "Hmmmm." Victor pretended to be thinking hard, his cock had begun
      swelling again. His incredible sexual stamina amazed Gina. "You
      certainly asked nicely, but I can think of a way that you could ask
      even nicer." He nodded his head at his growing cock, and Gina, in
      for a penny, in for a pound, threw aside the sheet and positioned
      herself between his legs.

      "Perfect, Gigi. You keep sucking, I'll keep talking." In response,
      Gina extended her tongue and slowly licked up his shaft, causing
      Victor to become fully erect.

      "Let's see," said Victor musingly as Gina planted soft kisses up
      and down his shaft, listening intently, "Throughout high school, I
      found it easy to have sex with whoever I wanted. I was a sports
      star, you see. There wasn't much challenge in it. Most women want
      to have sex with me, so it didn't take much convincing."

      Victor put his hands behind his head, watching happily as the poor
      little mixed-up married woman popped his swollen cock head into her
      pretty little mouth and swirled her tongue around it
      enthusiastically. She was falling into her old mistake, believing
      she was winning something while losing a much more important game
      at the same time.

      "I didn't find my true talent until I reached college," continued
      Victor, enjoying Gigi's experienced mouth, " You see, I had a
      psychology professor first semester who hated sports players. She
      thought they were big dumb brutes. I was there on a football
      scholarship, and she took an instant dislike to me. Danielle
      Whistler was her name. She was the youngest professor on the
      faculty.

      All the boys had a crush on her. Fiery red hair, milky white skin.
      Cute freckles. More importantly, big fat tits and an juicy ass."
      Gina was focusing on the story, and had begun moving her mouth up
      and down his cock. They would need to work on her deepthroating
      skills.

      "I had always been a good judge of character, as you've seen. I
      could tell just by looking at her that her anger at sports players
      was tied up in good old-fashioned sexual frustration. She was
      dating some nerd in the biology department, but he clearly wasn't
      getting the job done for her. I saw what it would take to influence
      her all too easily. She valued intellect and reason above all else,
      and couldn't reconcile that with her animal lust for men she
      considered beneath her mentally. There was a lot of subconscious
      racism tied up in it too, which is always a useful lever." Gina
      released Victor's cock from her mouth with a gasp for breath, then
      moved down to nuzzle and lick at his balls.

      "With how much of a bitch she was being to me and my teammates, and
      with how easy I could see it would be to take a little revenge, I
      couldn't resist. I begged her to help me with some personal
      tutoring because she was so much smarter than me. Over the course
      of several weeks. I slowly began convincing her that cutting loose
      a little and "turning off her brain" every once in a while would be
      good for her. It took a surprisingly short time to convince her to
      "do something stupid" and have sex with me. After that, it was
      child's play. I encouraged her to fetishize being dumb, first in
      the bedroom, and then slowly throughout her life. She taught us
      about Pavlovian responses, but I don't think she appreciated the
      irony when sexual pleasure made her act stupid even when it was
      ruining her life. Dumdum Dani, was what people began calling her
      behind her back. Me and my teammates had a lot of fun with her that
      year." With a look of disquiet on her face, Gina brought her mouth
      back to Victor's penis. He put a hand gently on the back of her
      head.

      "We made her take an IQ test in April. She had been so proud of her
      128 score before she met me. It had fallen all the way to 80.
      Totally psychosomatic, of course, but if it talks like a bimbo and
      fucks like a bimbo, what's the difference, right? Eventually, word
      of how bad her classes had gotten got back to college
      administration. They came in for a classroom observation, and...
      let's just say it went poorly. Even a humiliating blowjob for the
      dean couldn't save her job at that point."

      "What happened to her?" Asked Gina in a horrified voice. Victor
      smiled and put pressure on her head, forcing his dick back into her
      mouth.

      "Well, in the fall, Renee was born." Said Victor, pushing Gina to
      take more and more of his cock, "I had made Dani use a condom with
      everyone but me, but I still confirmed it with DNA tests. You can't
      be too careful with the number of students she was fucking that
      spring. I had her sign away her parental rights. She couldn't read
      the big words on the forms anymore. I had Renee whisked away to be
      raised in luxury at my family home, and after that... well I guess
      I lost interest." He was moving Gina's head up and down his cock at
      this point, treating her mouth as a masturbation tool, listening
      carefully to her choking sounds to ensure that he wouldn't go too
      far.

      "I mean, Dani was just the first in a long line of interesting
      projects. Once a project is over, it's hard for me to stay
      invested. I think she got a job as a live-in maid for a frat house,
      at least for a while." He pushed his cock deep into Gina's throat,
      grunting as he came once again, depositing his hot sperm directly
      into Gina's stomach. She came up, gasping and teary, a look of fear
      in her eyes for what might be her eventual fate if she couldn't
      somehow best him. Victor welcomed the contest of wills.

      "And now pet, I have some instructions for what you are going to do
      tomorrow. You're going to hate it. And after I tell you all about
      your next mission, we are going to have some fuck sessions right up
      until you leave. I want my smell all over you, and a fresh load
      inside you for your task tomorrow."

      ...

      "Boooooooo!"

      Daren turned, dumbfounded to see Renee emerging from the kitchen,
      phone in hand, recording. She was wearing her slutty leather dom
      outfit and had a look of disappointment on her face.

      "I practically gift-wrapped the little slut for you puppy!" She
      said, shaking her head and putting her phone away, "And somehow you
      spend all your time with foreplay and can't seal the deal."

      "Mistress, you... you were..." Said Daren, his mind still reeling.
      Oh God, his cruel mistress had a video of everything that happened
      in the living room. More than enough to ruin his and Cassie's lives
      forever.

      "Recording? Hell yeah, I was. I told you I had a fun night planned
      for you. I just didn't tell you how fun."

      "But how did you get in?" Asked Daren, dumbfounded.

      "Don't ask stupid questions, Puppy," said an exasperated Renee. "I
      have a key to your house now obviously. Don't you have more
      important things to worry about right now?"

      Daren put his head in his hands. Now that the shock of seeing Renee
      had jolted him out of his horniness, the enormity of what he had
      almost done weighed on him. "Oh Jesus, I almost..."

      Renee flopped down on the couch next to him. "And yet you didn't
      puppy. You can thank your pathetic preemie virgin cock for that, I
      guess, rather than any real willpower. But don't feel so hard on
      yourself. She wanted it."

      "Yeah," said Daren miserably, "because she was drugged."

      Renee laughed. "I don't know what sort of magic mind control
      bullshit you think was in that pill puppy, but I promise you it's
      not as bad as you think. The only thing that this particular drug
      does is lower inhibitions and relax you. It doesn't put anything in
      anybody's head that they don't want to do."

      Daren simply sat in mopey silence, and Renee sighed. "I actually
      predicted that nothing would happen. Drowsiness is a side effect of
      the pill I gave her. I have a whole other plan lined up to take
      Kissy's virginity anyway. It's just that a sweaty, 2-minute session
      with her quickshot loser Daddy would have been a suitably
      humiliating alternative. That's why I brought this." She raised a
      flash drive to his eye level and waved it. "You got some nice shots
      in Cassie's room I'm sure, but I've decided to be merciful and
      share some of the wealth so to speak. Not my whole stash, of
      course, no need to be greedy. Just a couple to make your bully
      extra happy. I'll tell you what..." She scooted closer to Daren on
      the couch and snuggled up to him companionably, "Why don't we
      browse through the catalog together? Just me and you, and your
      little cock and my little hand. You can pick out a few favorites.
      We'll see if we can't bury some of that guilt back under a mountain
      of horniness."

      The young woman, quickly set up Daren's laptop to connect with the
      TV, as she had done in the past. Then she pushed Daren back and
      unzipped his pants, pulling his re-inflating cock out. He failed to
      raise any objections. He had long since learned that going along
      with Renee's plans had more satisfying results than resisting
      her.

      Renee began scrolling through photos. "You've seen the best of
      these first two already, puppy." She said nonchalantly, her hand
      moving with teasing slowness up and down Daren's cock. Images of
      Cassie filled the screen as Renne clicked through them. "Pictures
      of the little bimbo being tricked into showing the school her
      body... Pictures of me tricking Kissy into posing naked to send to
      her ex..." Renee glanced over to Daren, who was watching avidly.
      "All good stuff. Alllllmost tasteful, but definitely enough to
      drive Charlie wild." Her hand's grip tightened. She leaned in to
      Daren's ear. "But there is harder stuff. And you know what daddy?
      There's no need for me to send any of these to Charlie directly. I
      can just leave them in your safe hands. And if they end up in a
      secret folder on daddy's computer, who would know? Of course, I'm
      going to have to insist that you send everything I give you to your
      bully, so if you pick hotter pictures just to get access to them,
      that means you'll be giving them to Charlie as well... and who
      knows what he might do if her gets too horned up. So what about it
      daddy? Do you want to see what else I have? Even if it means
      exposing your poor vulnerable daughter to big bad Charlie even
      more?"

      Daren nodded stupidly. He had decided to let his morals take a
      vacation for the night and let Renee make him feel good.

      Renee grinned and moved on. Renee showed picture of Cassie
      handcuffed naked to a bed, wearing a familiar lamb mask. Pictures
      of Cassie masturbating with the mask, but without the handcuffs in
      her room. "These photos are good, don't get me wrong, puppy." Said
      Rene, slightly increasing her hand's pace, "But the videos are the
      really great part for these two occasions. You should hear the
      scripts we got Kissy to read. Fucking hilarious. Of course, Charlie
      didn't ask for dirty videos. You could always go above and beyond
      though."

      She clicked through to an image of Cassie looking ashamed, dropping
      a flimsy cheerleader top to the gym floor and covering her nipples.
      "I like this set the best, puppy." whispered Renee hoarsely. "They
      really show off my work. Even a few short months ago, Kissy would
      have been way to smart to do something like this." The pictures
      clicked forward, showing Cassie stripping off the rest of her
      uniform, then showed her moving in some sort of slutty dance.
      Finally, a photo showed numerous girls in cheerleader outfits
      surrounding Cassie, hungrily touching and kissing her all over her
      naked body. "But once again, the video is even better. But, I have
      to admit, this photo is a favorite of mine..." She clicked to the
      last photo, which showed a tall, lusciously beautiful blonde
      cheerleader squatting on Cassie's face. The cheerleader's skirt hid
      her pussy and Cassie's face, but it was clear what was going on.
      Cassie herself, however, was naked, her hand busily engaged between
      her thighs. It was exactly the incident Cassie had described to
      him. Daren had half-beleived that Cassie had made it up to turn him
      on.

      "Ding ding ding!" said Renee gleefully, feeling his cock's twitch
      upon seeing the photo, "We have a winner!"

      "Why don't I just grab this one..." she selected the obscene photo
      of Cassie having her face ridden by her teammate, "and, to be fair,
      it would be nice to have one with her face in it..." She selected a
      photo from when Cassie was surrounded by cheerleaders. Cassie was
      throwing her head back, moaning as two cheer leaders sucked at her
      breasts, one on each nipple.

      "Aaaand, I'm feeling generous, puppy, so I will make you a deal.
      Let's play a little game. I'll start the video of your daughter
      doing her naked cheer routine. If you can spurt within 20 seconds
      of the video starting, I'll give you the video, under the condition
      that you promise to send it to Charlie with the others." Her hand
      hovered over the play button. "Deal, Puppy?" Daren was too far gone
      to resist tonight. He nodded.

      Renee increased the pace of her hand as Cassie began her routine in
      the video.

      Finally, one of the Harlowes won a game.
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      Cross Contamination Part 11: Trouble in Paradise

      Renee Cross poked her head into her father's bedroom cautiously.
      The moaning and rhythmic noises of the bed had stopped over an hour
      ago, so she was reasonably sure that her father was finished with
      Gina for now, but the walls were thick, and she couldn't be
      absolutely certain that Victor wasn't playing some quieter game
      with his new favorite toy.

      Renee breathed a sigh of relief when she saw her father alone on
      his bed, frowning down at his phone. He was still naked, his skin
      glistening with the sweat of his night-long exertion, covered below
      the waist by his soiled bed sheets.

      The room was rank with the scent of Gina and Victor's filthy
      adulterous coitus. Renee wrinkled her nose in disgust. She would
      have preferred to meet somewhere less filthy, but if she wanted to
      debrief with her father and partner in crime, now was the time. It
      wouldn't do to be late to school today.

      Victor looked up as he saw his daughter approach, a weary smile
      crossing his rugged face. "Good Morning, dearest," he said warmly.
      "I hope we didn't keep you up last night. It's a crucial time for
      me and Gina. It was important that I make a lasting
      impression."

      Renee shrugged nonchalantly. She considered sitting on the edge
      of the bed, then decided against it as she looked more closely.
      "Your nocturnal activities don't interest me in the slightest
      except for their influence on the project, Father. You know that."
      Renee had to draw firm lines with Victor. She didn't suspect that
      he had any particular attraction towards her, but Victor Cross was
      an amoral sexual omnivore, and she couldn't be too careful.
      "Speaking of which, you finally let your new pet go back to her
      Cuck I see. Are you sure she's ready for the next step?"

      Victor chuckled. "I've been playing this game longer than you've
      been alive, Renee," his eyes were warm, but there was a hint of
      warning in them. "Well, I suppose just barely longer than you've
      been alive, but still. I don't make mistakes. Gina is ready."

      Renee gave her father a sidelong glance. It was unusual for her
      father to call his conquests by name, at least in private. What
      made this new slut special?

      "I'm more concerned about the other end of the equation," said
      Victor, raising an eyebrow. "Have you properly prepared the cuck?
      Today will put a lot of pressure on that pathetic loser. Will he
      bend the way we want? Or will he snap?"

      "I'll answer the way you did, Father," said Renee with an
      answering flash of iron in her gaze. "I don't make mistakes."

      "I'm proud to hear it," said Victor, so innocently that Renee
      read his mockery easily. "How are things going with the
      daughter?"

      Renee couldn't keep a smug look off of her face. "As smooth as
      can be. It's almost getting boring how easily she submits. I need
      to get to school in fact. I'm about to inform my good friend Kissy
      about how she will be losing her V-card."

      "Have fun," said Victor, making a dismissive gesture with his
      hand as his eyes returned to his phone.

      As Renee turned to leave, Victor called out, eyes still focused
      on his device: "Be careful with that one. She's like her mother in
      many ways. Gina was a soft pliable girl in high school as well,
      right up until she snapped and overthrew the queen bee."

      Renee rolled her eyes. Her Father only knew about Kissy from
      what Renee had told him. He had been almost entirely focused on the
      Mommy end of this project so far. Renee was the expert on Kissy,
      and she was confident that the little slut would accept Renee's
      cherry-popping plan with meek, blushing agreement.

      There was no way that Kissy could say no to her at this
      point.

      ...

      Daren took a nervous sip of coffee.

      A full pancake breakfast stood spread out on the kitchen table
      in front of him, painstakingly made by Daren over the last hour and
      a half.

      Daren had a hard time sleeping last night. His strange sexual
      close-call with Cassie kept running through his mind endlessly. At
      one moment filling him with intense shame and self-loathing, the
      next making him so aroused he could barely breathe. It didn't help
      that his wife, normally his rock in times of trouble, was gone for
      the second night in a row. Still with Victor. Doing God knows what.
      Finally, giving up on sleep altogether, Daren decided to wake up a
      little early and prepare a feast for his daughter. Maybe it would
      go part of the way towards making things normal between them
      again.

      When Daren heard Cassie's door open down the hall, he turned
      with hopeful eyes. But Cassie hustled quickly through the kitchen,
      her hood up and eyes forward. She was already at the door by the
      time he managed to get out, "Cassie, I... I just wanted to say..."
      but he had nothing. He could think of no words that would make last
      night normal and acceptable. Cassie paused with her hand on the
      doorknob.

      Without turning around, she said in a quiet voice: "I know
      Daddy. It's ok. We can talk later. I just... I can't do it right
      now."

      She opened the door and was gone.

      Daren sat glumly at the table and took another deep gulp of
      coffee, picking listlessly at a piece of crispy bacon. He should
      probably head to work after calling in sick yesterday. Suddenly,
      the door to the outside opened again. Daren looked up, hoping that
      Cassie had decided to eat with him after all. His eyes widened.

      It was Gina.

      She wore a long jacket and high heels and was carrying a duffel
      bag. Her hair was messy and rumpled, her face was without makeup
      and unwashed. Any average woman would look like a terrible mess in
      this state, but Gina was no average woman. Even though she looked
      like she hadn't washed or slept in days, Gina would always be
      stunning to Daren. There was something else about her right now as
      well. His normally cool, confident, and composed wife had an air
      of... vulnerability. Weakness. A tender look in her eyes that
      didn't seem to belong.

      Daren leaped to his feet, rushing towards his beautiful wife as
      soon as he saw her to take her in his arms. Although Daren knew he
      had missed his wife since she had been gone these past few days, it
      wasn't until just now that he realized how much. His heart swelled
      as he saw her, and suddenly the world seemed right again.

      "Stop!" said Gina sharply as Daren approached. Her eyes skidded
      away from his, unable to meet her husband's gaze. Daren realized
      with a sinking feeling that the look of tenderness in her eyes
      wasn't for him. It didn't indicate how much she had missed him. She
      was... nervous. Or scared. Or intimidated somehow. Daren caught a
      whiff of some deep, primal smell on his wife, rich and unpleasant
      and stronger than just not taking a shower could explain...

      "I... I'm sorry Daren," said Gina gently, seeing the hurt in his
      eyes. "It's not that I don't want a hug. I would love one. Really."
      A red blush was starting to spread across her face along with a
      look of deep shame. "B-but, unfortunately, there is something we
      need to do first." Daren felt as if an invisible wall had slammed
      down between them. Something had happened during the past two days
      to change their relationship completely. And Daren hadn't even been
      there to see it happen.

      Gina gestured for him to follow her into the living room. Daren
      sat on the couch as he watched her pull a tripod out of the bag she
      was carrying, as well as a small but professional-looking camera.
      It took her only a few moments to set it up, pointed towards the
      couch and armchair across from each other.

      Gina looked like she was about to press record, but then bit her
      lip. She looked around suspiciously as if she was worried she was
      being watched. She quickly crossed the room towards Daren and knelt
      down in front of him, gently taking one of his hands in hers.

      "Honey, this is going to be bad," she whispered with a concerned
      look on her face. "What is about to happen is going to feel really
      really terrible. But I want you to always remember that I love you.
      And the things that I am about to say while the camera is recording
      won't ever change that. OK?"

      Daren stared at her, then the camera, dumbfounded.

      "I need to know that you understand, babe," said Gina
      desperately, "Because if you don't remember deep down that I still
      love you, I won't be able to get through this. I need you to trust
      me now babe, OK? Say it."

      "I trust you," croaked Daren with a dry mouth.

      Gina gave him a weak smile, then got up and walked back to the
      camera.

      She hit the record button.

      An utter change came over Gina. Her face fixed itself into an
      expression of mocking contempt, and she performed a sultry
      hip-swaying walk on her tall heels over to the armchair across from
      Daren, settling back and crossing her tanned legs.

      "Morning, Hubby!" she said in a throaty voice, "Did you miss
      me?"

      It was such a strange performance that it took Daren a second
      for him to realize that Gina was waiting for a response. "Y-yes,
      dear," he said, his voice cracking slightly.

      "Mmmm, I bet you did," purred Gina. "But I didn't miss you much.
      I was too... distracted to be thinking about you at all." She gave
      a wink to the camera, then leaned forward to address Daren. "But
      I'm reeeeally sorry for being such a bad, bad wifey, leaving you
      here all lonely by yourself."

      Her eyes silently pleaded with him to hang in there, even as her
      lips curved into a cruel smile.

      "So why don't I make it up to you? I know! I can entertain you
      with a little story. The story of how Victor Cross, your gorgeous,
      strong, manly boss made you into a cuckold..."

      ...

      Cassie slumped down on her desk, staring at the wall with her
      eyes unfocused. Maybe she felt like shit because of some sort of
      hangover from the "supplement" Renee had slipped her yesterday, or
      maybe she was just depressed from the rejection email she had just
      received from one of her safest safety schools.

      But Cassie suspected that her mood had more to do with the fact
      that she had almost fucked her Dad last night.

      Although Cassie had never gotten drunk, she had heard that
      alcohol made you black out and forget the embarrassing things you
      did while drinking. She wished that Renee's pill had the same
      effect, but Cassie remembered every detail of the night before with
      crystal clarity. Masturbating on the phone with Renee. Flirting
      with her own father during dinner. Receiving an unquestionably
      erotic spanking from her Daddy's firm hand.

      Straddling him.

      Making out with him.

      Grinding her pussy against the bulge in his pants.

      Cassie could picture it perfectly; remember every searing,
      erotic sensation. Even in her depressed state, her pussy sent a
      twinge of longing up through her body at the memory of her Daddy
      spanking her bare ass as she wriggled on his lap, feeling his
      erection press upward into her tender belly...

      No. She had to clamp down on that perverse train of thought
      immediately. It was wrong. She had to keep herself under control...
      that much at least was clear from her slutty adventure last
      night.

      She also had to have a serious talk with Renee.

      As if Cassie's thoughts had summoned her, Renee strode into
      homeroom with her usual flair, wearing a cute little skirt that
      showed off a scandalous length of her smooth brown thighs and a
      v-neck sweater that plunged far enough down to show that she had
      gone braless today.

      When Cassie saw Renee, she felt another twinge of lust shoot
      through her body, almost as inappropriate as the arousal she had
      felt for her father. Renee had never made it exactly clear to
      Cassie whether she liked girls or not, but Cassie knew for certain
      that it was wrong to fantasize about your best friend the way she
      thought about Renee.

      But Cassie couldn't afford to get all horny right now. She
      needed to have some harsh words with Renee.

      "Morning Kissy," sang out Renee with a sunny smile, dropping
      into the seat next to Cassie. "So what sort of trouble did you get
      up to last night? I sort of lost track of you there after we rubbed
      one out together on the phone."

      Cassie blushed furiously as another red-hot memory of the night
      before flashed through her head. Masturbating naked on her bed,
      Renee's sultry voice pouring into her ears as her eyes focused on a
      photo of her Daddy's cock... She shook herself a little, trying to
      focus before the same old horny confusion that she often felt when
      around Renee could settle in.

      "That's what I wanted to talk to you about Renee," said Cassie,
      choosing her words carefully. "I feel like you were a little
      dishonest with me about that supplement. It was a lot more...
      Intense than how you described it."

      Renee flashed her a wide-eyed look of feigned innocence, her
      hand rising to her mouth. "Oh no! Kissy dear, did something happen?
      I mean, I told you that the supplements had the side effect of
      making you horny. But... the only other person in the house was
      your daddy. Oh Kissy... you didn't!"

      Cassie's face flushed bright red and she desperately shushed
      Renee. Based on their muffled giggles, more than a few of the
      classmates surrounding them were eavesdropping.

      It felt like Cassie was always being humiliated when she was
      around Renee. The thought was uncomfortable, but undeniably true.
      If the common factor was Renee... No, she was just being paranoid.
      Renee was just a good-natured tease.

      And maybe it was time Cassie set some boundaries on that.

      "No, Renee," said Cassie firmly, for the benefit of the
      listening crowd as much as Renee, "Nothing happened. The supplement
      you gave me just made me think and... and feel weird things."

      Renee shrugged languidly, taking her phone out to check her hair
      in the camera. "I don't know what to tell, you sweetie. It's not a
      mind-control drug. It just lowers your inhibitions a little.
      Whatever you did or didn't do with your daddy came from that pretty
      little head of yours, not from my supplements."

      Cassie tried to reply and bring the topic back to the fact that
      Renee hadn't been upfront about the intensity of the drug, but
      Renee bulldozed over her.

      "But enough about the past, Kissy. We could sit and talk about
      the family bonding time you got up to last night until we're blue
      in the face. I'm more interested in the future."

      Cassie felt something bubbling up inside her that she had never
      felt toward Renee before. Anger. Cassie had politely brought up a
      legitimate concern about Renee's behavior, and she had just brushed
      it off. That wasn't how friends were supposed to act.

      Renee was kind of being a bitch.

      Renee, either not registering or completely ignoring Cassie's
      flare of annoyance, leaned forward and placed a hand on Cassie's
      arm, whispering conspiratorially: "I finally found the perfect way
      for you to lose your v-card!"

      Cassie blinked and tried to process what Renee had just said to
      her, "Excuse me?!?" she hissed in disbelief.

      Renee just smirked, patting her arm condescendingly. "It's the
      next logical step, Kissy dear. We've been exploring your sexuality,
      remember? And that is a good thing! It was an important part of the
      process to find out all the kinky shit you're into. But I think all
      of this weird fetishy stuff you are focused on now is getting a
      little too extreme. I mean yeesh, all that stuff with your Dad? We
      need to get you laid. That will mellow you out."

      The spark of annoyance inside Cassie flared brighter at Renee's
      cavalier attitude. True, Cassie had allowed Renee to guide her
      through a sexual awakening these past few months, but that didn't
      mean Renee could just make huge decisions for her like this.

      Cassie was still in control of her own sexuality.

      She would just have to deflect Renee. Cassie still valued Renee
      as a close friend, and she didn't want to get into a fight. "Oh,
      well," said Cassie with a weak smile, "I think that ship has sailed
      considering, um... what I did after practice earlier this week."
      Hopefully, that would get Renee to drop this whole thing about
      planning Cassie's loss of virginity.

      Renee looked at Cassie blankly for a moment before comprehension
      dawned in her beautiful brown eyes. "Ohhhhh, you mean when you ate
      out Mel's pussy." Cassie grimaced as she felt the interest of the
      students at the surrounding desks sharpen. They were barely even
      pretending not to eavesdrop anymore. "Well," said Renee with a flip
      of her sleek charcoal hair, "I guess you're technically correct
      that you had sex with Mel. But you know that's not what I meant. We
      need to stretch out that tight little pussy, girl. We need to get
      you fucked."

      "No, Renee."

      Cassie spat out the words without thinking. She could see Renee
      freeze, her head slowly turning to look at Cassie with a dangerous
      gleam in her eyes. "What was that?" asked Cassie's gorgeous best
      friend in a quiet, neutral voice.

      Cassie flinched a little from Renee's reaction, but she wouldn't
      back down here. Now that she thought about it, Renee had been a
      little controlling when it came to sex stuff these past few months.
      It was time that Cassie established some boundaries. "What I mean
      to say," said Cassie diplomatically, but firmly, "Is 'no thank
      you'. My virginity is a very personal thing. I'll decide when and
      with who I lose it."

      Renee's eyebrows furrowed and her lip curled up into a sneer.
      "So now perfect Miss Kissy is too good for her bestie's advice.
      After how much I've helped you. Bullshit. You're hopeless without
      me, Kissy. And if I say that I have a plan for you to lose your
      virginity, you're going to say "Yes, ma'am". Do you know how much
      time and effort I've put into your little sex Ed crash course,
      babe? I'm not going to let you fuck up your progress now."

      Now the anger inside Cassie had burst into full flame, heating
      her from the inside with righteous anger. Who did Renee think she
      was exactly, Cassie's mom? "It's my choice, Renee," she said with
      gritted teeth and a steely glint in her eye, "And I'm telling you
      that I don't need your help with this one."

      "Umm, girls," said Ms. Banner timidly from the front of the
      room, "If you could be just a bit quieter, to let people
      study..."

      "Shit the fuck up, Gloria," snarled Renee, shutting their
      weak-willed homeroom teacher up immediately. "Listen, Kissy," she
      said, rounding on Cassie with fiery eyes.

      "Cassie," said Cassie in a cold voice. "Call me Cassie,
      Renee."

      "Listen, Kissy," said Renee, laying thick emphasis on her
      deliberate repetition of the name, "You should have seen you when I
      scooped you up as a charity case. A friendless, slutty loser who
      was the laughingstock of the entire school. And look at you now: a
      popular, well-liked cheerleader in touch with her sexuality. That's
      my doing. You're nothing without me."

      Cassie looked at the lovely, cruel face of her best friend as
      though seeing her for the first time. Had Renee always been this
      way? Cassie still felt a bone-deep craving to kiss those soft lips,
      to run her hands through that silky hair, to bury her face in the
      delicious soft breasts that Renee's low-cut sweater was displaying.
      But not she felt a thrill of fear as well, and more importantly, a
      stab of defiance.

      "Well I guess we'll find out, won't we?" said Cassie, setting
      her mouth in a grim line. "Because I don't need a friend that
      speaks to me like this."

      Renee's face seemed to twist in rage for a moment, then smoothed
      out completely, as if the emotion had never been there. "You're
      right," said Renee lightly, pulling out her phone and texting
      someone. "Maybe it will be a good lesson for you. Let's see how you
      enjoy life without me in your corner."

      Cassie shrugged. She was starting to like this idea more and
      more. It was important to show Renee that she wasn't just a little
      doll for her to play with.

      Renee placed her hand on Cassie's arm once more, her lovely
      brown eyes deadly serious as she said, "But you will apologize to
      me for this little outburst, Kissy Swallowes. You'll beg for
      forgiveness. And when that happens, you'll finally understand where
      you and I stand."

      Cassie shook off Renee's unwanted touch with an indignant
      scoff.


      

    


    

    
      Page 2 - Cross Contamination Pt. 11 - Fetish -
      Literotica.com

      
      Yeah fucking right.

      Cassie Harlowe would never in a million years apologize to Renee
      after she had demeaned and insulted her this badly. If anything,
      Renee should apologize to her.

      ...

      Renee swept down the hall in a cold rage. Melissa scurried after
      her with a worried expression.

      Good. Mel should be worried. Everyone should be worried. Nobody
      defied Renee Cross in her own fucking school, least of all a
      pathetic subby bitch like Kissy.

      "No one acts friendly toward Kissy until I say so," snapped Renee.
      "No kind words, or smiles, or small talk. Not from the cheer girls.
      Not from the popular kids. Not from the nobodies. Not from the
      fucking lunch ladies. Do you understand me, Mel?"

      "Yes, Renee," said Melissa meekly. Even Melissa knew that talking
      back to Renee right now would be suicide.

      "Also. The order I gave that sexual harassment of Kissy Swallowes
      was off limits? Cancel it. No. Reverse it. It's open season on
      slutty virgins. Spread the word," said Renee darkly.

      "Ummm, Renee, isn't that a little extreme? Do you really think that
      Kissy can handle that level of attention from the guys?" asked
      Melissa nervously.

      Renee whirled on her right-hand woman, pouncing on the chance to
      take her frustration out on someone. "No, I don't think she can
      handle it! I don't want her to handle it you fucking idiot. I want
      her to snap like a twig!" She took a deep breath and turned away
      again, striding down the hallway.

      "I don't know how that little airhead went this long without
      realizing that I own this fucking school," muttered Renee to
      herself, "But it looks like I'm going to have to teach her the hard
      way."

      ...

      Gina Harlowe felt her shame like a physical thing. A dark,
      tentacled mass squirming in her guts, distracting and weakening
      her.

      Gina had always thought she was the strong one in her relationship
      with Daren, the rock of her marriage. Someone that Daren could rely
      on.

      And now Victor, that slimy, gorgeous, infuriating, magnetic bastard
      was asking Gina to betray her loving husband in the worst possible
      way. To turn all of that strength against the love of her life and
      crush him.

      Gina thought he was joking at first. They had been lying in bed
      this morning after a second night in a row of filthy, sticky
      extramarital sex. She had even laughed when Victor said that her
      first task would be to inform her husband in detail about her
      infidelity.

      But Victor wasn't laughing.

      Gina pointed out that Victor had promised the affair would be a
      secret. Victor countered that he had only promised not to tell
      Daren personally.

      She had refused.

      She had cried.

      She had begged.

      But here she was, wearing a trench coat to cover the special
      surprises Victor had left for her husband to discover. Across from
      Daren, who was looking appropriately nervous. And inappropriately
      horny.

      "Well, you were there when it started," said Gina in a purring,
      sultry tone, crossing one leg slowly over the other, letting Daren
      get a little peek at the fact that she wasn't wearing any pants or
      skirt beneath her coat. "That little dress-up party, remember? God,
      you really led us into the lion's den, didn't you, hubby?"

      Victor's instructions for this little piece of theater were
      complex. In some parts, he had given her specific lines to say, and
      in others, he had left them open for improvisation. But Victor had
      been especially adamant on one point: the tone. This was meant to
      be a crushing session of ridicule for her husband, and Victor had
      made it very clear that if she tried to soften the blow, both Gina
      and Daren would pay for it dearly.

      Daren gulped across from her, his face twisted into a ridiculous
      mask of contrition and arousal. God, why did Daren have to make
      this so fucked up by getting turned on by his own failure? Gina had
      seen his shameful little boners in the past when she was getting
      ready to go out with Victor, but she had hoped that the current
      circumstances were serious enough that he wouldn't find anything
      sexy about it. It looked like she was wrong, based on his flushed
      face and heavy breathing

      Gina felt a whisper of arousal flicker through her core as she
      noted Daren's growing arousal. She clamped down on it immediately.
      The last thing this horrible conversation needed was for her to get
      turned on by cruelty toward poor sweet Daren.

      "I... I didn't know," said Daren in a cracked voice. "It wasn't my
      fault. It was a trap set by Victor."

      "Yes," said Gina coldly, her eyes locking with her husband's. "Your
      boss always seems to be outplaying you, doesn't he? Why do you
      think that might be, Daren?"

      Daren lapsed into silence, and Gina continued with the show,
      playing up her taunting cuckoldress act for Victor, who she knew
      would be relishing his viewing of the video later. "But don't feel
      bad, baby. Your big bad boss outplayed me too, didn't he? Right
      there in front of everyone. It was so humiliating! Tricked into
      kneeling down in front of a man that I hated. Kissing his big black
      cock in front of my husband and all his coworkers. I almost died of
      shame!" Gina could see that Daren was hanging on her every word,
      his lips parted and his pupils dilated as he lost himself in the
      horrible, erotic memory of that night. "But you want to know my
      dirty little secret, hubby?" continued Gina with a naughty
      wink.

      "I fucking loved it. Even then. I couldn't admit it to myself at
      the time, of course. But being ordered around by a big, strong,
      dominant man like Victor scratched an itch I didn't even know I
      had." Gina's belly roiled with guilt and anger and, no matter how
      much she tried to ignore it, a slippery twist of arousal as she
      completed one of the lines Victor had written for her: "A need that
      someone like you could never fill, Daren."

      Gina watched the line land on her husband like a ton of bricks. He
      winced in pain. She hated doing this to him. But she had no choice.
      The dirt that Victor had on her could ruin her life forever, and
      drag Daren and Cassie down with her.

      "B-baby, I..." said Daren weakly, "I can do better... You don't
      n-need to..."

      "And so, I started 'dating' Victor," continued Gina, overriding
      Daren's attempt to gain sympathy with a continuation of her cruel
      story. "I told myself that it was all a trick. That I was playing
      him to save your job." Her lips twisted into a bitter smile. "I've
      always been pretty good at fooling myself. I didn't even realize
      until it was too late how badly I was thirsting for another taste
      of Victor's perfect cock."

      Gina burned with humiliation and anger. This wasn't just designed
      to embarrass Daren. Victor had included plenty of talking points
      about her own failure to resist temptation as well.

      "He drew me in effortlessly. Made me want him. Remodeled my body to
      suit his tastes. Played with my heart and confused my mind. He
      broke me down from a confident career woman into a desperate, horny
      slut. And where was my worthless husband? At my side, helping me
      fight against temptation?"

      Daren stared at her helplessly, breathing heavily.

      "No. He was jerking his tiny dick, thinking about how hot it would
      be for his wife to get fucked by his boss's massive cock," Gina
      leaned forward, her eyes sharp. "Am I wrong, hubby?"

      She watched Daren's reaction carefully. Gina had always been a good
      actress, but this performance made her heart ache.

      Yesterday, Victor had constructed a twisted, demeaning story of her
      relationship with Daren. A story of a loser that Gina hadn't
      respected or been aroused by from the beginning of their
      relationship.

      But that story was wrong. It missed important details of what had
      happened. Staring at her poor, devastated husband right now, Gina
      remembered how excited and grateful she had been when they first
      started dating to find a guy she could really trust and be
      vulnerable with. It was true that for their first two years of
      college, Gina broke up with Daren and dated other men. But that
      didn't take into account how sorry she had been afterward. How she
      had cried hot tears into Daren's chest on countless nights in the
      years since, tormenting herself with guilt over what she had done
      to her loving man. And how Daren had given her the wonderful gift
      of forgiveness.

      Daren had been an incredible partner. And he didn't deserve this
      betrayal.

      "I.. Gina..." said Daren, hanging his head and squirming in his
      seat on the couch. "... It's t-true." he said finally in a shamed
      whisper. "I... I did think it was hot. B-but Gina, baby, I never.
      Never, wanted things to go this far! I've been trying to
      fight..."

      "Whatever you tried didn't work," said Gina softly, cruelly.
      "Victor Cross is a powerful, resourceful man, Daren. He's smarter,
      stronger, and better connected than you. You should have known that
      he would get what he wanted sooner or later."

      Gina felt like she was holding two images in her head at the same
      time. She could still feel the soft sympathy for her husband that
      had filled her just a moment ago... but now she could see him in
      another light as well.

      Small. Unimpressive. Weak.

      She knew that it was just Victor's sinister influence. The
      after-effects of the poisonous dirty talk that her evil new lover
      had been pouring in her ear over the last couple of days of
      non-stop submissive sex. About how pathetic and worthless Daren
      was. About how natural it was for her to be drawn to Victor's
      superior cock. She was exhausted and emotionally fraught. Was it
      any wonder that Victor had managed to confuse her?

      But she couldn't deny that after fucking a huge, strong, beautiful
      man like Victor for the past few days, the sight of Daren didn't
      compare favorably.

      And she also couldn't deny the feeling of arousal that had been
      growing stronger over the course of her little "act". The story
      that Victor had told yesterday hadn't been the whole truth, but it
      hadn't been all lies either. It was undeniable that sometimes Daren
      didn't feel like enough of a man for her. There were times when his
      passivity and weakness made Gina feel exasperated and even
      contemptuous.

      Sometimes she just wanted to scream at Daren to man the fuck
      up.

      And wasn't Victor giving her the chance to do that right now? It
      was a little cathartic to put Daren in his place. It even felt a
      little... good to have the excuse to be a real mask-off bitch to
      her husband, without it being her fault if she hurt his sensitive
      feelings.

      Gina had to do this anyway to fulfill her agreement with Victor.
      Was it really that bad if she secretly got the tiniest sliver of
      satisfaction from it? She would play the nice, apologetic wife
      afterward. Lick Daren's wounds and soothe his shattered ego.

      No one would have to know about the dark pulse of heat spreading up
      from Gina's well-fucked pussy as she stared into Daren's weak,
      hurt-filled eyes.

      "But that's not the worst part," said Gina, leaning back and
      crossing her arms over her chest with a smirk. "The worst part is
      what happened just a few days ago. Do you remember? I do. I said I
      was going to cut Victor out of my life completely. And what did my
      loving husband, who has been "trying to fight" against Victor, do
      then?"

      Gina let the moment hang. Her sharp blue eyes watched Daren
      expectantly. He had his role to play in this show as well.

      Daren buried his face in his hands. His stuttered reply was
      muffled.

      "I s-sent you to h-him."

      "You did," said Gina flatly. "You practically gift-wrapped your
      poor confused wife and sent her over to the man you knew wanted to
      fuck her. I must admit I still don't understand why. But Victor
      promised me that you could explain it to me."

      Gina fished in her pocket for what Victor had given her. This was
      the part of the conversation that was a total mystery to her.
      Victor had just told her to show them to Daren and use a specific
      phrase and, in Victor's words, "The cuck would take care of the
      rest". Darren's hands fell from his face and his eyes widened with
      horror as Gina finally found what she was looking for in the large
      pocket of the trench coat.

      She dangled the tiny brass keys from her fingers and spoke the
      phrase Victor had told her to say.

      "Mistress says it's time to tell the truth, puppy."

      ...

      It didn't take Cassie long to notice that things had changed.

      After her first-period math class, she happened to walk past
      Harmony, the petite, round-faced Asian girl from the cheerleading
      squad. She and Harmony certainly weren't best friends or anything,
      but Cassie considered the rest of the cheer girls her social circle
      at this point, so Cassie smiled and said "Morning!" as they
      passed.

      Harmony didn't even glance her way. Her face remained totally
      neutral as she breezed past. It was the same when Cassie waved at
      Melissa a little later. Cassie didn't even like Melissa, but the
      effect was uncanny: the tall pretty blonde's eyes skated over
      Cassie smoothly like she wasn't even there.

      Cassie wasn't stupid. She just had a fight with the cheer captain.
      The cheer girls were acting like bitches. It didn't take a rocket
      scientist to see the connection. But it wasn't the end of the
      world. Cassie had always gotten a weird vibe from the cheer girls
      anyway. Sometimes it felt like they were laughing at her behind her
      back. She could do without them.

      But unfortunately, catty girls weren't her only problem.

      The catcalls and dirty leers from the boys of the school had mostly
      cleared up since Renee had taken Cassie under her wing. Cassie knew
      that Renee had helped at least a little with bringing the senior
      boys into line, but she had assumed that the older boys had mostly
      just gotten bored.

      It looked like Cassie hadn't given Renee enough credit.

      Cassie was almost shocked when she got her first wolf whistle while
      waiting outside of English class before second period. She tried to
      whip her head around and see who had done it, but the hallway was
      crowded and no one seemed to be looking her way. Just as she was
      about to give up, Cassie was shocked and appalled to feel a hand
      glide up the backside of her leggings, the palm pausing to squeeze
      her ass before darting away. She turned again, but all she saw was
      the swirling crowd.

      From down the hall, someone called out "Fucking slut!" And Cassie
      felt the same mocking, unsympathetic eyes focused on her from the
      surrounding crowd that she had felt on that horrible day a few
      months ago. The day she was tricked into wearing those slutty
      clothes in public.

      Luckily, English class started just then, and things didn't
      escalate further. But it made Cassie nervous (and, frustratingly, a
      little turned on) that a boy had felt confident enough to touch her
      openly in the school hallway. She decided that she would have to be
      careful around senior boys for the rest of the day,

      But when the next incident happened, boys weren't the issue at
      all...

      Cassie was taking a well-deserved break after second period in the
      only place where she could guarantee privacy and solitude. The
      bathroom. She sighed and rubbed her eyes. For some reason, even Mr.
      Friedrich had been cold to her during class, even though she was
      normally one of her favorite students.

      Cassie heard the giggles and whispers of the other girls in the
      bathroom, but she was so deep in thought that she didn't even
      consider that it was her who was the focus of their
      amusement.

      Without warning, a slim arm darted beneath the stall door and
      seized the leggings pooled around Cassie's ankles, yanking one leg
      off of her shoe before she even realized what was happening.

      It was lucky for Cassie that she had good reflexes. She managed to
      get a firm hold on the other leg and pulled back, refusing to give
      up her pants to the bully on the other side of the door. She
      ignored the slight ripping sound as she held onto the leggings and
      her last shred of dignity for dear life.

      Just as Cassie was sure that she was about to win, the girl on the
      other side of the stall door changed tactics. She shifted her grip,
      instead grabbing the tiny pink thong Cassie was wearing (a gift
      from Renee) and ripping it free completely with an ugly tearing
      sound.

      With a riot of giggles and slapping feet, the other girls fled the
      bathroom, leaving Cassie in possession of her tight black leggings,
      but now without panties. As she put her pants back on, Cassie was
      dismayed to see that the tug of war had ripped a tiny hole directly
      in the crotch of the leggings.

      She pulled them up and left the stall to check the damage in the
      mirror. It really wasn't that bad. While standing normally, her
      thick thighs completely concealed the rip, and even with her legs
      spread, you couldn't tell there was any damage unless you were
      specifically looking for it. No skin, or anything else, was visible
      in any position.

      Still, it felt dangerous and humiliatingly erotic to walk the
      school wearing no panties and with a hole (no matter how tiny) in
      the crotch of her pants... well, she could try to find a safety
      pin, but that would just draw unwanted attention to her crotch and
      provide distracting stimulation as she walked. She could wear her
      gym shorts, but thanks to her new Renee-encouraged wardrobe, those
      were even more revealing than the damaged leggings, and the last
      thing she needed today was more attention from guys.

      ... She could claim to be sick and go home, but her Mommy was still
      AWOL, and she didn't want to see her Daddy right now.

      The only remaining choice was to wear the leggings and count on no
      one noticing. When she thought about it, this outcome really wasn't
      so bad: if those bullies had gotten their way, Cassie would be
      trapped in the bathroom without any bottoms at all. And she had the
      feeling that there wouldn't have been any girls willing to help
      with her problem today.

      But the leggings were worse than Cassie thought. Just like she
      hoped, they didn't reveal anything, but the frayed edges of the
      tiny rip were in just the wrong spot... or the right spot if what
      you wanted was nagging, distracting friction on your pussy whenever
      you walked.

      Cassie's troubles from the morning only got worse as the day went
      on. The eyes that looked at Cassie were either cold and
      unsympathetic or filled with cruel lust, with nothing in between.
      The only words that anyone spoke to her were crude catcalls.

      She was groped multiple times. Always too quickly to stop, and
      always in crowded hallways that made catching the perpetrator
      impossible. It wasn't even always boys either. Cassie could tell by
      the size and shape of some of the hands that girls were getting in
      on the fun as well.

      Cassie's lack of panties made the searching, grasping hands feel
      even more invasive and intimate on her ass, and that, combined with
      the infuriating pleasure from her damaged leggings, left Cassie a
      blushing, horny mess by the time she finally made it to
      lunch.

      With her lunch tray in hand, Cassie faced the unappealing prospect
      of choosing where to sit. There were a number of tables filled with
      senior boys who waved her over with nasty grins. Obviously, that
      wasn't a possible choice.

      But the rest of the tables were a sea of blank, unfriendly faces.
      Cassie sighed and headed towards a relatively empty table, hoping
      she could just sit at the edge without being told to go away. Then
      she recognized the girl sitting there.

      It was Kelsey.

      Kelsey, Cassie's best friend since elementary school up until a
      couple of months ago. A girl she used to think she could trust with
      her life.

      Cassie had never understood why boys weren't fighting over the
      chance to date Kelsey Winters. With her slim, graceful body, cute
      freckles, waves of soft chestnut hair, and big green eyes, she
      always seemed stunning to Cassie. But maybe Cassie was biased,
      after all, it was hard to be objective when it came to your
      bestie.

      Cassie and Kelsey hadn't spoken for a while. An uncharitable
      conclusion would be that Kelsey abandoned Cassie when the bullying
      ramped up after her forced exposure incident. But to be fair,
      Cassie hadn't exactly made an effort to reconnect with Kelsey after
      Renee had taken over as her best friend.
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      Maybe it was time to reach out. After being friends for so long,
      Kelsey owed her that much at least.

      But when Kelsey looked up and saw who had sat down across from her,
      her eyes widened behind her glasses and she immediately grabbed her
      tray to leave.

      So much for ten years of friendship.

      Cassie was too desperate to just let her walk away. She reached out
      and grasped Kelsey's hand. "Wait!" she said in a painfully cracking
      voice, "Just wait, Kelsey. I'm sorry. I know we aren't friends
      anymore, but I was just hoping we could talk. No one will talk to
      me today and I... I don't understand why."

      Kelsey froze, her face locked in a struggle between sympathy and
      fear. Her eyes darted around the lunch room to see who was
      watching. Finally, she cautiously sat back down on the edge of her
      seat, her leg bouncing irritably. "You don't understand why?" she
      asked incredulously. "Really Kissy?"

      Hearing the hated nickname Renee had forced on her come from the
      mouth of one of her closest friends felt like a slap in the face,
      but Cassie gulped and pushed through the pain. "Well, no, I don't,
      Kelsey! I've never been anything but nice to everyone at this
      school and suddenly I'm some sort of outcast slash sex object! I
      had one little fight with Renee and suddenly people who don't even
      like her are treating me like dirt."

      Kelsey gave Cassie a long, flat stare, then snorted and rolled her
      eyes. "This is why you got into this trouble in the first place
      Kissy," she said wearily. "You're too fucking naive."

      Cassie flushed at Kelsey's dismissive tone and opened her mouth to
      reply, but Kelsey held up a finger to stop her and continued. "How
      do you still not see it even after you became her lapdog? Renee
      Cross runs this fucking school. Everyone is afraid of her. And
      everyone knows that you're Renee's bitch."

      Cassie felt rage at Renee boil up inside her again. "Her
      b-bitch?!?" she spluttered angrily.

      Kelsey just shrugged. "You can get mad about it if that makes you
      feel better, but that's how the whole school sees you. And when
      Renee says that no one talks to her bitch, people obey. Even
      teachers."

      The knowledge was crushing. Cassie slumped forward onto her elbows.
      People had never seen her as a popular girl, a cheerleader, or even
      Renee's friend. They had seen her as the cruel, lovely cheer
      captain's slutty little pet. Her possession.

      Cassie took Kelsey's hand in both of hers, looking earnestly into
      the eyes of her former best friend. "Please, Kelsey. I... don't
      want to be anyone's b-bitch. But I can't do it alone. You have to
      help me. If I just have one or two people on my side, I can stand
      up to her. Please."

      Kelsey's big green eyes were filled with fear, and sadness, and
      some deeper stronger emotion Cassie couldn't place.

      "I can't, Cassie," she said hesitantly.

      "Wow! Something smells like slut!" said an annoying, chirpy voice
      over Cassie's shoulder. Cassie turned to see Ada and Britney, two
      of her former volleyball teammates and Kelsey's new best friends.
      "Oh, sorry Kissy," said Ada with a simpering, insincere smile. "I
      didn't see you there!"

      Kelsey yanked her hand out of Cassie's grip like it was burning. A
      blush formed on her face. She was ashamed to be caught talking to
      Cassie.

      "Kissy was just leaving," said Kelsey harshly, refusing to look her
      in the eyes. Cassie took a deep breath, fought down the lump of
      disappointment in her throat, and stood, taking her tray with her.
      It would do no good to force the issue now.

      The lunch room was practically full at this point, and there was
      nowhere left to sit. But that was ok. Cassie wasn't hungry anyway.
      Her conversation with Kelsey had been crushing, but also
      eye-opening. Now that she understood her problem, Cassie could
      fight back.

      But Cassie hadn't been lying when she said she couldn't do it
      alone. Kelsey had been right on the edge of giving in and helping.
      Cassie would never be able to convince her with Ada and Britney
      around, but if she tried again later in private, she was sure that
      she could get Kelsey back in her corner.

      And there was someone else that Cassie could count on as well.
      Renee had tried her best to split them apart, but Cassie was
      positive that their bond was stronger than Renee believed. If he
      hadn't changed his habits lately, he ate lunch in the band
      room.

      Cassie dumped her full tray into the trash and set off to talk with
      Peter, filled with determination.

      ...

      When Kissy finally turned and left, Kelsey thought the awkwardness
      was over.

      But Ada never missed a chance to pounce.

      "Oh my God, Kels! Was Kissy Swallowes coming on to you?" she asked
      with a scandalized grin.

      Kelsey blushed hotly. "What? No! She was just getting nostalgic. We
      used to be friends before she got all... you know..."

      "Slutty," supplied Britney through a mouthful of pizza.

      Ada's smirk never wavered. "Get real, Kelsey. I saw how she was
      looking at you with those big puppy-dog eyes, touching your hand...
      We all know how horny Kissy is. She wants to fuck you, girl."

      "N-no way," muttered Kelsey awkwardly. But the thought was darkly
      intriguing. Kelsey had started seeing her old friend in a
      completely different light since she, Ada, and Britney had
      masturbated together to Kissy's slutty unknowing cam show. What
      would it feel like for those soft lips to touch hers... for those
      big tits to crush softly up against her slender body...

      "Look at her!" crowed Ada, elbowing Britney. "She totally fucking
      wants it!" The two volleyball captains cackled at Kelsey's heated
      denials, clearly not believing a word.

      "I say go for it," said Britney firmly when their giggles had
      calmed down."It's not like you're the only one who's going to take
      the school slut for a spin. If she's throwing herself at you, might
      as well take her up on the offer."

      Kelsey stubbornly refused to talk about it, and at long last the
      girls' gossip turned to other things.

      But Kelsey couldn't stop turning the idea over in her head. Had
      Kissy actually been flirting with her?

      Had her old friend actually become that slutty?

      ...

      Cassie was brimming with confidence by the time she got to the band
      room.

      The last time Cassie had seen Peter, he had been begging her not to
      leave him. If there was anyone in the school that would stay
      loyally at her side, it was him. Peter was her biggest fan.

      Ok, there was the awkward fact that the last time they had met had
      also been when Peter had called her a slut and prematurely
      ejaculated all over her hand, but that was all water under the
      bridge. Cassie was sure that Peter felt super bad about the whole
      thing.

      Probably.

      As Cassie walked into the room, trying her hardest to ignore the
      maddening friction of the small rip between her legs, she heard a
      fork clatter to the floor. There was Peter, her shy, dorky friend.
      His eyes were wide and his mouth was filled with food as he stared
      at Cassie like a deer in the headlights.

      "K-kissy!" Peter practically yelped, setting aside his meal tray
      with a dazed expression and rising to his feet. There was that
      fucking name again. Cassie understood why people who didn't know
      her before her public exposure incident called her that, but why
      had it stuck so easily with people who had known her for
      years?

      Cassie mastered her annoyance. She was trying to convince Peter to
      be her friend again, it wouldn't help to snap at him. But, luckily,
      it looked like this was going to be easy. Peter was giving her an
      eager, starstruck look as if Cassie had answered his prayers just
      by showing up. It should be simple to get him on her side.

      "Hey Peter!" said Cassie cheerfully, "What's going on?" She tried
      to be casual, but her smile and words felt awkward and forced. This
      felt harder than she thought it would. Talking to Peter used to be
      as easy as breathing. But their awkward, degrading attempt at a
      relationship had thrown up a wall between them. For the longest
      time, Cassie had a crush on Peter, but that feeling was a distant
      memory now. It was hard to be impressed with a lanky nerd like
      Peter when you spent most of your time with someone as gorgeous and
      effortlessly sexy as Renee.

      But Peter didn't even seem to notice the stiff awkwardness that
      Cassie felt, he hustled forward with a big smile on his face,
      simply happy to see her. For a moment, it looked like Peter didn't
      give a shit about Renee's school-wide bullying campaign.

      But his false confidence must have been caused by the momentary
      shock of seeing her, because while he was still halfway across the
      room, his steps slowed and his brows wrinkled. Finally, he came to
      a halt. Cassie could see the conflict on his face. Peter was
      thinking through the consequences of having a pleasant conversation
      with Kissy against Renee's wishes.

      Cassie could have screamed in frustration. Kelsey claimed that
      everyone in the school was afraid of Renee. Cassie had assumed she
      must have been exaggerating, but if Renee had her hooks in Peter of
      all people, then Kelsey's warning was most likely true, as hard as
      that might be to accept.

      "I... I'm sorry Kissy," said Peter, refusing to meet her eyes. "I
      don't think I can talk right now. M-maybe later, if you still want
      to..."

      "Why?" asked Cassie sharply, finally unable to control her
      annoyance. "Because of that bitch who thinks she's better than me?
      Than both of us? Suddenly Renee Cross is more important than our
      friendship?"

      Cassie shook her head, trying to drive back the tears that were
      filling her eyes. "I can't believe that you can just toss me aside
      like trash. For a girl you don't even like!"

      Cassie looked up to see that her emotional outburst was having an
      effect on Peter. He looked even more conflicted, chewing on his
      lower lip with a pained look in his eye. This tactic was working.
      Cassie had to play up nostalgia and their emotional attachment.
      This was doable, she could sense Peter was teetering on the edge of
      joining her. With even just one ally, it would be so much easier to
      stand up to Renee.

      "Please," said Cassie, Moving to Peter and putting a gentle hand on
      his shoulder. "Please help me Peter. I need you."

      When Peter put his arms around her waist and pulled her in for a
      hungry kiss, Cassie knew that she had misjudged the effect of her
      emotional speech. Peter had gotten the wrong message. She put her
      hands on his chest and tried to gently push him away while not
      hurting his feelings. But Peter's tongue slid into her mouth,
      twisting around and stroking hers, and Cassie felt her body heating
      up a little despite her reluctance.

      Where had this kissing skill been when they were dating?

      Finally, Cassie managed to break away, gasping and staring into
      Peter's burning eyes. "N-no, that's not what I meant," she
      protested, her voice coming out as a breathless whine. "I just want
      your help as my friend, Peter."

      "I can help you, Kissy," whispered Peter roughly, refusing to let
      go of her wide hips. "As a friend, of course. But to really be your
      friend again, I need closure. It hurt so bad when you left me. We
      never even got to do anything!" He said bitterly.

      Cassie felt a little disrespected. When he thought back on their
      brief, awkward relationship, Peter's only takeaway was that he
      hadn't gotten to fuck her. "Peter, please," said Cassie, trying to
      appeal to their old friendship one last time. "I can't. We aren't
      dating anymore. It's wrong," But Peter wasn't listening, he was
      zipping down his pants and fishing around inside.

      "But you do this for everyone else, Kissy!" snapped Peter with
      obvious hurt frustration. "That's what everyone says. Can't you
      just do something for me, this one time? Then I promise, everything
      will go back to normal. We'll be friends just like we used to be,
      and I'll help you against Renee." His short, throbbing cock was now
      out of his pants, stiff and eager for what would come next.

      "But it's not true," whined Cassie pathetically, her breathing
      growing harsher and her nipples perking up despite herself from
      Peter's new pushy attitude. "I don't do this kind of thing for
      anyone, Peter. I'm not a slut!"

      "Yeah, ok," said Peter flatly, guiding her hand down to his cock.
      "Whatever you say Kissy. Just jerk my fucking dick."

      And Cassie gave in. It was just simpler. Renee's sinister lessons
      had wormed their way deeper into Cassie's brain than she realized.
      Submission. Easy, quick arousal. Acceptance of sexualization and
      willingness to defer to the sexual needs of others. All of these
      had become a part of Cassie. So when she wrapped her hand around
      Peter's cock and began stroking, she didn't feel a deep sense of
      betrayal or anger, even though one of her best friends now saw her
      as just a slut to be exploited. She only felt a sense of impatience
      and a twinge of disappointment in Peter shot through with
      arousal.

      Peter took in huge, shuddering breaths as the girl who was once his
      innocent crush and was now his filthy wet dream fantasy rubbed and
      stroked his dripping cock. His hand reached up beneath Cassie's
      shirt to clumsily paw at her bra-covered tits. He had nowhere near
      the skill of the cheerleaders who had teased her nipples the other
      day, but the low-level horniness that Cassie had been feeling all
      day made even this inexpert attention send tingles down her spine
      and made her nipples throb with stiffness.

      "Your tits... mmmm fuck! Your big fucking tits," grunted Peter, his
      animal lust robbing him of his usual intelligence as his sweaty
      hands cupped and roughly squeezed her breasts. Cassie could feel
      his cock pulse in her hand to the rhythm of his heart, as fast and
      shallow as a hummingbird's.

      Cassie still would never admit she was a slut (she had never even
      had sex!... with a man), but couldn't deny that jerking off a boy
      in the middle of the brightly lit band room was turning her on.
      What if someone walked in? Cassie couldn't decide if the idea was
      horrifying or hot as fuck.

      Peter's hand flowed down her curves as her hand continued to pump
      wildly at his cock. Clearly, now that he had Kissy at his mercy, he
      wanted to experience everything her body had to offer. Cassie
      didn't remember until his hand was already between her thighs what
      he would find when he touched there.

      Only expecting to get a little over-the-pants groping, Peter was
      stunned when his finger slipped directly through the hole in
      Cassie's pants, plunging into her hot, wet vagina.

      Cassie let out a sweet involuntary moan at the sudden invasion of
      her intimate area. Peter was almost hyperventilating at this point.
      "You... you're wearing fucking crotchless pants?" he asked in a
      dazed voice, unable to believe the heights of arousal Kissy's kinky
      behavior had driven him to. His finger wriggled deeper and Cassie
      instinctively spread her legs a little wider to grant him access.
      Peter had begun humping Cassie's hand. Always a quick shot, he was
      unable to hold back now that Kissy's slutty wardrobe secret had
      been revealed.

      He thrust forward once more, on his tiptoes in the depths of his
      desperate arousal, every muscle straining as his instincts screamed
      at him to impregnate Kissy's slippery hand.

      "You fucking slut!" he gasped, his cock jerking and twitching as it
      unloaded a small but thick load of sperm onto Cassie's
      thighs.

      Peter slumped like a puppet whose strings ings had been cut,
      panting heavily. Almost instantly, he turned away, not looking
      Cassie in the eye as he zipped up his pants and began hurriedly
      gathering his things. The sudden shift in behavior gave Cassie
      whiplash: just a minute ago he had been obsessed with her, but now
      that he had gotten his rocks off, it seemed like he was regretting
      his choice.

      "You're on my side, right Peter?" asked Cassie tentatively, using a
      tissue to try to clean the stains off her leggings.

      "Y-Yeah Kissy," said Peter, his head down as he fiddled with the
      zippers on his book bag. "Of course. I said we would be friends
      again, and we are. I just... I'm a little busy. I Need to get to
      class."

      "OK then..." said Cassie with a worried frown. She looked down at
      her leggings with a critical eye. No one would see the cum stains
      unless they were really searching for them, she was pretty sure.
      "Maybe after school, we can..." But as she looked up, she saw Peter
      was already out the door, without even saying goodbye.

      Cassie frowned but chalked it up to post-orgasm embarrassment.
      Peter was a man of his word. If he said he was on her side, then he
      was. All she had to do now was convince Kelsey. The uncomfortable
      thought that something wasn't quite right with Peter was already
      fading.

      As she walked out of the classroom with a new sense of optimism,
      she didn't even notice that Peter's fingers had ripped the hole in
      her crotch even further.

      It still didn't reveal any skin, but it was obvious there was a rip
      to anyone looking closely.

      ...

      Daren felt dizzy and sick as he watched the small brass keys swing
      from his wife's slim, lovely fingers.

      They were the same sort of nondescript keys that could belong to
      any small lock. But Daren knew exactly where those keys fit. Gina's
      words, delivered in a voice that clearly showed she didn't know
      their real meaning, said everything.

      Those were the keys that would unlock his plastic cage. The cage
      that had been painfully tight ever since Gina started her mocking
      speech. Daren understood that Gina was being forced into this
      particular show. The camera made that obvious: it wasn't his wife
      who wanted to humiliate him, it was Victor.

      Daren was sure this video would make prime viewing material for his
      cruel boss later.

      But the fact that Gina had no choice didn't make the shame and hurt
      sting any less. And what was worse, Daren couldn't help but feel a
      powerful, helpless arousal as his normally strong and supportive
      wife stared him in the eye and described how much of a loser he was
      in a voice dripping with amused disdain. Gina was an incredible
      actress. There were times that Daren got carried away and almost
      believed that she meant what she was saying.

      But Daren had bigger problems now than becoming aroused by his
      wife's cruel barbs.

      The sight of the keys finally brought home for Daren how closely
      Renee must be working with her father. He felt foolish for not
      seeing it before. Renee always presented herself as his ally and
      claimed to be working to get him and Gina back together, but all of
      her tasks and games had the result of humiliating him
      further.

      He had been blinded by a pretty young woman with a fantastic body,
      and he had no one but himself to blame.

      And now Renee wanted him to confess. In the same way that Victor
      was forcing Gina to get everything out into the open. The
      difference was that, thanks to Renee constantly updating him, Daren
      was aware of most of Gina's indiscretions. But Daren's news would
      be a rude shock to Gina. His connection to Renee was twisted and
      strange and perverted in a way that he didn't think anyone would be
      able to understand, least of all his wife.

      But Daren had no choice. Renee had dirt on him that would ruin his
      life. He had to somehow thread this needle. He had to find a way to
      explain his fucked up relationship with Renee in a way that
      wouldn't make Gina immediately murder or divorce him. He was
      uncomfortably aware of the unblinking eye of the camera Gina had
      set up. Lying would not be an option in this case: Renee would no
      doubt rewatch the scene, relishing Daren's discomfort just as much
      as her father.

      "The first t-time..." began Daren in a cracked voice, swallowing
      thickly to try to clear his suddenly bone-dry mouth. "The first
      time you went out on a date with V-victor... I had an unexpected
      visitor to the house."

      Gina leaned forward, the keys forgotten as she rested her elbows on
      her knees, listening with furrowed eyebrows. Victor had given her
      no script for this part of the performance. She was only instructed
      to "react naturally" to whatever Daren said.

      "She told me that it w-would be bad for me if I sat alone and
      obsessed over you and Victor, so she offered to help... guide me,"
      continued Daren, choosing his words with obsessive care.
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      But not carefully enough.

      "She?" asked Gina in a quiet, deceptively calm voice. Her eyes were
      sharp, piercing Daren through to his soul.

      "D-don't be upset dear," said Daren desperately. Uselessly. "She
      just wanted to help me improve myself. To win you back! She
      didn't..."

      "Who is she?" asked Gina, somehow slicing through Daren's weak
      protests without raising her voice.

      "It's not like what you're thinking!" said Daren in an unmanly
      whine.

      "Who?" insisted Gina, her voice gaining a flare of heat for the
      first time.

      "Renee," admitted Daren miserably, barely daring to look at his
      furious wife as she processed this information. At first, it was
      clear that she didn't know who he was talking about. Her eyes had a
      confused, searching look. Then they grew wide, and Gina's lips
      curled in disgust.

      "Renee CROSS? Victor's daughter?!? Cassie's fucking classmate? That
      Renee? You're fucking a girl the same age as our daughter?"

      "What?!? No! I-I haven't f-fucked Renee! She's just... I mean...
      She's trying to h-help me..." stammered Daren stupidly, floundering
      in the face of Gina's withering disbelief and disgust. He didn't
      like Cassie's name being brought up either. Renee could punish him
      all she wanted, but Daren would rather die than confess the twisted
      games Renee had been playing with him and Cassie.

      Gina didn't even bother to respond to his weak excuses. Despite her
      own recent confessions of infidelity, she now stared at him with
      open distrust,. She had already cast her judgment. This was what he
      had hoped to avoid. Gina thought he was a dirty old man, twisting
      and corrupting a young woman. Nothing could be further from the
      truth. Daren was the one who was helpless against Renee's
      corrupting influence. But there was no way that he could make Gina
      see that. Daren looked down at the keys, glittering forgotten in
      Gina's hand. Well... there was one way that he could show Gina how
      little control and power he had in his interactions with
      Renee.

      One humiliating, utterly emasculating way.

      Trembling and cringing, Daren rose to his feet and unbuckled his
      pants. Gina looked at him with confused horror as he thrust his
      pants and boxers down to his knees, then lifted his shirt to reveal
      the shameful secret he had been keeping from her for weeks.

      His cock was compressed and cruelly trapped in the plastic cage
      Renee had forced him to wear, tightly and pathetically straining
      against its prison in mute testament to his powerlessness compared
      to his cruel mistress.

      "She m-made me wear this," said Daren in a miserable whisper. "I've
      never fucked Renee." He didn't add that he probably would have if
      Renee had any interest at all, but the pathetic sight of his
      dominated cock had the effect that he desired. The disgust in his
      lovely wife's eyes didn't waver, but the anger drained away,
      replaced by pity and some strange heat that Daren didn't
      understand.

      "That's not all, is it?" asked Gina with a humorless smile. " She
      has you all twisted up, doesn't she? It's like father like
      daughter. I should have known. I got a bad feeling from her the one
      time we met."

      "Yes," admitted Daren. "She... she made me..."

      Gina held up a hand with a wince. "No. Don't tell me. I don't get
      off on hearing that kind of thing. Unlike you." Daren felt the
      bitter barb strike home, even more painful because it didn't appear
      to be part of Gina's required show. But despite her jab, when Gina
      looked into Daren's eyes, there was some of the old tenderness back
      there again, despite the fucked up situation.

      Gina felt a certain grim satisfaction: Victor was expecting her to
      blow up at Daren and add a whole new layer of verbal humiliation,
      this time authentic from her heart. She wouldn't pretend it wasn't
      a temptation. Whatever Daren had going on with that little girl was
      sick, no matter who held the reins in their twisted relationship.
      But Victor had inadvertently created a loophole in his
      instructions: he told Gina to react authentically to Daren's
      confession

      If her authentic reaction was kind and supportive, then she could
      give poor Daren a break from her relentless humiliation without
      violation Victor's instructions.

      "It's... ok, Daren," said Gina heavily. "I can't exactly cast
      stones here. In many ways I'm in the same position. There's
      something wrong with the Cross's and neither one of us has done a
      good job resisting them so far. You're a good man. I know that, and
      I know that you tried your best to do what was right. You fucked it
      up, but so did I. I love you, Daren Harlowe. And I forgive
      you."

      Daren could almost cry. He had never expected a moment of catharsis
      in the middle of this dark performance. "I'm sorry," he said
      simply. "I love you too Gina. And I also forgive you." For a
      moment, husband and wife stared at each other warmly, Gina rumpled
      from her night of sex and Daren still displaying his caged
      cock.

      Then Gina's face darkened.

      "I'm happy to hear you say that, dear," she said wearily. "Because
      I'm not done. I need to get back into character." She leaned
      forward, and her eyes were pleading and earnest. "This is going to
      be the worst part, babe. But after this, we can hug, kiss, and have
      sex. We can reconnect as a loving couple. Keep focusing on that,
      ok? No matter what I say or how bad it gets."

      Daren nodded, a shadow of fear and arousal gripping his
      heart.

      "O-ok. I love you."

      A ghost of a smile touched Gina's lips. "I love you too,
      honey."

      Then Gina visibly took on her other persona, her eyes growing cold
      and predatory. She rose from her chair with a lithe motion and
      threw the tiny keys at Daren's feet.

      "Victor said that he'll allow you to jerk off for this next part,"
      said Gina with a smirk, popping open the first button of her trench
      coat. "But you have to be totally naked if you do."

      ...

      Cassie stared down at the messaging app, trying trying to be
      subtle. She didn't want to alert her teacher, today of all
      days.

      [Hey Kelsey, Could we meet up in the gym after school? I just want
      to talk. For old time's sake.]

      It was a simple request for a private conversation. Even if Kelsey
      was too afraid of Renee to actually publicly side with Cassie, she
      should have enough courage to at least talk to her.

      Three dots appeared. Kelsey was typing.

      The dots disappeared. Cassie closed her eyes, willing Kelsey to
      grow a spine. The dots reappeared.

      [Ok]

      Cassie slumped back in her desk with relief. It wasn't the
      enthusiastic response she was hoping for, but she had to take this
      one step at a time. Now she just had to get through the last few
      class periods without anything else embarrassing happening, and she
      would be...

      The loudspeaker crackled to life, making the History teacher pause
      mid-sentence.

      "Would a Miss Kissy Swallowes please come to the office?" came the
      scratchy voice of Principal Wheaton over the loudspeaker. "We have
      your... used undergarments to return to you." His voice dripped
      with obscene amusement as he carefully enunciated the last phrase.
      All eyes in the room turned toward Cassie with cruel grins and
      mocking eyes. Everyone knew her as Kissy Swallowes now. Mr.
      Henderson at the front of the room had the decency to look
      embarrassed, but even he seemed to be feeling a little hot under
      the collar. "Well, you'd better go, um, retrieve your belongings,
      Kissy," said the teacher awkwardly, using the demeaning nickname
      without even thinking about it.

      The walk down to the office was torturous. It seemed that every
      classroom door had faces peering out, smirking as they watched her
      walk down to retrieve her "used undergarments". Whatever that
      meant. She was sure it was the panties that the bullying girls had
      ripped away in the bathroom, but why phrase it that way?

      When Cassie finally reached the principal's office, her face turned
      brick red and she felt an unwanted rush of sick arousal. Now she
      saw what the principal meant when he called the panties
      "used".

      Miss Chambers, the sweet blonde counselor, was standing in the
      office, right next to Principal Wheaton. They hadn't even bothered
      to move away from the microphone used for making announcements over
      the loudspeaker. Miss Chambers had a look of amused disgust on her
      face, and at arm's length, she held a pencil.

      Draped over the end of the pencil was the tiny pink thong that the
      girls had ripped off of Cassie's legs in the bathroom. Someone had
      crudely attached a tag that read "property of Kissy
      Swallowes".

      And the pink panties were stained, splattered, soaked, and dripping
      with cum, darkening its former light pink to a wet maroon and
      dripping off in sticky globs. It reminded Cassie powerfully of the
      cum splattered panties that her daddy planted in her drawer, but
      with ten times the amount of sperm.

      She could smell it as she drew closer, rank and bleachy.

      "Ah, I should have known you were 'Kissy', Miss Harlowe," said the
      Principal. His slimy eyes traveled up and down Cassie's curvy body
      with every sign of enjoyment. "It makes sense I suppose. Your
      discarded panties were found in the boys' locker room, covered in
      the semen of... what would you say Miss Chambers? Ten boys?"

      Miss Chambers grimaced, but her voice was holding back a giggle
      when she said: "If not more, Principal Wheaton. Kissy dear, I know
      there is a temptation to... take the easy route to popularity with
      boys, but we would ask that you use a little more restraint."

      Cassie's blush grew even hotter. She could feel it spreading down
      her chest. The ripped panties covered in anonymous semen painted an
      inaccurate picture that the school administrators had clearly
      bought wholesale. "That's... I didn't! Some girls in the bathroom,
      they..."

      Principal Wheaton cut her off. "I have no desire to hear about why
      you thought a locker room orgy was a good idea, Miss Swallowes. I
      just want you to confine your activities to your extracurricular
      time. Do I make myself clear?"

      "B-but sir!" whined Cassie, "I didn't..."

      "Do I make myself clear?" asked the Principal again sharply.

      Cassie drew herself up to protest once again, then, seeing the
      cruel mockery in the Principal's eyes, she deflated. "Yes sir," she
      said in a small, meek voice, at this point just wanting to end the
      confrontation as soon as possible.

      "And Kissy dear," said Miss Chambers with a simpering smile. "Do
      make sure that you're practicing safe sex. With this much sperm and
      that many boys... who knows what could happen!"

      "Yes ma'am," said Cassie in a mortified squeak.

      "Now come collect your panties, dear," said Miss Chambers firmly,
      light waving the sodden panties on the end of her pencil. "C-can't
      you just throw them away," asked Cassie, her eyes following the
      filthy jizzy thong that only this morning she had been
      wearing.

      "In my office?" asked the principal incredulously. "It reeks. No,
      take it with you, Miss Swallowes."

      Her expression twisting with disgust, Cassie reached out to take
      the pencil from Miss Chambers, only for the counselor to drop the
      panties into her hand with a sickening splat.

      Cassie bit her lip to keep from yelping and dropping the slimy
      thong and tried to keep her composure as she turned to leave with
      her soiled panties in hand.

      "One more thing..." called Principal Wheaton behind her with a
      nasty grin on his face. "This was a serious violation of the
      student code of conduct. I'll overlook it just this once, but if
      you do something like this again... I'll oversee your punishment
      personally."

      Cassie's eyes were wide with fear as she exited the office. She
      needed to end this day as soon as possible and get her two old best
      friends back on her side. Things were getting worse and
      worse.

      As she left, Principal Wheaton finally reached over and flipped the
      off switch on the intercom, ceasing the live broadcast to each
      classroom. "Surely someone will tell her that the whole school
      heard that conversation?" he asked suspiciously.

      "Not today they won't," giggled Miss Chambers.

      "Good," said Principal Wheaton, adjusting his pants. "Because it
      would be a shame for her to be on the lookout for that trick the
      next time."

      ...

      It was disgusting, but Principal Wheaton was right: Cassie couldn't
      just drop the foul panties into a trash can. Who knows what would
      happen if someone found them? If she ripped the new name tag off,
      she could probably avoid anybody connecting the sperm-soaked undies
      with her, but she couldn't take that chance.

      She really didn't want anyone to hear the Principal's assumed
      version of how the panties got this way... People already saw her
      as a slut, they didn't need any new juicy rumors.

      So with a disgusted grimace, Cassie was forced to wrap the thong in
      a plastic bag in her locker, tie it tight, and store it in her
      backpack. Mercifully, the bell for the end of the day rang just
      then, so she wouldn't have to return to class and endure the
      giggles and stares of her history classmates.

      Now it was time to head to the gym and convince Kelsey. It was more
      important than ever. The bullying against her was ramping up, and
      its intensifying sexual tone was making Cassie equally nervous and
      horny. Neither of which was a good sign.

      Cassie ran over potential arguments in her head. Kelsey would be a
      harder sell than Peter. Cassie's former bestie (and future bestie?
      She hoped so.) had never exactly been brave. But Cassie had seen
      that Kelsey's connection to her wasn't fully broken when they
      looked into each other's eyes at lunch. She knew that she could win
      Kelsey over.

      And hey, at least Kelsey wasn't a horny teenage boy like
      Peter.

      When Cassie entered the deserted gym, it looked at first like
      Kelsey had ghosted her completely.

      "Psst," hissed Kelsey, poking her head out from behind the door of
      the closet used to store gym mats and other equipment. "Over here!"
      Kelsey's face was a mask of mixed emotions. Fear, annoyance,
      happiness, and something else that Cassie couldn't quite place.
      Cassie tried not to roll her eyes. Kelsey's decision to treat this
      like they were in a spy thriller didn't bode well for Cassie's plan
      to convince her to publically defy Renee.

      As Cassie entered the dim and dusty room, Kelsey clicked the door
      shut behind them. Cassie took a deep breath and launched into her
      pitch. "Kelsey, I know that Renee is scary. And powerful. More
      powerful than I realized. But I've always been there for you, and
      right now I need you to be here for me."

      But Kelsey seemed to barely be listening. She was pacing fretfully,
      smoothing her hair back behind her ears compulsively in a nervous
      tic that Cassie knew well. Her delicate throat swallowed again and
      again. She was clearly in the grip of some strong emotion. "Why
      didn't you ever tell me that you liked girls, Kissy?" Kelsey asked,
      her voice trembling and her delicate features blushing pink.

      Cassie was immediately thrown off balance by the wrenching change
      in topics. This wasn't how she expected the conversation to go at
      all, and wasn't a topic she was even sure she knew how to
      discuss.

      "Kelsey I..."

      She was about to say that didn't like girls, but that flimsy excuse
      no longer even convinced herself. Just a few days ago she had
      masturbated to completion while her tongue was squirming deep
      inside another girl's cunt. That ship had sailed. Cassie was
      bi.

      Kelsey seemed to be further angered by Cassie's weak failure to
      explain. "We slept over so many times, talking about boys we liked.
      Was that all a lie? Were you just laughing at me behind my back? I
      wasn't good enough to tell your secret?"

      "Kelsey, no!" said Cassie, shocked that Kelsey could make that
      assumption. Those conversations had been real, and important to
      Cassie. She still liked boys too, and she hadn't even known at the
      time that she was attracted to girls. "It wasn't like that!"

      "Then what was it like?" asked Kelsey sharply, her eyes wide and
      her breathing heavy. "Was it a different kind of trick then? We
      slept in the same bed, Cassie. I let you see me naked. Was that the
      game?"

      Cassie could sense that Kelsey was working herself up to something.
      Although Kelsey was a petite, willowy young woman, she had by now
      backed her larger, curvier friend into a corner with her strange
      flare of emotions.

      Cassie looked into her friend's blazing green eyes with nervous
      horror, momentarily speechless. Had Kelsey agreed to meet just so
      she had a chance to take her smoldering rage out on Cassie?

      "And now I hear that you're kissing other girls. Playing with them.
      Doing... other stuff," Cassie's back hit the wall. Kelsey's arm
      shot out to lean against the wall near Cassie's head. She leaned in
      close, her eyes big and wild and beautiful.

      "I was right there the whole time, Kissy," said Kelsey in a
      strangled whisper. "Why didn't you ever kiss me?"

      Kelsey's face grew closer, filling Cassie's whole world. Cassie
      realized too late that anger hadn't been the emotion filling
      Kelsey. Shockingly, unbelievably, it had been smoldering jealous
      lust. Kelsey's soft lips pressed against hers, and for a second
      Cassie was too shocked to do anything.

      Kelsey, her best friend since childhood. The girl she knew best in
      the world. Her companion and gossip partner and secret keeper. Now
      inflamed and crazy with lust for her. The idea was wrong and alien
      and almost as taboo-feeling as the stirrings of lust Cassie had
      begun to feel for her mother. And, frustratingly, almost as
      hot.

      How could Kelsey's view of her become so twisted? Somehow, Cassie
      knew it was Renee again. She wasn't sure how, but Renee had reached
      out and sculpted her supportive platonic relationship into this
      labyrinth of lust and jealousy. Just another wedge driven between
      her and her friends.

      Just like everyone else, now Kelsey, her former best friend, could
      only think of sex when she looked at Kissy.

      But, reluctantly, Cassie loosened her lips and began softly kissing
      back, darting her tongue out to gently swirl with Kelsey's. As
      wrong as this felt, there was no other way to get Kelsey on her
      side. It was sad to consider that even her dearest friends wouldn't
      help her anymore without sexual favors, but Cassie had to play the
      hand she was dealt.

      And Cassie did feel a twinge of sympathy for Kelsey's jealousy. It
      wasn't like Kelsey was saying. Cassie had never intended to play a
      cruel trick on her. But if Kelsey was attracted to girls as well,
      Cassie could imagine it would feel pretty bad to see your best
      friend never even look at you, then immediately start making out
      with and having sex with her new hotter friends once she became
      popular.

      Maybe Cassie did owe Kelsey something, if only to soothe her poor
      friend's bruised self-esteem.

      Kelsey broke away from their kiss, her soft wet lips moving to
      plant hot kisses on Cassie's tender neck. Kelsey's hand lifted,
      gently squeezing Cassie's breasts, circling her nipples with firm
      thumbs.

      Maybe girls had an understandable natural advantage when it came to
      knowing how to touch a female body. This was much hotter than
      Peter's clumsy exploration, immediately flushing Cassie's body with
      filthy, pulsing heat. Cassie felt herself surrendering to the
      erotic pull of the taboo encounter, but made one last desperate
      attempt to explain to Kelsey and derail this scenario before it
      reached a wet, moaning conclusion that she and Kelsey could never
      undo.

      "I... I didn't know!" moaned Cassie. "I didn't know I liked girls
      until this year! I'm s-sorry Kelsey, I wasn't trying to trick
      you."

      Kelsey rose from making a hickey on Cassie's pale neck. She looked
      as scared and confused as Cassie felt, but her eyes were hazy with
      smoldering arousal. "Well now you know, Kissy," she said in a
      throaty whisper. "And I'm still right here. So what do we do
      now?"

      Without another word, both lost, horny girls surrendered to their
      animal instincts and locked lips hungrily once again, their tongues
      tangling fiercely together as their innocent friendship burned away
      into hot, clinging embers in their hearts.
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      Kelsey's pelvis ground against Cassie's, mindlessly seeking
      friction and pleasure without any experience of how lesbian sex
      works. Her fingers twined through Cassie's dark locks as their
      tongues desperately, sloppily danced between their gripping
      lips.

      Kelsey pulled back from the kiss, leaving a glimmering strand of
      saliva hanging between them for a moment. She kept her hand tangled
      in Cassie's hair as she gasped hot ragged breaths, her hips
      grinding and humping against Cassie in her desperate need.

      "I... I want it..." admitted Kelsey in a rough whisper, her eyes
      burning with shame and arousal and she held her fevered forehead
      against Cassie's. "What you did for those other girls. Show me,
      Kissy."

      And Cassie discovered to her surprise that she wanted the same
      thing. She wanted to do something nice for Kelsey and make her
      happy. She wanted to feel a positive connection with her bestie
      again, and if this fucked up, sweaty sex session was the only way
      to do that at this point... then she would play her role.

      Cassie led a blushing Kelsey by the hand to a stack of dusty gym
      mats and pushed her gently down onto her back. Cassie knelt,
      running her hands, sweaty with nerves, up Kelsey's trembling
      thighs. Kelsey looked down at her, her green eyes wide and
      sparkling.

      Cassie unbuttoned her childhood friend's jeans. It still wasn't too
      late. She could get up and say this was wrong. She could run. This
      would be an embarrassing memory for them both, but at this point,
      one day they might be able to laugh it off.

      But Cassie pulsed with dark sexual curiosity and hunger. She needed
      this after her frustrating day: the sexual thrill of doing
      something she knew was wrong.

      Cassie hooked her thumbs beneath her gasping friend's waistband and
      sharply tugged the jeans and panties down off Kelsey's hips,
      revealing more and more of her slim hips and her pale shapely
      thighs.

      And her pussy.

      Kelsey's pussy was beautiful. Rosy and tight, but puffed up and
      juicy in this moment from the power of her forbidden lust. Cassie
      felt a mix of emotions as she firmly spread Kelsey's thighs,
      bringing her face closer to her friend's glistening cunt.

      Shame, that this sort of submissive sex act was what she had been
      reduced to in order to gain allies.

      Faint, amused pity that Kelsey would never be able to show her
      partners her most beautiful feature until they were already having
      sex.

      Jealousy, that in this way at least, Kelsey had her beat in beauty
      and femininity.

      Deep affection for Kelsey, who was peeking down at the erotic sight
      of Kissy the slut kneeling between her thighs through fingers
      covering her eyes, just like she used to do when they watched
      movies together and sex scenes would come on.

      And lust. Hot, drumming, bone-deep lust pulsing through every inch
      of her body.

      Cassie moved closer and reverently, tenderly kissed Kelsey's pussy,
      drawing a deep groan from her friend's throat. Aroused by her
      friend's obvious pleasure, Cassie moved closer, gripping Kelsey's
      thighs to pull her face tight against her pussy, her tongue
      writhing deeper inside.

      They were together again. A red-hot, filthy, perverted new bond
      between the two virgin friends, reconnecting in a dirty gym storage
      closet.

      Kelsey moaned and whimpered, her hands in Cassie's flowing hair,
      trying to somehow pull Cassie even closer. Even deeper. Even though
      Cassie's lips were already mashed tight against the sloppy virgin
      pussy grinding against her face.

      Cassie reached down between her thighs, the powerful erotic moment
      too much for her to resist, thoughtlessly tearing her pants further
      to gain greater access. Her fingers rubbed at her needy sex, making
      her moan into Kelsey's pussy, sending maddening vibrations through
      her friend's overestimated clit.

      Cassie and Kelsey writhed together, united again in sexual ecstasy,
      Kelsey's high sweet moans harmonizing with the muffled groans
      vibrating between her legs. A vivid memory sprung into Cassie's
      mind suddenly: for a few months they had a fairly insensitive
      inside joke where they would call each other "lezbo" whenever they
      changed in the same room. They had giggled at how absurd the idea
      was; that's what made it such a funny joke.

      If only they could see each other now.

      Kelsey was squeaking and gasping, her hands winding painfully tight
      in Cassie's hair as she began to climax. Her slim, shapely thighs
      clamped around Cassie's face as she moaned: "Yes! Lick my pussy,
      Kissy. Make me cum, you fucking sluuuuttt!!"

      Kelsey's thighs were vibrating bars of tense muscle as they cut off
      Cassie's air supply. Kelsey was too far gone in her selfish,
      dominant orgasm to consider Cassie's comfort at all. Cassie's hand
      fell away from her dripping, unfulfilled pussy as she concentrated
      on not suffocating.

      Finally, Kelsey relaxed and fell limp, releasing Cassie and
      allowing her to fall backward onto her butt. Kelsey covered her
      eyes with her hand as her pussy dripped with the juices of her
      arousal, blended thoroughly with the saliva of her former best
      friend.

      Cassie breathed heavily. Her pussy pulsed with hungry need, but she
      knew better than to ask Kelsey for reciprocation. Based on her body
      language, the full weight of what they had just done was hitting
      Kelsey like a ton of bricks.

      Kelsey's phone buzzed somewhere in the pockets of the jeans pooled
      around her ankles. Kelsey suddenly rose to a sitting position,
      pulling her pants up awkwardly with a blank look in her eyes.

      She retrieved her phone, then went stiff as she checked whatever
      notification she had gotten. Her eyes regained life, filling with
      some sort of nervous apprehension, and flicked to Cassie.

      "I'm sorry Kissy," she said in a surprisingly gentle voice. "But
      you need to leave."

      Cassie rose to her feet, her knees feeling a little wavery. She
      couldn't just leave now, not with her mission unfulfilled.
      "Kelsey," she said pitifully, "Please. I can't do this alone. I
      need your help."

      Kelsey sighed heavily. "I know you do, Cassie. You need all the
      help you can get," her eyes were haunted, but grudgingly
      affectionate as she gave Cassie a crooked smile. Cassie felt
      absurdly touched to hear her old friend finally use her real name
      again. "But right now I'm meeting someone else. And I
      can't..."

      She trailed off, but Cassie knew the end of her thought. Kelsey
      can't be seen with me. It stung, but Cassie swallowed the pain and
      held her head high. One step at a time, that's how she would beat
      Renee's bullying.

      "I'll text you later," called Kelsey after her, trying to soften
      the blow. It did make Cassie feel better. She felt that, even if
      Kelsey wasn't completely on her side right now, she was on her way
      there.

      Cassie didn't even realize until she was halfway home that the rip
      between her legs was much larger now, sowing not only a swathe of
      dark, neatly trimmed pubic hair but also a tiny, pale sliver of her
      labia.

      It was mortifyingly embarrassing, but she hadn't run into anyone on
      the way out of the gym, so likely no one had seen it.

      ...

      Ada and Britney managed to hold in their giggles long enough to
      take some crystal-clear pictures of Cassie from their hiding place
      under the bleachers.

      Ada had to admit that the slut looked fucking hot. Kissy had a
      tawdry, freshly-fucked look, with rumpled hair, a persistent blush,
      and even a tell-tale shine around her mouth and chin. Damn. Kelsey
      must have really scored.

      But the best part was the state of her tight, slutty leggings. A
      huge rip gave tantalizing, erotic evidence that Kissy Swallowes
      didn't wear panties. She was walking around carefree with her pussy
      on display for the world to see. Very in character for a slut that,
      after today's accidental announcement from the office, everyone
      knew held sloppy, ten-man bukkake gang bangs in the locker
      room.

      Ada eagerly pulled up the senior group chat. It had started life as
      a place for pervy boys to talk about girls, but at this point,
      almost every senior was a member.

      Everyone except Kissy of course.

      With a vicious grin, Ada posted the photos into the chat, giving
      Kissy time to exit the gym without suspecting a thing.

      Then Ada and Britney moved to the storage locker to debrief with
      the woman of the hour.

      Kelsey was sitting hunched up on a stack of old mats when they came
      in, but a body print in the dust behind her made it clear what she
      and Kissy had been up to before Ada texted her.

      "Ooooh!" cooed Britney with delight, "Someone got lucky! Maybe we
      can trick her into eating me out next... How was it to have that
      hot little mouth on your snatch, pretty lady?"

      Kelsey just awkwardly shrugged and turned away with a blush. But
      Ada wouldn't let her off the hook that easily this time. "Did it
      make you feel all warm and fuzzy when your old buddy gave you cunt
      kisses?" asked Ada cruelly. "Do me and Britney need to make way?
      Are you guys besties again?"

      "No," said Kelsey stonily, her eyes swirling with complex depths as
      she stared at the wall. "She's just a slut now. A
      hit-it-and-quit-it tool for pleasure. That's all she is to
      me."

      That was the answer her new awful best friends were looking for.
      They crowed with delight and began gossiping about Kissy heatedly,
      showing each other reactions from whatever fresh humiliation they
      had just subjected Kissy to in the group chat.

      But Kelsey herself couldn't tell if what she had just said was true
      or not.

      ...

      Renee took a deep breath, steeling herself outside her father's
      office door.

      Although Renee had been annoyed after Kissy's pathetic little
      rebellion in homeroom, she had still been confident that, by the
      end of the day, Kissy's will would be crushed. After all, Renee had
      the entire high school by the balls, from the students up to the
      principal. With her level of control, it should have been easy to
      bring a pathetic submissive like Kissy to heel.

      But school was over, and there was no text or call from Kissy. And
      obviously, Renee couldn't reach out first in this scenario.

      If the situation had been taken care of by the end of the school
      day, there would be no need to inform her father about it. She
      would just be able to slip in a mention of the hiccup during one of
      their regular check-ins. But since the situation was ongoing, she
      had to make a report.

      When Renee turned eighteen, her father agreed to teach her
      everything he knew about what he called "his little hobby".
      Manipulation, corruption, sexual domination. He had the perfect
      first project in mind: a little family of a strong-willed wife, a
      mild-mannered man, and their perfect, innocent daughter. They would
      do it as a father/daughter team so that Renee could learn on the
      job. The fact that the daughter went to Renee's high school was
      just icing on the cake.

      But now she had messed up. Cassie had slipped the leash somehow.
      Not irreversibly, or at least Renee hoped not. But it still wasn't
      a good look, and Renee dreaded what her father, who always seemed
      to execute his plans flawlessly, would say when he found out that
      their plans for Cassie had had a setback.

      There was no use putting it off anymore. Renee knocked crisply, and
      when Victor called "Enter", she pushed the door open, her mouth set
      in a firm line of determination.

      Victor was behind his desk, reading from a leather bound folio. He
      glanced up with raised eyebrows, "Good afternoon, dearest. Is
      something wrong?" Victor usually had scheduled work time until
      dinner that Renee knew better than to disturb for no reason, so he
      knew that there must be some specific reason for his daughter
      interrupting him.

      "There has been a... minor complication with our current project,"
      said Renee delicately, sitting on the edge of one of the leather
      guest chairs. Victor's eyebrows climbed higher. "And it's an urgent
      matter?" he asked, a slight edge to his voice.

      Renee grimaced. "It's an ongoing situation," she said
      reluctantly.

      Victor snapped the folio shut. "Well then, by all means, let's
      talk. He looked down towards his lap. "You heard my daughter,
      Lucia. I'm afraid we'll need the room."

      Lucia Ruiz popped up from behind the massive desk, her lean,
      gorgeous brown body wearing a ridiculous, porny maid outfit with
      massive high heels. She wiped her drooling mouth on the back of her
      hand, and whined, "Oh, Papi, but we were just starting to have fun!
      Can I come back in when you're finished talking?"

      Victor looked reluctant. "Not tonight, Lucia. I am a bit busy as it
      is. Perhaps another time."

      "B-but, I want to please you, Papi," begged Lucia, her lovely brown
      eyes shining with sincerity. "I can show you, Victor. I can be just
      as sweet and submissive as that blond bitch! I can change!"

      Renee had to be careful to maintain a straight face. In some ways,
      Lucia reminded her of that loser. What was his name? Peter. Two
      fools who didn't realize that they were pawns in the game until
      they were already off the board. If Lucia really thought she ever
      had a chance of dating her father, she didn't know Victor Cross at
      all.

      Victor rose and took Lucia's hands in his. Renee's eyes glanced
      involuntarily down to his massive black cock, then skittered away
      uncomfortably.

      "You really want to make me happy?" asked Victor tenderly."Work
      another shift at the Panther Club. You know it gets me so hot to
      see you up on that stage."

      Lucia looked at him, desperation to please him warring with
      reluctance in her eyes. "B-but Victor," she protested weakly, "You
      know I love dancing for you, but I've been doing it so much now
      that some of the regulars are starting to recognize me. Last time I
      spent so much time giving private dances I barely saw you at all.
      It's almost like I'm starting to work there."

      Victor shook a finger and tsked with a warm smile. "Gina would
      never push back on my orders like that, Lucia," he lied smoothly.
      "You still have a way to go if you want to be like her."

      Lucia's jaw set and her eyes lit up with jealousy. "Right," she
      said decisively. "Then I'll dance. You'll see, Papi. I'm better for
      you than her."

      Then she left, her cute little ass wiggling in her lacy panties,
      clicking the door shut behind her. Renee allowed herself a little
      smirk as she turned back to her father. Victor was nothing if not
      efficient. That was one way to recruit talent for your strip
      club.

      Victor seated himself behind the desk once again, rearranging
      himself and zipping up his pants. "So. What seems to be the issue?"
      he asked seriously, leaning forward on his elbows.

      Renee breathed out deeply through her nose and launched into an
      explanation of the day's events: how Kissy had unexpectedly balked
      at Renee's mention of losing her virginity, how Renee had commanded
      the school to make Kissy as horny and frustrated as possible, how
      Renee had orchestrated a humiliating new rumor to spread through
      the school like wildfire.

      Victor watched her silently with an attentive, but neutral
      expression the whole time.

      "I... I'm just not sure what to do, Father," said Renee finally,
      feeling a little defeated. "I had her utterly under control right
      up until this morning. I have to admit you were right when we spoke
      earlier. Cassie really did have hidden depths. I'm afraid that I've
      made some sort of mistake and set the plan back."

      Victor leaned back in his chair, folding his hands pensively in
      front of him. "That's what you came to report?" he asked
      lightly.

      "Yes Father," said Renee.

      Victor smiled. "I thought it was something more serious, Dearest.
      You didn't do anything wrong, nor is this kind of setback
      unexpected."

      Renee frowned in confusion. "But... Cassie has gone completely
      rogue. I can't influence her at all right now."

      Victor shrugged. "That's true. But not insurmontable. And more
      importantly, this is a learning opportunity. I see two lessons for
      you here, daughter. Ready for the first?"

      Renee nodded.

      "Do you remember the night we kicked this whole project off? The
      party?"

      "Of course," said Renee, narrowing her eyes as she tried to
      anticipate where her father was going with this.

      "I ordered Gina to suck my cock," explained Victor, his eyes
      lighting up at what was, to him, an amusing memory. "Do you
      remember what happened next?"

      "She refused," said Renee slowly.

      "Not just refused," said Victor, holding up a finger. "Publically
      defied me. Swore that she would never suck my cock. A setback,
      wouldn't you agree?"

      Renee shook her head in frustration. "That's not the same thing at
      all. You knew that she would refuse. You planned for it."

      Victor flashed his daughter the sort of wide, cocky grin that made
      Renee understand why so many women had trouble resisting him. "Not
      true. I expected her to obey. I did have a contingency plan in case
      she didn't, which ended up working out beautifully. But that's just
      because I have more experience than you. But the key is this: not
      only did Gina's defiance not ruin my overall plan, it actually made
      it all the sweeter. When I was finally able to break her resistance
      down and convince her to break her public vow never to suck my
      cock... That was a feeling of true dominance that I'll never
      forget."

      "So what," said Renee, crossing her arms tightly over her chest,
      "You're trying to say that it's a good thing that Kissy is fighting
      back?"

      Victor raised an eyebrow. "My hobby isn't hunting fawns, Dearest.
      It's hunting tigresses. There's no sport in easy prey. I would be
      more concerned if young Miss Swallowes never fought back at
      all."

      Renee nodded. It was hard to accept that Kissy's infuriating
      defiance could be a good thing, but her Father knew more about
      corruption than her. "And the second lesson?" she asked.

      "Do you know why I set up the little confessional between Gina and
      her cuck tonight?" asked Victor seriously.

      "To humiliate them both," answered Renee without a second's
      hesitation.

      Victor nodded. "True, but that's not a difficult task where those
      two are concerned. It's because sometimes a little truth can bring
      my targets' real position into sharp focus. Lies and sneaking
      around served me well for a while. It increased Gina's guilt and
      the taboo thrill that aroused her. It prevented Daren from fighting
      back directly. But the truth? The truth is going to allow me to
      play all kinds of humiliating new games with them now that our
      dirty little love triangle is out in the open."

      "Well, out with it," said Renee, growing a little impatient. "What
      does this have to do with me and Kissy, father?"

      Victor smiled. "The 'I'm your best friend, and I only want what's
      best for you' angle worked well for a while. But you have
      discovered its limit. You got further than I expected, but there
      are still some kinds of advice that Cassie isn't willing to take
      from a friend. This is your opportunity to move your relationship
      to the next level. One where Cassie isn't just taking your advice,
      but must do as you say."

      Renee sighed. He made it sound so easy. No doubt, for a genius like
      him, it would be.

      "If you need my help to bring your little friend in line, you only
      have to ask," said Victor archly, picking up his leather folio once
      again. Renee recognized her cue that the conversation was over. She
      rose gracefully from her chair.

      "That won't be necessary," said Renee stiffly, although she still
      wasn't sure how exactly to bring Kissy back in line.

      "That's what I thought," said Victor, reopening the folder. "Please
      close the door as you leave."

      ...

      Daren sat shivering, stripped naked once again in his own
      home.

      With a click, the confining plastic around his cock sprang free,
      leaving him truly bare and exposed. Gina gave him a twisted grin
      from where she stood.

      "Good boy," she purred, slowly undoing the buttons on her long
      coat. "And now you can have the rest of the story. The latest part.
      What happened after you sent me to Victor." She shrugged the coat
      off of her shoulders, letting it fall in a heap behind her,
      revealing what was hidden underneath.

      Daren felt his cock growing humiliatingly stiff as he took in the
      unsettling, erotic sight of Gina's revealed form. Victor had marked
      and claimed every square inch of his wife's gorgeous curvy body.
      With hickeys. With semi-dried semen. With bold, thick strokes of a
      Sharpie pen. Daren saw a crudely drawn black spade on her belly.
      Her right thigh read "Victor cums here", pointing at her pussy
      (still swollen and leaking cum from the night before). The other
      thigh had an arrow pointed towards the center as well, with the
      phrase "not for pathetic cucks" written beneath.
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      Suddenly the smell hit Daren in a rolling wave. Sweat from his
      wife's frantic exertion with her new lover. Masculine cologne
      transferred from their skin-to-skin contact. And the rank
      nose-wrinkling corruption, of the tacky, drying sperm that Victor
      had spurt all over his beautiful wife.

      Gina had been claimed. Degraded. Soiled and marked utterly by his
      cocky boss.

      Daren realized that he had already started stroking without
      noticing it.

      Despite her shamefully marked body, Gina wore a look of smug
      superiority as she said "Kneel," to her husband in a cold, hard
      voice. Daren had no choice but to obey. He fell humbly to his feet
      in front of his gorgeous, filthy whore of a wife.

      "After you sent me to him, Victor tricked me, hubby," explained
      Gina pitilessly to her kneeling, masturbating husband. "He got me
      to agree to a truly obscene offer."

      Daren had lowered his eyes, so Gina reached down and grabbed his
      chin, forcing him to look back up at her. "I agreed to be his slave
      for a month, Daren," she said in a low smoky voice. Frighteningly,
      Daren couldn't see any fear or sadness in his wife's eyes as she
      said these terrifying words. Just a sort of submissive thrill at
      her own debasement. "His possession. His plaything. Victor owns me
      right now sweetie."

      Gina chuckled evilly, releasing Daren's chin and stretching
      luxuriously, making a showcase of her large round breasts, the
      nipples swollen from a mix of Victor's rough attention last night
      and her current arousal. "But my new master isn't heartless. He's
      willing to let you have the scraps from his table. But there are a
      few ground rules he had set for you and I."

      Daren couldn't speak, could barely think. Gina hadn't just had a
      moment of weakness and fucked Victor. His brave, confident,
      powerful wife had lost completely this weekend. The game was over,
      and the biggest loser of all was Daren. His fist moved rapidly on
      his cock as the implications of Daren's utter failure to help his
      wife against Victor echoed through his mind.

      "Firstly, Victor takes priority now. Sorry hubby, you've moved down
      to second place," said Gina with mock sympathy. She had begun
      slowly tracing her fingers up and down her fouled body while
      swirling her hips, giving her husband a little visual stimulation
      for his shameful masturbation session. "That means that I will be
      with Victor whenever he desires. You'll get whatever time is
      left."

      Gina ran her hands up her cum-sticky belly to cup and squeeze her
      breasts, biting her lip slightly at the sensations. "Master is even
      willing to let us have sex!" said Gina cheerfully, "But only after
      I tell you alllll about what I did with him while I was away. While
      your jerk off your tiny cock, of course. Then you just have to send
      him a video message thanking him for taking such good care of me,
      and we can make sweet love. Doesn't that sound nice?"

      Daren gasped and groaned, his hips thrusting against his hand as he
      contemplated the cruel new rules that would define his marriage for
      the next month. It sounded like he would be forced to have a lot
      more interaction with his boss.

      "But I'm getting ahead of myself," said Gina with a giggle. "I'm
      sure you want to know how I got to look like this..." she said,
      winking at her husband with glittering eyes.

      "Well, once Victor had me at his mercy, you can imagine what kinds
      of commands he wanted me to follow," said Gina in a raspy voice.
      She ran her hands up and down her curves again, smearing her
      owner's cum across her tanned skin.

      "First he made me suck his cock. You know. That thing I swore to
      never, ever do? I did it for him," her voice dropped to a throaty
      whisper. "And I'll admit, hubby. When I finally caved in, I was
      sorry that I held out so long. I've always loved sucking big cocks,
      and Victor's is the biggest one I've ever seen." Daren whimpered.
      Gina had always claimed that she just didn't enjoy giving blowjobs.
      That was her reason for never giving Daren any. Gina's cruel,
      amused expression told Daren that she knew exactly what he was
      thinking, and she had chosen her words to torment him.

      "Then he fucked me. All night long for two nights. In every
      position. Hard. Tenderly. Fast. Sensually." Gina's voice was dead
      serious, and Daren was terrified to realize that he could no longer
      tell if his wife was acting anymore. "It was good. Really fucking
      good Daren. And you know what? He forced me to tell the truth to
      him while we were fucking. He asked me which was better. Sex with
      him or with you."

      Gina paused. Her expression broke and for just an instant, his
      loving wife was looking down at him, pleading with him to be
      strong. To endure. Daren braced himself.

      Gina's cruel smirk snapped back into place. "I told him it wasn't
      even a question," she said viciously. "That there was just no
      comparison between a strong, beautiful man like him..." Gina raised
      a middle finger directly in front of Daren's wide, staring eyes,
      "... and a pathetic, weak, shrimp dicked cuck like you."

      "Face it, cucky. You lost your wife to a real man months ago, the
      instant that I agreed to kiss his big black cock. Fuck you,
      loser."

      Then, with a sneer of contempt, Daren's beautiful wife spat
      directly into his face with her middle finger still raised high.
      But the worst part about it was that Daren swore he could see a
      flare of sadistic arousal in Gina's eyes, as though this horrible
      act was on some level, exactly what she wanted.

      Daren lost control, groaning deeply and splattering his pathetic
      seed on the floor at his wife's feet as she giggled and mockingly
      cheered his failure to last while masturbating to his own utter
      defeat.

      ...

      Renee returned to her room, still mentally grappling with the
      problem of how to bring Kissy back to heel.

      But when she checked her phone, it appeared that her prayers had
      been answered. She had received two texts while her phone had been
      silenced for the meeting:

      [Peter]: Kissy came to talk to me today. It's not my fault. Tell me
      what you want me to do...

      [Kelsey]: I want to talk about Kissy.

      Renee grinned evilly. So that was Kissy's play. Get some backup
      from her old friends. Naive. But that was in character for the
      pathetic little bitch after all.

      Kissy had just given her a gift without knowing it. Now Renee had
      two excellent levers she could use to put pressure on Kissy.

      You really couldn't trust anybody these days.

      ,,,

      Gina walked over and turned off the camera, then returned to Daren
      and sank to her knees, pulling him close to her stained and filthy
      body. But Daren didn't care about how his wife looked or smelled
      right now. He cared about how it felt to be in her arms once
      again.

      "I'm sorry," she whispered into his shoulder.

      "It's ok, dear," said Daren, trying his best to put on a brave
      face. "It was all lies anyway."

      Gina remained quiet, her face pressed into his shoulder for a long
      time. When she finally raised her head, her face was serious. "If
      we want to get through this, we need to be honest with each other,
      honey. The lies and secrecy have helped them and hurt us every
      time. So I'll tell you the hard truth. Some of it was lies. But not
      all of it."

      It hurt to hear. But Daren recognized the Gina had a point. This
      was a time for painful truths. "So..." he said with a frown, "Some
      of it was real?"

      Gina sighed, suddenly looking weary. "Well, Daren, you know how I
      feel about your mother's cooking. If she brings out meatloaf, I
      could say 'no thank you, I would prefer to stick with side dishes
      tonight' or I could say 'your fucking cooking isn't fit for dogs'.
      Both are the truth."

      Daren nodded, a painful lump in his throat. "And Victor forced you
      to explain in the cruelest way possible."

      "Bingo," said Gina apologetically. She raised a hand to cup Daren's
      face. "But I love you, honey. I told you that at the start, and I
      meant it. That truth trumps all of the cruel bullshit that Victor
      wanted me to do and say to you."

      Daren put his hand over Gina's, relishing the warmth of her palm.
      "I love you too," he confirmed, trying to ignore the thick scent of
      Victor's cologne and semen which seemed to have infiltrated every
      pore of his wife's body.

      Gina's eyes grew hard and determined. "It's just a month. Then I'll
      be free. A month is nothing. Victor is in for a rude awakening if
      he thinks he can break my spirit."

      Daren nodded, gaining strength from his wife's certainty. "And I
      need to find some way to resist Renee. Following her orders has
      been playing right into Victor's hands. I see that now."

      "I can help," said Gina with a fierce grin. "Victor might be hard
      for me to handle, but I think I can scare off a little girl pretty
      easily."

      Gina privately thought that it probably wouldn't take much for a
      pretty girl to wrap her pliable husband around a little finger and
      that she would be able to solve the Renee problem easily.

      Daren privately thought that his wife had no idea who she was
      dealing with, but that it wouldn't pay to try to convince her
      otherwise.

      The loving couple tenderly kissed and made up, and Gina headed off
      to finally shower.

      They didn't end up having sex that night. Gina nodded off instantly
      after a hot shower and climbing into bed, her body clean of semen
      but still marked with purple hickeys and fading permanent marker.
      In any case, Daren still felt a little too raw and hurt from the
      horrible show that Gina had been forced to give Victor, and he
      wasn't sure he would have been able to perform anyway. But it was a
      relief to climb into bed next to Gina and fall asleep, together
      again as one team against the odds: husband and wife.

      But despite what Gina said about the necessity for openness and
      honesty, both still held festering secrets within their
      hearts.

      Gina still didn't know about Daren's twisted obsession with Cassie
      that Renee had nurtured.

      And Daren didn't know that initially, Gina hadn't been tricked into
      signing the demeaning contract with Victor at all.

      When she first signed it, Gina had done so willingly.
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      Cassie Harlowe collapsed into a fit of laughter as Peter
      continued an eerily accurate imitation of Principal Wheaton. She
      glanced across the lunch table at Kelsey, who was giggling as well,
      sharing a moment of female solidarity over Peter's immaturity even
      as they laughed at his impression.

      It had been a good couple of days. Cassie was already feeling
      less stressed and more confident. She had been a little worried on
      that dark day last week when Renee strong-armed the entire school
      into bullying her. It felt at the time like fighting back and
      escaping Renee's influence would be impossible. But, just as she
      hoped, having her two oldest friends in her corner had
      short-circuited Renee's plan. It was a lot harder to maintain a
      united front of mockery against someone with allies, and the rest
      of the student body seemed to have already gotten bored with the
      project of sexually humiliating Cassie.

      "Wait, Kissy," said Peter suddenly as if he had just remembered
      something. Cassie tried not to make a face as he used the nickname
      that Renee had popularized. She might have her two best friends
      back, but it seemed like the demeaning middle school nickname had
      stuck like glue, even with them. "A guy in my math class told me
      something crazy. He said he saw you streaming online!" continued
      Peter with an excited grin.

      Cassie froze, an icy spike of panic piercing her heart. Shit!
      Was it possible that someone from the school had seen one of her
      secret exhibitionist masturbation streams and recognized her? A
      thousand weak excuses and justifications whirled through her brain.
      She opened her mouth to try to explain.

      "You've been streaming on Argus?" asked Peter with an impressed
      tone, "Playing shooters?"

      Oh. Ohhhhh! That streaming. Relief flooded Cassie and she gave
      Peter a sheepish smile. "That? Oh, I don't know. I just tried it
      out for fun. I don't even know if I'm going to do it again."

      "But you have to!" said Peter seriously, leaning across the
      table. "He said it was a really good stream, and you were even
      getting donations!"

      "Yeah," said Cassie lightly with a shrug. But despite her
      dismissive tone, a smile tugged at the corner of her lips.
      Streaming had been pretty fun. And she had made like fifty dollars
      just chatting with people and playing video games!

      "I can picture it now," said Kelsey with a grin, patting Cassie
      on the shoulder. "My best friend: internet famous."

      "Stop," said Cassie with a giggle. Suddenly, Kelsy's expression
      clouded over, and Cassie turned to see Renee Cross standing above
      the table, arms folded beneath her perfect breasts, hip cocked, and
      a cool, disdainful look on her delicate features.

      Just the sight of her sent a complicated squirming combination
      of hate and arousal spreading through Cassie's belly.

      "Renee," she said flatly, trying to hide her mixed emotions,
      "What can I do for you?"

      Renee stood silently for a moment with an eyebrow raised before
      deigning to speak.

      "I've been informed that, since you received no complaints
      during your probationary period, I am required to offer you a
      position on the cheerleading squad," said Renee in a cold,
      precisely polite voice.

      "I see," said Cassie, unable to hide a little smirk.

      "The position would be conditional on you completing the
      traditional team initiation," continued Renee. "As always, you are
      free to withdraw from the team at any time." Her tone made Renee's
      intention perfectly clear: she expected and wanted Cassie to drop
      out of the squad.

      "I'll have to consider it," said Cassie, locking eyes
      confrontationally with her former friend, "but thank you for
      letting me know." Being a cheerleader with Renee Cross as her squad
      captain sounded like torture at this point, but Cassie didn't feel
      like withdrawing and giving Renee the satisfaction right at this
      moment.

      A look of frustrated annoyance crossed Renee's face. "Fine," she
      said huffily, "But get back to me by the end of the week. We need
      to finalize our plans for the big pep rally." The gorgeous, catty
      teen stalked off with her lacky Mel following in her wake.

      "Are you going to do it?" asked Kelsey with a concerned frown as
      soon as Renee was out of earshot.

      "What?" asked Cassie, "Withdraw from the squad? Yeah. But I want
      to make Renee squirm about it a little first."

      Peter tilted his head in confusion. "Really? I was thinking it
      would be better if you do the initiation." Cassie's mouth fell open
      in bewilderment. Peter wanted her to submit to some mysterious
      "initiation"? Just for the privilege of joining a cheerleading
      squad that was ruled with an iron fist by the person she was
      currently feuding with? It made no sense.

      Cassie turned to Kesley, hoping to get her support against
      Peter's crazy idea, but instead saw that Kelsey was nodding
      thoughtfully. "Yeah, I think so too."

      "What?" said Cassie incredulously, looking back and forth
      between them in disbelief. 'Renee and I are NOT getting along right
      now. Why would I want to join the team she runs?"

      "That's why you should join," insisted Peter with a serious look
      on his face. "Right now, everyone in the school is watching what
      you do. You're the first person to stand up to Renee in a really
      long time. If you just quietly quit the squad, everyone will
      absolutely see it as a weakness."

      "So... what?" said Cassie incredulously, "I should just submit
      to whatever freaky initiation Renee wants to do to me? That's sure
      to end well."

      Kelsy sighed. "I hate to agree with Peter on this, Kissy, but
      he's right. I mean, yeah, Renee is going to try to make the
      initiation unbearable to drive you out. We both know it. But
      everyone else knows it too! If you pass her biased initiation, it
      will show everyone that you aren't scared of her and that you're
      willing to go toe-to-toe with her on her home turf."

      Cassie wasn't convinced, but she didn't want to spoil her newly
      repaired friendship with Kelsey and Peter. It had been awkward and
      strange enough that they had both demanded sexual favors before
      becoming friends with her again. Luckily, neither had pushed those
      demands any further in the days since, but the awkward sexual
      tension was still fresh, and Cassie didn't want to rock the boat by
      getting into an argument with them today.

      "I'll think about it," she said grudgingly, and they turned to
      lighter topics. By the time the bell rang for the next period, she
      had forgotten about cheer squad completely.

      ...

      "What's our current initiation for new cheer girls?" asked Renee
      thoughtfully as she and Mel returned to their table.

      Mel shrugged. "Same as it's been since you became captain. The
      girl needs to go topless during her last practice, take a racy
      photo with the squad, then chug a drink that all the other girls
      spit in."

      Renee shook her head with a wicked smile. "No, no... I'm afraid
      that won't do at all. Everyone on the team has already seen Kissy's
      tits, for one... With that ridiculous uniform we gave her, she's
      practically naked every practice. No, I think it's high time we
      revise the initiation procedure. Kissy will be the first to try out
      a new, improved, more... intense initiation."

      Mel raised an eyebrow. "Do you really think Kissy is stupid
      enough to submit to the initiation? She should know by this point
      that once you start sexually embarrassing her, she's putty in your
      hands." Mel trusted Renee's abilities, but even for her, it seemed
      to be a tall order to trick a smart girl like Kissy into such a
      dumb move.

      "She had better," said Renee grimly, spearing a piece of
      pineapple with her fork and chewing it savagely. "Convincing her to
      submit to the cheerleader initiation is one of only two simple jobs
      I gave the losers who hang out with her. If they want any mercy
      from me, they have to deliver."

      A cruel smile curled up the ends of Renee's pillowy lips. "But
      I'm not concerned. Kissy has shown us time and time again that when
      she's horny, all her precious brains practically dribble out of her
      ears. But..." she pulled out her phone and began drafting a message
      to another of her pathetic underlings, "It wouldn't hurt to make
      sure that she is especially warmed up... just to make the decision
      a little easier for her."

      ...

      Gina Harlowe moaned, low and soft in her throat. Her hands
      tangled in her husband's hair, pulling him tighter and deeper into
      the dripping heat between her thighs. His tongue obediently swirled
      and licked, showing his deep, loving devotion; his commitment to
      his wife's pleasure.

      It just... wasn't...quite...enough. Gina struggled to hold back
      the whine of frustration building inside her, stronger than the
      moan. Getting eaten out was nice... but there just wasn't a
      substitute for feeling the stretch of a big cock filling you up...
      drilling deep and making you feel the power of the man thrusting
      into you, pinning you down to the bed with a hot hard spike of pure
      animal lust.

      Gina moaned again, a little louder this time. Her cheeks colored
      as she realized that the sudden tingle of pleasure that had just
      shot through was more from fantasizing about Victor's cock than
      anything poor Daren was doing. Of course, under normal
      circumstances, she would tell Daren to just fuck her already and
      force her big black tormentor temporarily out of her mind with his
      small, but eager cock. But, annoyingly, at the moment that just
      wasn't possible...

      Daren rose, his face dripping from his humble service. "Is there
      anything else I c-can do, honey?" he asked with big puppy dog eyes.
      Gina's eyes flicked downward, between Daren's scrawny thighs. His
      pale little cock and balls danged there, humiliatingly caged in
      plastic, pressing tightly but futilely against the chastity device
      a teenage girl had trapped him in.

      It was hard not to immediately make the comparison. Victor's
      massive, dominant cock... taking Gina, taunting her, making her
      drool despite how much she hated the man. And Daren's disappointing
      little noodle; squished, submissive, and conquered. Victor would
      never allow his manhood to be compromised the way her husband's
      cock had been. Gina knew it instinctively.

      She suddenly felt turned off. Well... that wasn't true. Not
      entirely. She still felt a deep sexual frustration that had been
      slowly building since she had last seen Victor several days ago,
      But she knew that right now she could get no further with Daren.
      Not while he was wearing that emasculating device.

      "No dear," she said with a sigh, leaning forward to kiss her
      husband, then thinking better of it and giving him a quick peck on
      the cheek. "You've done enough tonight."

      She must not have been able to hide her disdainful glance
      towards Daren's pitiful crotch, because a look of shame spread
      across his face. "It's not f-forever, honey," he said miserably. "I
      just need a little time to convince Renee."

      "Or..." said Gina with a ripple of annoyance, turning away from
      her husband so that he couldn't see her face as she put her pajama
      shorts back on, "You could have just refused to put the damn thing
      back on after you jerked off to me." She turned to face Daren, her
      eyes flashing dangerously. "Or hell, you could have even kept the
      keys Victor gave me! We could be fucking right now if you had put
      your foot down."

      A courier had appeared at the door that very afternoon after
      Gina and Daren had their humiliating, revealing encounter,
      demanding that Daren surrender the chastity cage keys. And,
      typically for him, he had given up the keys to his cock
      immediately.

      "You... don't know Renee like I do," said Daren nervously. "If I
      try to just rebel all at once like that, she would go nuclear.
      Don't worry honey. I'm sure I can convince her to give up on the
      cage."

      Gina closed her eyes, took a deep breath, and let go of her
      resentment toward her husband. It wasn't his fault. Well, the Renee
      thing was, but not Gina's stress and frustration.

      "It's ok, Daren, said Gina with a sigh, pulling him into a hug,
      "I know you're trying your best. I'm just a little stressed out
      over work."

      Daren looked a little surprised. "Work? I thought you were
      stressed about..."

      Gina's lips quirked into a wry smile. There were so many ways
      that Daren could end that sentence.

      "... becoming my boss's sex slave."

      "... spending several days fucking another man."

      "... becoming a helpless, horny submissive to a man you
      hate."

      It all boiled down to one thing: Victor Cross. The infuriating,
      dominant, fascinating man that had outplayed her at every turn.

      "No," lied Gina in a firm voice. "I'm not wasting time thinking
      about... him. You know that right now is a crucial time for me at
      work. They're deciding who to promote to partner right now, and,
      for reasons I still can't understand, it's down to me and that
      worthless idiot Xavier. I didn't have access to my phone the past
      few work days and didn't make it in to the office. I'm going to
      have to come up with an excellent excuse if I don't want this to
      cost me the promotion."

      Daren gave her a sheepish smile, pulling his boxers on to hide
      his shame. "You don't need to worry about that, surely," he said
      with warm confidence, "You're hurricane Gina, remember? If this
      Xavier guy gets in your way, he'll be sorry. No one gets the best
      of you."

      Gina smiled back, but her insides were roiling. Just a few short
      months ago, she would have arrogantly agreed with her husband's
      assessment. But recently, there had been one man who had been
      getting the best of her consistently. Being dominated and defeated
      again and again by Victor had sapped Gina's certainty. What if what
      her infuriating new master said was true, and she really was a
      "natural submissive" destined to serve dominant men?

      Daren knew his wife well enough to recognize the shadow of
      blended lust and doubt on her face.

      "Has he... been in touch?" asked Daren with nervous dread. "Has
      he asked you to d-do anything else?"

      Gina shook her head. "Not yet," she said flatly. Victor didn't
      "ask" her to do anything of course; he commanded. But she didn't
      bother to correct Daren's word choice. It would only make him feel
      worse. "I haven't heard from him since he... let me come home," she
      finished awkwardly. She and Daren had avoided discussing the exact
      details of her sleepover at his boss's house after her forced
      confession. It had happened, and they had forgiven each other, but
      that didn't make the events any less crushing to Daren's battered
      ego... or any less shamefully erotic to Gina. Victor had just been
      so strong... so masculine. Gina considered herself a strong,
      self-sufficient woman, but Victor had somehow overridden all of
      that with ease, making her into a weak, submissive girl for him. He
      had swept aside her faithfulness and marriage vows with
      contemptuous ease, making her his slut while she was with him for
      several days. She still didn't know how she would make that
      horrible fact up to her poor husband.

      And, as humiliating as it was to admit, she was anticipating his
      next commands on some deep, primal level.

      "Maybe he got bored now that..." Daren looked away, his face
      reddening from the shameful arousal of the cuckold fetish he had
      tried so desperately to hide from his wife, "...Now that he
      won."

      "Maybe," said Gina, unable to keep the doubt from her voice. She
      knew in her heart that Victor Cross wasn't done with her yet. And
      whatever he had planned for her next would no doubt be as horribly,
      corrosively erotic as his last games.

      "In any case, I need some rest," said Gina, giving her husband
      another chaste kiss on the cheek. "I'll probably be late getting
      home tomorrow. Lots to catch up on at work."

      "Knock 'em dead, hurricane GIna,' said Daren, reaching out to
      cup her face in a warm, soft hand. "Show them who's boss."

      Gina snuggled beneath the covers, feeling more centered and
      certain than she had in days. Daren really was a wonderful husband;
      warm and supportive when she needed him, even after her devastating
      failure to stay faithful to him. In a lot of ways, she didn't
      deserve the man snuggled into bed with her, even if he had been
      ensnared by a teenage slut.

      Daren was right. She might have a particular weakness for
      Victor, but she was still the same capable woman she had always
      been. Work was the perfect place to prove that: an arena where she
      was unquestionably superior.

      A place she could get her groove back and show how confident and
      powerful she could be.

      A place without Victor Cross.

      ...

      The following afternoon, Daren closed the door behind him as he
      got home, kicked off his shoes, and slumped back on the couch with
      a sigh. For the first time since Gina had come back from Victor's
      house, he almost felt normal.

      It had been a shocking blow. Gina... his high school sweetheart.
      The mother of his child. His wife... had fucked Victor Cross. Given
      him the sweet, forbidden gift of her married pussy. And, based on
      her filmed confession and her guilty attitude since then, the sex
      had been mind-blowing. It horrified Daren. Made him jealous and
      anxious and terrified all at once. But that wasn't the worst part.
      The worst part was that it also made him horny.

      He wished it didn't. If only he had the strength to be fully
      appalled. To stick up for himself and fight back against his evil
      boss. But he had gone too deep already. He had also been sucked
      into sex games he wasn't proud of, and the only way out for both of
      them was to either wait until Renee and Victor got bored, or to
      somehow subvert their control. At least Gina had an end date: in
      less than a month, she would be free of her contract from
      Victor.

      Renee had given her "puppy" no such assurances.

      Daren felt his phone buzz and knew with a sinking feeling of
      fear and reluctant arousal that it must be her. It was almost as if
      thinking about her summoned her.

      [Hiiiii puppy! Did you miss me? I was giving you a little time
      to process after finding out you're a full-blown cuck, but I need
      your help with something, so your little break is over.]

      Daren frowned down at his screen. He obviously wasn't thrilled
      with the "cuck" label, but he knew better than to raise that issue.
      Besides, he had more important things to worry about right now.
      Gina was counting on him to convince Renee to at least relax her
      chastity cage policies a little.

      [Mistress, it's really important that I get a chance to have sex
      with Gina. After her time at your father's house, we need to
      reconnect. Can you unlock my cage for now?]

      Daren sent the message with his heart pounding fast. Renee could
      be unpredictable. If he was lucky, his mistress would be
      condescendingly sweet about the request. If he was unlucky, she
      would be furious.

      [Puppy, puppy, puppy... we talked about this! I don't think
      you're ready to lose your virginity yet. I want to make sure you've
      improved a whole lot before you try having sex as a real man.]

      Daren huffed in frustration. [Again, I'm not a virgin, mistress.
      I have a daughter for God's sake!]

      The answer that came back made Daren's brow crinkle in
      confusion.

      [Do you?]

      Daren started typing a reply, then deleted it. He stared down at
      the text again. Renee knew he had a daughter. She had been teasing
      him over Cassie for a while now. She had an entire scheme to
      corrupt her. They even apparently knew each other at school. He
      couldn't understand what she meant.

      Renee replied again without waiting for Daren to respond:
      [Anyway, I don't think it's a good idea for you to fuck your wife
      right now anyway. Not so soon after she got fucked by my dad. Trust
      me, puppy, you do not want to follow that act. The comparison
      wouldn't be flattering. But I'll tell you what... if you do a
      particularly good job at the task I have for you today, I'll
      consider giving you a hall pass to make sweet love to wifey despite
      my better judgment. Fair?]

      Daren felt a surge of confidence. Somehow, he had managed to
      negotiate his release with Renee. It would all fall into place from
      here. He would have a chance to have sex with his wife, reconnect
      with her, and finally break this sick fascination they had both
      developed for his boss. All he had to do first was impress
      Renee...
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      [I'll do it, mistress. What task do you have for me
      today?]

      Renee replied promptly.

      [I need your daughter to be especially juiced up this week. Showing
      off for strangers on the internet makes the little bitch hornier
      than anything else, so it's time to step up your Argus game and
      help her come out of her shell.]

      Daren grimaced down at his phone. He had... tactfully avoided
      mentioning to his wife the aspects of his relationship with Renee
      that involved Cassie. Although Gina had grudgingly forgiven him for
      being ensnared by the evil teenager, there was no way she would
      accept his obsession with Cassie that Renee had nurtured.

      It was just one more aspect of the relationship between him and
      Renee that he wanted to cut back on. And the worst part about it,
      like all things with the evil little minx, wasn't that the things
      she asked of him were perverted and wrong. It was that he was
      scared of how much he enjoyed them.

      But this was important. It was all in service of his larger goal.
      He needed to get out of his cage to reconnect with Gina, so that
      they could face their problems together. So it was fine if he just
      did one more task associated with his daughter, right? It didn't
      mean he had to enjoy it.

      [Of course, Mistress] he texted back. [I would be happy to].

      [Good puppy. Here's your plan of attack...]

      ...

      Gina strolled into work with her shoulders out and her head held
      high. Last night, talking to Daren, she had been stressed out by
      the prospect of coming to work after missing a few days, but now
      that she was here, she felt stimulated by the challenge.

      It was time to kick some ass.

      As she entered the office, she could see eyes turn toward her and
      hear whispers swirl. Right. She had almost managed to forget this
      part. For some reason, lately, there had been an odd sense of...
      amusement in her coworkers when they talked to her, or when they
      saw her across the office floor. She ignored it. Her coworkers had
      always been jealous of her, and she had no time for small-time
      losers like most of the people in her office. Not when she had her
      eyes on the prize.

      The bored-looking receptionist... Sarah or something, Gina had
      never bothered to learn her name; secretaries were a little beneath
      her paygrade, said "Mr. Driscoll wants to see you, Ms. Harlowe. In
      his words 'the next time she bothers to show up'." Gina tried hard
      to not let her face twist into a bitter expression.

      Frank Driscoll was Gina's direct report, former mentor, and
      all-around sleazebag. Once upon a time, when Gina was a bright-eyed
      young lawyer fresh out of law school, she had been stupid enough to
      believe that Frank had been impressed by her talent. She had even
      considered him a mentor for a while. One inappropriate drunken pass
      at a work conference had brought reality crashing home: Frank's
      interest in helping her career wasn't based on platonic friendship
      and respect.

      Gina had never told Daren about the incident. There was nothing to
      tell, really. A drunk older man making an embarrassing attempt to
      kiss his younger, married coworker and managing to grope her butt
      for a few seconds before getting slapped. Daren had been weird
      about other men having an interest in Gina ever since the painful
      break they had taken in college, and Gina knew that he would freak
      out and overreact if he knew about what Frank had done, so it was
      best just to let it go. She hadn't reported it either. It was so
      much more effective to just hold it over Frank's head and make sure
      he had no choice but to continue supporting her career.

      She might be paying for it now though. Frank was no longer worried
      about being reported for sexual harassment that happened years ago,
      and Gina suspected that the reason that she and useless fucking
      Xavier were "neck and neck" for the promotion was that Frank wanted
      Gina to remain under his thumb.

      Gina walked toward Frank's office, schooling herself into icy calm.
      She felt almost like she was going into a courtroom, lining up the
      excuses that she had prepared in her mind, ready to go, considering
      how best to counter Frank's anger or suspicion.

      She heard low voices and laughter from inside her boss's office as
      she approached, and had to stop herself from rolling her eyes.
      Another one of his insufferable "boys' club" meetings which never
      seemed to have any relevance to the work being done at the firm. No
      doubt Frank was smoking cigars and swirling scotch with some of the
      older lawyers again like this was the fifties or something. Gina
      didn't have any patience for that sort of thing, so she
      unceremoniously rapped her knuckles on the outside of the door and
      entered in one smooth motion.

      What she saw inside made her blink in shock. Just as she expected,
      Frank Driscoll was leaning back in his chair behind his
      ostentatious desk, a glass of amber liquor in hand. Xavier Mason
      lounged on one of the guest chairs, holding a cigar loosely between
      two fingers and giving the boss his best brown-nosing grin. Xavier
      was a good-looking man in his late twenties, with tan skin, an
      obnoxious little goatee, and long, slicked-back hair. Just looking
      at the slimy little prick made Gina want to sneer. He was an awful
      lawyer who had only managed to get this far in his career by
      kissing ass and having a dick. The very fact that he was Gina's
      direct competitor was insulting. Even worse, the entitled prick
      seemed to think that he and Gina, his older coworker, had a
      smoldering, will-they-won't-they sexual tension. Nothing could be
      further from the truth: Gina found Xavier repulsive and beneath
      her. But he was too self-important and conceited for Gina's real
      feelings toward him to penetrate his thick skull.

      But those two were common fixtures in this office. The third
      occupant was the one who took Gina's breath away and left her with
      a swooping sensation of mingled dread and shameful arousal.

      Victor Cross sat in his leather chair like a king on his throne.
      His commanding presence made it feel like he was the host rather
      than a guest. All three men looked up when Gina entered the room,
      but Gina's eyes sought and held Victor's gaze almost instantly. A
      shiver of erotic energy crackled up her spine as their eyes met and
      a warm yet unpleasant smile spread slowly across Victor's
      face.

      Gina's sense of drive and confidence faltered a little while a
      feeling of perverse excitement suddenly bubbled up inside
      her.

      "Harlowe!" said Frank, spreading his arms wide in welcome with a
      big, shit-eating grin on his face. "So good to see you! I thought
      maybe you decided to quit on us. Come in, come in. You're just in
      time, we were about to get started." Gina shuffled into the room,
      closing the door behind her. Her boss's tone immediately put her on
      the defensive. Frank wasn't usually an easy-going kind of boss, so
      it was odd that he seemed to be content with letting her absence go
      with a passing comment.

      There was something off in the atmosphere of the room. A sort of
      slimy understanding that seemed to pass between the three men
      present. Gina had a sneaking suspicion that she had been a topic of
      conversation shortly before she arrived, and that suspicion was
      confirmed almost immediately when her boss opened his mouth and
      said, "So... Mr. Cross tells me that you two have... met?"

      Gina's heart leapt into her throat and her eyes flicked to Victor,
      but his face was carefully impassive. There was no way Victor would
      be crass enough to tell other men about their filthy, adulterous
      tryst at her job, right? Frank was just speaking suggestively to
      get a rise out of her. This was a test.

      "We know each other," said Gina cooly. She drew a tight rein on her
      emotions and turned her eyes back to her boss, deliberately
      ignoring Victor. She didn't know what kind of game he was trying to
      play by showing up at her job, but the safest way to respond was
      not to engage. Gina still had to be on top of her game and win that
      promotion, whether or not Victor was here.

      "That makes things easier," said Frank decisively, setting down his
      glass of liquor with a clink. "Harlowe, I know that I've kept you
      and Xavier in suspense for a while now over who I was going to
      recommend for the open partner position. Until this morning, if I'm
      being honest, I was just going to call it in Xavier's favor based
      on your clearly demonstrated lack of commitment these past few
      days."

      Gina felt a swell of panic and opened her mouth to protest, but
      Frank cut her off, wagging a finger condescendingly. "Ah, ah, ah,
      no need to stress, Gina. Victor informed me that you were doing
      some private consulting for him these past couple of days, which is
      why you didn't make it to work. Is that right?" Gina felt blood
      creep into her face and had to work hard to avoid looking at
      Victor. How much exactly had Victor shared about the nature of the
      "consulting" work they had been up to last week? Regardless, based
      on where Frank was taking this conversation, Gina felt like there
      was only one way she could answer. Calling Victor a liar without a
      more convincing excuse for where she had been wouldn't do her any
      favors.

      "That's right," she said in a small, clipped voice, trying her best
      to maintain her air of dignity.

      Based on the oily smile on Frank and Xavier's faces, Gina could
      assume that Victor had at least hinted at what they had been doing.
      But thankfully, her boss moved on. "Well, then I should be thanking
      you, Gina. Because Mr. Cross is now considering putting our law
      firm on permanent retainer to handle his company's legal issues."
      Now Gina couldn't help it. Her eyes darted suspiciously to Victor,
      who raised an eyebrow and shrugged minutely. Gina felt a flare of
      annoyance. She knew Victor was controlling, but couldn't he leave
      one part of her life where he didn't insert himself?

      "Well, long story short," said Frank, waving his hand vaguely in
      the air, "He and I were discussing who would best be able to serve
      his needs at our firm. And the discussion came down to you and
      Xavier, once again." Xavier raised his glass and an eyebrow at Gina
      across the office with a smug little grin on his face. What an
      obnoxious creep.

      "So I decided, hey! Why not tie the two issues together?" Frank
      leaned over the desk, his grin wide, sharp, and predatory. "You're
      back in the race, Gina. Mr. Cross and I have set up a little...
      skills demonstration today. Whoever can convince us that they can
      serve Victor best as a client will not only become the official
      contact for his account, but also be promoted."

      Gina thought quickly, her lips drawn into a harsh, thin line. She
      didn't much relish the thought of working directly with Victor as a
      major part of her job, but it seemed like she had little choice.
      Frank had made it clear that, if not for this impromptu competition
      between her and Xavier, she would already be out of the running for
      the promotion. In a lot of ways, a short, intensive test of legal
      skills would be to her advantage: a way to clearly demonstrate that
      she was a better lawyer than Xavier. Gina studied Victor's calm,
      faintly smiling face for a moment with barely concealed
      annoyance... this was all assuming that Victor would play
      fair.

      Games where Victor was involved always seemed to be frustratingly
      slanted against Gina.

      Gina took and deep breath, squared her shoulders, and said, "Of
      course, boss. No problem. Just tell me what to do." She didn't know
      exactly what Victor had planned for her, but the only way to
      succeed was to play the game and defy his twisted expectations. She
      may have been tricked and humiliated by him in the past, but this
      would be different. Her job was where she was most comfortable and
      competent. None of that "natural submissive" bullshit could touch
      her here.

      "Great," said Frank simply. He slid a thick folder off of his desk
      and handed it to Gina. "Your task is to do a little legal research
      about a client that Mr. Cross is considering taking on at his
      advertising business. Make sure that they are legally above board
      and won't cause his company any issues." Gina picked up the folder
      with a smug look on her face. It didn't sound too difficult. Not
      really the kind of work that was at her level, truth be told. She
      cast a contemptuous glance at Xavier, still lounging back with a
      cigar in hand. "And him?" she asked with a mild sneer.

      "I'll give him his task in a minute," said Frank lightly, picking
      up his glass and taking a sip. "We men need to finish our
      conversation first. We'll expect an update from you before lunch,
      Gina. Impress us." Gina felt another flash of annoyance at his
      dismissive tone and the fact that Xavier wasn't being forced to
      hurry to work as well, but she simply smiled thinly at the three
      smug men and walked out. As she clicked down the hall to her
      office, her heart filled once again with a sense of purpose.

      Now she was playing on her home turf. It was time to show Victor
      that he couldn't expect to beat her every time.

      ...

      Cassie hummed happily as she entered the house, tossing her bookbag
      carelessly by the door and opening the fridge to grab something to
      eat. It had been another good day. She hadn't realized how much her
      life had become a downward spiral of shame and arousal when she was
      best friends with Renee until she was free of it.

      "Hey sweetie," said Daren from across the kitchen, making Cassie
      jump a little. She hadn't noticed him when she came in. "You seem
      like you're in a good mood!" Cassie looked at her dad a bit warily.
      Things had been painfully awkward between them the past week. It
      was understandable: there had been that strange close call one
      night when Gina was gone... a night of inappropriate sexual tension
      between father and daughter fueled by the herbal aphrodisiac that
      Renee had pressured her to take. Things had even gotten... physical
      at one point, although thankfully Cassie got sleepy and passed out
      before things went too far.

      Cassie made a decision. Renee had been the one who complicated
      things between her and her father, and Cassie didn't want Renee
      making choices for her anymore. It was time to reach out again.
      "Hey Daddy!" she said with a bright smile. "Yeah! I'm having a
      great day, how about you?" Daren looked a little surprised by the
      enthusiastic response, but his smile grew less forced and more
      genuine as he realized that Cassie had finally decided to break the
      ice between them.

      "Doing great, sweetheart," said Daren warmly. "Just trying to think
      of something to do tonight. Your mother is going to be working
      late."

      "Oh, well, sorry Daddy," said Cassie with an apologetic smile, "I'm
      afraid I'm going to be a little busy. I'm trying out streaming
      while I play games. It's pretty fun, and last time I got like fifty
      bucks from donations!"

      Daren's reaction was a little strange. He seemed almost
      uncomfortable. "Ummm, that does sound fun, honey," he said
      noncommittally, "But be careful, Cassie. You can't trust everyone
      that you meet online."

      Cassie sighed, then crossed the kitchen and gave her dad a quick,
      chaste peck on the cheek, trying hard not to think about the deep,
      heavy kiss they had shared last week. It looked like no matter what
      had happened between them, her dad was still the same old
      over-protective father that he had always been. "I'll be fine,
      Daddy," she said brightly, "I'm a big girl, and I know where to
      draw the line."

      She snatched the yogurt and apple she had taken from the fridge off
      the counter and retreated to her room, with her father's conflicted
      eyes following her as she went.

      In her room, Cassie pulled up Argus, the streaming platform she had
      made an account on, and began setting up her second-ever stream.
      Kelsey and Peter had been even more enthusiastic about the idea of
      Cassie's live streaming today, and they had been full of ideas on
      how she could use it to make money. Since Gina would be working
      late, today was a great opportunity: if her dad was nervous about
      the idea of Cassie streaming to random internet strangers, she
      couldn't imagine what Gina would think.

      Neither of her parents needed to know that Cassie had done a few
      much much more risque streams a little while ago. Well, those had
      been masked and completely anonymous, and besides, had been
      influenced by Renee, so they didn't count.

      In any case, today was going to be a fun, wholesome, energetic
      stream that would hopefully interest a few people enough to make
      them into fans. Cassie finished her snack, decided which game to
      play, took a deep breath, and started her stream.

      Showtime.

      ...

      Daren felt a little guilty as he opened up the "Kissy Controller"
      app that Renee had set up for him. Cassie seemed to be turning over
      a new leaf, after all, and it seemed like a shame to assist Renee's
      plans for her...

      But it was all in service of the greater good. First, Daren needed
      to get his chastity cage removed, then he needed to reconnect
      sexually with Gina. Together, they could resist Victor and Renee's
      plans, and Daren could simply refuse to help Renee with whatever
      her twisted goals were for his daughter.

      So if that meant just a little sexual humiliation for Cassie
      today... well, then that was the way it had to be. Daren tried hard
      to ignore the slight tightness that was building in his cage at the
      thought.

      The first time that Daren had used the "Kissy Controller" app was
      simple: his only goal had been to get Cassie excited about
      streaming and to swear on the stream. This time would be somewhat
      more challenging.

      The Kissy Controller system allowed Daren to command an army of
      bots to simulate a watching audience: making convincing comments in
      the chat, donating, and even reacting to things that happened in
      the stream.

      Today, he had a goal that seemed almost impossible. Renee had told
      him he needed to get his daughter to dirty talk on the stream. Even
      swear words had been a struggle last time, but Renee assured him
      that she had primed the pump today by giving Cassie a new strategy
      for money-making that would make the task "a snap".

      Daren had his doubts, but he needed to do his best today. His
      marriage depended on it.

      Daren set the user count to slowly climb to 100, instructed the bot
      AI to greet Cassie, and began his task, adjusting the tightening
      plastic cage between his legs.

      ...

      "Heyyy everyone," said Cassie happily, watching with nervous
      excitement as the number of people watching slowly began to climb.
      "Welcome to my stream! This is only my second time streaming, but
      maybe some of you are back after my first try last week. Let's have
      a good time and play some games!"

      Cassie loaded up the shooter she had played last time on the
      stream, reading as her new viewers typed greetings into the chat
      and started interacting with each other. She felt a pleasant,
      excited buzz from being in front of the camera again. There was
      something about being the center of attention that filled her with
      energy.

      Suddenly, the thought popped into her head that she hadn't
      masturbated since having her falling out with Renee. She swiftly
      repressed the thought with a blush. Why was she thinking about sex
      stuff right now while she was being watched by dozens of people?
      There would be time for that later if she needed some... relief.
      Cassie didn't need humiliating exposure or Renee's twisted dirty
      talk to orgasm after all. She could just look up some porn or
      something after Daddy had gone asleep.

      Once she managed to shake off that sudden, strange pulse of
      arousal, Cassie found herself swiftly falling into a rhythm of
      playing her game and chatting amiably with her audience. It felt
      pretty good. At this point, the chat messages were coming quickly
      enough that it was beginning to be difficult to read them before
      they disappeared.

      Maybe that meant it was time to try out that new money-making
      tactic that Peter said he had seen other streamers use...

      "Ummm," said Cassie a little hesitantly, biting her lip, "Thanks
      for joining me today, everyone, and thanks for sending messages in
      the chat... I wish that I had time to respond to each and every one
      of them," said Cassie meaningfully, staring into the camera shyly.
      "Buttt, I've heard that Argus has something called "priority
      chats". If you give a small donation, your message will stick out
      and stay on the screen. Soooo, if anyone feels like being generous,
      I am going to be reading all of the priority chats out loud that I
      get today! Just as a thank you for your kindness." Cassie gave the
      camera one last charming, sheepish smile, then turned back to the
      game with a faint blush.
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      It felt a little like begging... maybe by requesting donations
      so blatantly, she would turn off her small number of viewers and
      kill her whole streaming attempt before it even got started. Well,
      she had mentioned it once, and she would leave it at that, whether
      anyone decided to use the priority chat system or not.

      *dingding*

      Cassie looked over at her Argus display with pleasant shock,
      distracted so badly that she was almost killed in her game. A
      bright yellow priority chat from HornedPrince sat glowing on her
      screen. He had spent five dollars to send the message.

      "Kick some ass, Kissy!" read Cassie with a big grin on her face,
      not even caring that she was now playing poorly. "Thank you so much
      for the chat, HornedPrince! I will!"

      She felt better about recommending the feature now. At least one
      person had thought it was a good idea!

      *dingding*

      Cassie's grateful smile spread even wider. Now a bright red chat
      floated on her screen, worth ten dollars from a generous viewer
      named Subduct0r. Cassie narrowed her eyes to read it.

      Her belly did a complicated little flipflop of surprise and
      unwilling arousal.

      [What's ur account name on Simpspace?]

      Cassie blushed immediately. She wasn't an expert on the Simpspace
      platform, but she knew that it was a place for people to sell...
      adult pictures and videos of themselves. Her mind raced as she
      considered what to do. Even the thought of the people watching her
      thinking about her naked body filled her with squirming, erotic
      discomfort. It reminded her too closely of the masked Randochat
      sessions that Mel and Renee had pressured her into. She didn't
      really like the idea of encouraging her viewers to think along
      those lines. But, on the other hand, she had promised to read every
      priority chat out loud.

      She would have to just push through with reading it and make her
      position clear afterward.

      "What's your account name on Simpspace," said Cassie quickly, in a
      tone she hoped sounded dismissive enough. "Very funny, Subduct0r. I
      don't have one. Sorry. Guys, let's try to keep the priority
      chats..."

      *dingding*

      Cassie looked over to the new priority chat and her mouth went dry
      as a twisted heat flared up in her core.

      [So when do we get to see those big tits?]

      ...

      Gina's sense of drive and purpose lasted right up until she got to
      her desk and flipped open the folder.

      Gina was no blushing innocent, but what she saw on the first page
      of the folder made her squeak in mortification and flip the folder
      closed instantly, her eyes flashing up to check that no one was
      watching her through her open office door. She could feel hot blood
      rushing to her face as she struggled to breathe slowly and
      normally.

      After getting a hold of herself and making sure that no one else
      was watching, Gina slowly reopened the folder with a grimace. The
      same lurid image that had initially caused her overreaction stared
      back up at her.

      It showed a naked woman kneeling in front of a hulking, shadowy
      male figure, her head bowed meekly and her arms bound tightly
      behind her back with rope in a well-composed, but titillating
      photograph. Stark, somber lettering spelled out "She Will Serve"
      across the top of the picture. The raw sexual submission and
      domination radiating from the image made a responding twinge of
      sexual feeling echo in Gina despite herself. It too closely
      mirrored the same feelings that Victor inspired in her to fully
      insulate herself from the subconscious reaction.

      Gina took the top sheet and decisively set it to the side, face
      down. She sincerely hoped that the picture was actually relevant,
      and not just an image meant to throw her off her game. The next
      page seemed to explain further, presumably a printout from the same
      website as the image.

      "Is she a wife? A mother? A professional just doing her job? Taken?
      Unavailable? Not looking for a man? It doesn't matter. When she
      meets the right cock... She Will Serve."

      The next page, thankfully, was a typed letter signed by her boss
      rather than more obscene material. Gina scanned the short letter
      with her lips pursed, seeking the explanation for why he had given
      her a folder that was apparently filled with pornography.

      Harlowe,

      Mr. Cross is considering taking this website as a client. There
      have been some legal challenges in the past from the families and
      acquaintances of the women who "star" in the content hosted on the
      site. Although no legal challenges have succeeded thus far, Mr.
      Cross wants to make sure that he isn't opening himself up to legal
      liability by advertising for the site. Take a look through some of
      the provided sample content, the correlated legal cases, the
      documentation provided by the website, and any relevant case law
      and draw up an opinion on whether you think it is legally advisable
      for Cross Advertising to take on this client.

      FD

      With a feeling of sick fascination and her pulse suddenly drumming
      in her ears, Gina set that sheet aside, revealing an even more
      explicit image than the first one. It showed two photos side by
      side. The first photo on the left showed a cute woman in her
      twenties with a charming, dimply smile. It looked like a publicity
      photo for a business or a website. The woman was holding a bag of
      icing over a partially decorated cake in a sunny, brightly lit
      kitchen.

      Based on the photo to the right, Gina could only assume that it was
      a "before" picture.

      The photo on the right was framed differently, angled down as the
      same woman knelt in the middle of a circle of male legs. She was
      naked, and holding a small, cheap-looking store-bought cake in her
      hands with an expression of humiliated lust painting her blushing
      features. The men surrounding her were caught in the process of
      pumping their thick, heavy cocks. The photo was snapped just as one
      man shot a thick rope of cum onto the already sperm-slicked surface
      of the cake.

      Despite the illicit nature of the photo, it was still crystal clear
      and sharp: they were shooting for the website after all.

      With a roiling feeling of arousal and disgust churning her belly,
      Gina read the caption beneath the photos.

      "Jenny Velazquez was a highly rated baker when we first found her,
      with rave reviews for her sweet creamy treats, and an upcoming
      marriage to her pastry chef fiance. We decided to hire her for a
      little get-together of hung, dominant men we were throwing... and
      by the time the night of the party had arrived, Jenny had decided
      not only to provide the cake for the party, but to jump out of the
      cake herself as the entertainment! But don't worry, our party
      guests made sure she was well rewarded: they whipped up a creamy
      treat of their own for Jenny to taste, and made sure she enjoyed
      every last bite. Watch the video and view the gallery now."

      Gina felt her heart thumping in her chest as her eyes slid back up
      to the photos. It had to be just a sick fantasy that catered to the
      fetishes of the website users. The message implied that the owners
      of the website had found a mature, engaged, business-owning woman,
      and... what? Somehow confused or corrupted her within a matter of
      weeks into submitting to a degrading gangbang on camera?

      It made no sense, Gina insisted to herself. It was something out of
      an adolescent fantasy. This is how men like Victor wanted to see
      women, but it wasn't the way they actually were.

      More importantly, Gina wasn't like the woman in these photos, no
      matter how much Victor wanted her to be.

      Gina reached out and set aside the obscene website printout face
      down with a rough, forceful gesture. She was a lawyer, and she
      could control her personal feelings about this awful, darkly erotic
      website long enough to offer an unbiased opinion. Luckily, the next
      few pages were legal documents rather than screenshots of the
      website. Unfortunately, the documents didn't help Gina's growing
      sense of uneasy arousal.

      The fiance of the baker from the website had sued "She Will Serve",
      alleging that they had ruined Jenny's reputation and business. The
      suit failed, largely based on the fact that Jenny had given her
      explicit permission for the footage and images to be posted, and
      had refused to participate in her fiance's lawsuit against the
      website.

      Shockingly, Jenny Velazquez was the woman's actual, legal name. No
      efforts to disguise her identity had been requested or offered.
      Jenny had participated in a filthy, demeaning, cum-slurping
      gangbang using her real name and undisguised face, then consented
      to have it posted online.

      By the time she finished reading the documents, Gina's breathing
      was ragged and she felt an uncomfortable moist heat building
      between her legs. She had to be missing something. Swaggering
      douchebags like Victor liked to think that they could lead women
      around by the nose sexually... but they were clearly mistaken.
      Right?

      Gina suddenly had a burning (hot, wet, twisted) need to understand
      the case more fully. The printed documents didn't give her the
      necessary context. There was just one place she would be able to
      find more information...

      Gina flipped open her work laptop and called up the website for
      "She Will Serve". There was a paywall, but a quick inputting of her
      credit card details quickly took care of that. Soon, the full
      contents of the site spread out on her screen.

      She scrolled down the unlocked page, looking for Jenny. Pair after
      pair of before and after photos scrolled past. Always a smiling,
      innocent photo on the left, and a debauched, obscene photo on the
      right. Jenny wasn't on the first page, and at the bottom, the
      website showed that there were eight more pages of results.

      This whole website had to be fake. All the pictured women must be
      actresses. It might be possible to find one woman who was perverted
      and submissive enough to be tricked into this sort of corruption,
      but there was no way that whoever ran this website could have done
      this kind of thing so many times!

      Gina gave up visually searching and typed Jenny's name into the
      search bar, finding her immediately. Clicking into her page, she
      found a "training log" with attached videos, a detailed gallery,
      and a "finale video" of the final party that they had teased in the
      description.

      Gina clicked into the training log and read, her eyes sharp and
      focused, eagerly soaking in the information.

      In insulting, dismissive language, the writer of the website
      described how he slowly broke down Jenny's will, visiting her
      business frequently, acting pushy and forceful, but being careful
      not to go too far too fast, slowly mixing in subtle physical touch
      and flirtation. The message was clear from the very first entry:
      once Jenny had been "discovered", it was already over for her. She
      might as well have had a cock in her mouth already.

      Gina couldn't stop reading. Something about the story and its
      cruel, demeaning tone, was darkly compelling. She felt heat pulsing
      in her core as she continued to scroll, her eyes darting over the
      sickening story.

      She couldn't help but think about what Victor had told her the
      other day in bed... about "natural submissives". Women who had an
      inborn tendency to submit to powerful, dominant men. She obviously
      thought it was bullshit, but it was hard to argue with the evidence
      from the website. What if Jenny had been one of these "natural
      submissives"? That would explain why it was so easy for a man to
      corrupt her.

      The idea sent spirals of hot, squirming, sexual panic through
      Gina's belly. The idea of some women being this defenseless,
      completely powerless to stand up to sexually dominant men... in
      danger of giving up their lives and dignity, not through force, but
      because on some deeper level, they craved the degrading
      control...

      Gina hissed in surprise as she realized that her hand had
      unconsciously snuck between her thighs. The blazing spark of
      passion that her light, unthinking touch had caused snapped her out
      of her reverie. She was at work. Not only did she need to be
      professional, she needed to stay on top of her game in order to
      defeat Xavier and win the promotion.

      She made a massive effort to set aside the troubling, erotic
      implications of the website's content. Was the website legally
      blameless? It depended. Was Jenny fully aware that the documents
      she was signing could ruin her reputation? What kind of pressure
      had been applied to convince her to sign, if any?

      Gina's eyes strayed to the website again, half fearful and half
      eager to see more. If she watched some of the attached videos, it
      might give her a better picture of the situation. And, on an
      unrelated note, it would help Gina confirm that she was nothing
      like Jenny, and definitely wasn't one of these mythical "natural
      submissives".

      With furrowed eyebrows, Gina clicked on the first "training log"
      video attached to Jenny's page. And she was immediately lost in a
      dark haze of sexual confusion. The initial videos were shot
      guerilla-style by a cameraman with some sort of GoPro mount. They
      followed a tall, well-built, suspiciously familiar black man with
      his face blurred and voice changed as he interacted with Jenny.
      Gina, checking once again to make sure that no one was looking in
      her door, bumped the volume on her laptop up a couple of notches to
      hear what they were saying in the video.

      The first video showed the anonymous man visiting the bakery and
      making a polite, but direct and forceful request for a cake, and
      the follow-up videos showed his subsequent visits to Jenny's
      business. Jenny started out polite and professional, but over
      several increasingly heated visits to her bakery, she grew
      flustered, confused, and eventually, submissive. It was shocking to
      Gina how competent and intelligent Jenny seemed at first, but even
      more shocking was how quickly she fell.

      It seemed like after only a few visits filled with pushy male
      confidence, aggressive flirting, and subtle touches to her arm and
      lower back, Jenny was putty in this awful man's hands. Gina almost
      gasped with shock when the man with the blurred face ordered Jenny
      to her knees in the backroom of her bakery. Surely the man had
      overplayed his hand... it was far too soon for anyone but a slut to
      even consider complying with such an obscene command.

      But Gina could see the twisted conflict warring on Jenny's cute
      face. Gina felt her hand, once again with a mind of its own, slip
      back under her sensible business-like skirt, touching lightly at
      the soft junction between her thighs. On her screen, Jenny slowly,
      with her face beet red and ashamed, began sinking to her knees...
      and Gina's fingers pressed a little harder...

      "What are you watching?"

      Gina nearly jumped out of her skin, her hand flying up
      automatically and slamming her laptop shut. The breeze from the
      sudden motion sent several of the obscene printouts from her desk
      fluttering to the ground. In the doorway, Leon, one of her favorite
      paralegals, gave her a skeptical look through his thick glasses.
      His eyes flicked to the floor, taking in the pornographic pictures,
      and his confused frown deepened.

      "Research for a potential client!" said Gina in a falsely bright
      voice, her heart hammering in her chest and shameful adrenaline
      jangled in her veins. "Uh-huh," said Leon, his eyes sticking to the
      porn site printouts on the floor for a moment longer before rising
      back to meet Gina's.

      "Well," he said with acidic tone, "Frank said that I'm supposed to
      assist you today, so I assume it's for the same job... do you want
      me to watch porn as well?" Gina flushed a little at Leon's biting
      words. That was why she liked the older man: he had the same low
      tolerance for bullshit that she did, but that was coming back to
      bite her today.

      "No Leon," said Gina hurriedly, trying her best to maintain a
      professional tone, "Could you bring me information on recent cases
      related to releases signed for sensitive media, pornography in
      particular? I need to brush up on precedent."

      Leon raised his eyebrows but nodded. "Porn cases. You got it, boss.
      I'll leave you to your... work then I suppose." When he was gone,
      Gina covered her eyes and tried to get ahold of herself. This was
      all Victor's doing, clearly. He knew that leaving her with only a
      locked-up dick for a few days, then showing up and flaunting
      domination porn in front of her, would distract and arouse
      her.

      Gina would show him that she was a better, more professional lawyer
      than he thought. Now what should she do next...

      Gina looked at the remaining stack of sample cases from the
      website, then over to her closed laptop. The cases would be
      directly relevant, but she still felt like she didn't understand
      the full context of how the website operated.

      With a pulsing greedy heat growing inside her, Gina reached for her
      laptop once again. She would just look into one or two more cases
      from the website. Just to understand their way of operating. She
      could be professional about it, no matter what that asshole Victor
      thought.

      ...

      Daren leaned forward his his chair, his eyes locked on his
      daughter's reaction. Cassie sat with her mouth hanging open,
      visibly blushing at the crude message hanging on the screen. He
      adjusted his painfully tight chastity cage again, his mouth
      suddenly dry.

      "V-very funny guys," said Cassie uncomfortably, suddenly seeming to
      concentrate fully on the game she was playing. Despite her attempt
      to ignore the priority message and focus on her game, she didn't
      play any better.

      Daren could see it in his daughter's eyes. The same subtle,
      flicking burn he had seen that awful, erotic, unforgettable night
      when Gina was gone. Cassie was horny. The very idea was fascinating
      to him. Most women who were confronted with a demand to read out
      dirty messages would be angry or disgusted.

      So why was his little girl getting turned on instead... Was it
      possible that Cassie was a... slut?

      The idea was scary, and repelling and deeply, upsettingly erotic.
      Renee had been teasing Daren far too much about his daughter, and
      it was hard to completely separate his thinking about Cassie from
      the kinky sex games his mistress had been forcing him to
      play.

      A deep and irrepressible desire swelled up inside him. He needed to
      hear more filthy words pass between his daughter's innocent lips.
      He had to see how much they would turn her on. Daren needed to know
      if his daughter really was a dirty little slut.

      Daren opened the chat window that allowed him to cue the AI to
      events happening on the stream and instructed the chat to act
      annoyed and insist that "Kissy" follow her promise and read off all
      priority messages she received.

      Messages from the chatbots streamed by, and Daren watched as his
      daughter grew more and more flustered. Finally, with an expression
      of weak surrender, she gave in.

      "Ok, Ok! Jesus! she said, her voice a little wobbly from nerves.
      "The message says "When do we get to see your big... t-tits. Ok?
      Happy? And the answer is never. I don't know what kind of slutty
      streamers you boys have been watching, but I'm not that kind of
      girl. And I would appreciate it if you guys didn't use the priority
      chats to..."

      But Daren was no longer listening. Hearing his daughter make a
      crude reference to her own body, even if it was forced, had lit a
      strange fire inside him. It reminded him of when he had hidden in
      her closet, listening to her filthy conversation with Renee. As he
      was dwelling on the dark, erotic memory, Daren noticed something
      strange... he had set the number of bot viewers at one hundred,
      plus or minus five, but the current viewer count was displayed at
      one hundred seventeen. Daren's eyebrows furrowed in confusion, then
      with a swooping feeling in his gut, he realized what it
      meant.

      Cassie had attracted some actual viewers. Daren had just made his
      daughter talk about her big tits on video, not just to him and a
      group of AI bots, but to an actual live audience. It should have
      worried and disgusted him, but instead, the hot drumming of blood
      in his ears grew faster. Daren could tell his daughter to say any
      number of dirty things, and she would do it, even though she
      thought a hundred people were listening. Even though strangers
      actually were listening. Daren wanted to hear more. His fingers
      danced over the keys as he hunched over his computer, breathing
      heavily, looking exactly like the pervert Renee had turned him
      into.
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      A new priority message now stood out glaringly on the screen, a
      bright luminous blue, worth twenty dollars of Renee's money.

      Cassie's face turned bright red as her gaze fixed on it, and she
      was swiftly killed in the shooter she was playing as she lost all
      focus.

      "No way guys," said Cassie in a whining voice, "I just asked you to
      not write stuff like... like that." But Daren could see the signs.
      The new, filthy message had made his slut of a daughter even more
      horny.

      "Say it," he mumbled to the screen. His hand fumbled uselessly with
      his locked-up cock, providing a frustratingly inadequate amount of
      stimulation. His high-minded mission of saving his marriage had
      been completely forgotten.

      He almost jumped out of his skin when his phone went off. Feeling
      filthy and guilty, he unlocked the screen to see a text from the
      last person he wanted to hear from.

      [What's up, Hardon? Well... I guess that's a bad nickname for you
      nowadays isn't it, considering you've lost control of that
      dicklette. I'll have to think of a new one. Anyway, I'm bored and
      you've been holding out on me. Send me something else you have from
      your daughter. I know you have more, you fucking pervert.]

      It was from Charlie, Daren's high school bully and current
      blackmailer. Daren moaned softly to himself. He had hoped that
      because Charlie hadn't cornered him at work lately the horrible man
      had somehow lost interest. Charlie had seemed completely satisfied
      last week when Daren provided some nude photos of his daughter he
      had gotten from Renee, but it seemed like Daren's bully wouldn't
      stop until he got what he wanted... Cassie herself.

      Charlie's instincts were, in fact, spot on. Daren did have
      something he had held back from his coworker: a video of Cassie
      dancing naked during cheerleading practice. He could probably just
      send that and get Charlie off his back.

      But as he started to pull up the video on his phone to send,
      Daren's eyes flicked to his computer screen, where Cassie was still
      weakly protesting that she couldn't possibly read the new message
      he had sent. What if he sent Charlie a link to the stream? The idea
      was stupid. Dangerous even. But it sent a pulse of dark heat
      through Daren's veins. If it was hot to see Cassie sexually
      embarrassed in front of strangers, wouldn't it be even more kinky
      to see her degraded in front of a man who was scheming to conquer
      her young, innocent body?

      He shouldn't. It would be wrong, a needlessly helpful gesture
      toward a man with bad intentions. And, more importantly, a betrayal
      of his vulnerable daughter. It would directly sabotage his attempts
      to stop Charlie from getting closer to Cassie.

      It would be fucking hot, in the most fucked up way
      imaginable.

      Thinking with his cock more than his brain, Daren copied and pasted
      the link to his daughter's stream with shaking fingers. It was
      marked as seen in his conversation with Charlie.

      On the screen, Cassie, with a loud sigh and obvious discomfort and
      arousal, finally read the message Daren had just sent.

      "Those pretty lips look built for s-sucking... sucking cock," she
      stuttered, reading the message. "You guys are fucking gross, and if
      I keep getting messages like this, I'm never going to promise to
      read priority messages ever again."

      Daren's heads-up display informed him that just before Cassie had
      spoken, a real user with the screenname BigDikDaddy had joined the
      viewers.

      Daren's phone sounded. He felt sweat prickling on his forehead as
      he read the message from Charlie.

      [Creit where credit is due, Softie. You did good this time. This
      looks like fun.]

      ...

      Gina splashed water on her face and stared herself in the
      eyes.

      She couldn't say she was proud of the work she had gotten done this
      morning... In fact, she had gotten a little distracted truth be
      told. By the third time that Leon had interrupted her halfway
      through a pornographic video, she knew that her problem ran deeper
      than a simple curiosity about the operations of the website she was
      meant to be researching.

      Gina felt her frustrated libido roaring and burning inside her like
      a flame, threatening to consume her. It was all because of fucking
      Victor... winding her up with his awful, sexually dominant
      treatment, fucking her better than anyone had in her life, cutting
      her loose and not talking to her for days, then precisely
      targetting her with pornography he knew would trigger the fetishes
      he had been nourishing inside her. But it was also Daren's fault.
      No matter how sweet and supportive of a husband he was, Daren had
      failed to meet his wife's sexual needs these past few days.

      Gina didn't blame herself at all for spending almost an entire
      morning of work hours watching porn and stealthily masturbating.
      She had been manipulated.

      But that excuse wouldn't hold much weight with her boss. Frank had
      been clear: he expected an update on her case before lunch, and it
      was almost noon. Luckily, despite his growing disgust for her over
      the past few hours, Leon had actually been hard at work, and had
      found some relevant precedents that Gina would be able to present
      to her boss. It wasn't much to show for a few hours of work, but at
      least it would be better than nothing.

      So Gina took a deep, steadying breath, left the bathroom, grabbed
      the slim folder of Leon's findings from her desk, and headed to her
      boss's office once again, ready to use all of her rhetorical skills
      to defend her paltry work.

      But as Gina approached Frank's office once again, her nervousness
      ebbed away, replaced by suspicion and annoyance. Murmuring speech
      and soft laughter were still filtering through the door, just like
      they had been several hours ago. No way... while Gina had been
      struggling with shame and temptation, had these fucking men been in
      here the whole time talking, drinking, and relaxing during the
      workday?

      Gina opened the door with her eyes narrowed and her hand clutching
      the folder tightly.

      "Gina!" said her boss with friendly familiarity, 'We were just
      talking about you. Good to see you." His voice was just a touch
      slurred, and his lazy, arrogant eyes took their time scanning up
      and down Gina's body, giving his phrase a sleazy double
      meaning.

      The other two men in the room chuckled as if Frank had made a witty
      joke, also taking the time to check Gina out with insultingly
      direct stares. The distinct impression that Gina got was that, once
      again, her body had been the topic of conversation immediately
      before she entered. The open disrespect took Gina's breath away.
      Frank was a sleazy asshole, as evidenced by the fact he once made a
      pass at her, but he had watched his conduct around his subordinate
      carefully ever since. Until now at least.

      But something about the casual sexual disrespect somehow affected
      Gina in her current state. Despite her anger, Gina felt a surge of
      twisted arousal pulse through her as the seated men chuckled and
      undressed her with their eyes. She glared at Victor, sitting there
      with his usual smug smile. This was all his fault. He had somehow
      shaped Gina's sexuality for his amusement, and now he had infected
      people who had formerly treated her with respect with his brand of
      casual, domineering degradation.

      Well, if he thought that Gina would give up and melt into a
      pathetic, horny puddle of submissive urges, he was sorely
      mistaken.

      "I have an update on the research you asked for," said Gina
      sharply, brandishing the folder and unconsciously holding it in
      front of her tits like a shield. Something about the slimy, heated
      gazes of the lounging men in the room made her want to cover
      herself further, even though what she was wearing was completely
      professional.

      "Oh, that's great sweetheart," said Frank dismissively, waving a
      hand vaguely at his desk. "Just leave it there, would you? That's a
      good girl." His sneering, sexist tone made Gina bristle, even as
      her new submissive instincts twisted warmly in her belly at the
      sound. She was opening her mouth to angrily reply when Victor spoke
      up.

      "I know that you're not finished with your research, Gina," said
      Victor in a deep, smooth voice, "But I'd like to hear your initial
      thoughts on the website. Your... gut reaction."

      The sound of his deep, arrogant, manly voice made Gina feel weak
      for a moment as if she had been missing its sound all this time.
      His question seemed to strike tauntingly right at the heart of her
      shameful porn-watching this morning and made the lust burning
      inside her rage hotter. She suddenly felt horny, confused, and out
      of her depth. Once again Victor had managed to effortlessly make
      her feel like a child.

      "It's too early to form a legal opinion," said Gina stubbornly,
      fighting through the blush staining her cheeks, "Anything I said
      right now would be speculation."

      Victor leaned forward, the sight of his muscular physique pressing
      against the rich cloth of his well-tailored suit drawing Gina's
      eager eyes despite her desperate resistance. "Your personal opinion
      then," he insisted with a grin. "I need to be able to trust the
      instincts of my potential lawyer, after all..."

      "I..." said Gina, gulping hard. Filthy, red-hot images flashed in
      her mind like searing sparks. Woman after woman ensnared,
      corrupted, and used sexually with a look of humiliated satisfaction
      on her face: her memories of the porn binge she had been unable to
      stop herself from indulging in this morning. She felt like she was
      drowning in Victor's deep, dark eyes. She stopped pretending to be
      interested for purely legal reasons after a few videos, and began
      actively fantasizing about being corrupted, degraded, and owned
      like those women. She would never want that to happen to her in
      real life obviously, but the idea had a dark, erotic fascination to
      her.

      "I m-mean.. I think that..." she stuttered. Victor's mouth quirked
      up into an infuriating, knowing smile. Victor claimed she was a
      natural submissive. But that was bullshit. She would never give up
      her pride and dignity for sexual gratification. Everything she had
      done with Victor so far was purely logical, to save her husband's
      job and then avoid Victor's blackmail.

      She wasn't Victor's sex toy because that was what she wanted. Not
      in real life... even if she did fantasize about it.

      Xavier, that annoying little shit, snickered into his drink and
      said, "You were right, Victor. She watched it." Once again, all
      three men were chuckling, and Gina felt a consuming wave of burning
      shame that was frustratingly linked to the growing sexual need
      inside her. She responded with anger, her go-to defense
      mechanism.

      "Well, hot-shot," she snapped, rounding on Xavier, "Yes, in fact, I
      have been doing the research my boss asked me to do. And what have
      you been up to, sitting on your ass and drinking his booze?" Now
      Gina felt like she was on more familiar ground. She had trouble
      fighting back against Victor's underhanded sexual tactics, but she
      had never respected Xavier and she had no issue putting him in his
      place.

      Xavier shrugged languidly. Gina had always treated him with
      contempt, but he was too stupid and conceited to realize it
      usually. "Networking with potential clients is never a waste of
      time, Gina," he said dismissively. "But you're right that I've been
      too busy making Victor feel welcome to get most of my work done."
      He reached over to the table at his side and picked up a much
      slimmer folder than the one Gina had been given. "But since you
      mention it... would you be a doll and run a few copies for me while
      I'm busy? You know, since you are up and about anyway."

      What the fuck? Did this idiot really think his rival would run
      copies for him like a glorified secretary? Gina reared back, ready
      to give a venomous reply, when Frank spoke up. "That sounds like a
      lovely idea. A great way to show you're a team player, don't you
      think sweetheart?" Gina stared at him with wide eyes, her anger
      muddled with confusion. What the hell was Frank thinking? Did he
      really think he could get away with this obvious, degrading sexism?
      But, once again, just as she was about to give a heated response,
      she was interrupted.

      "You should do it," said Victor in a low, compelling voice. Gina
      felt her stomach drop as she silently turned to Victor, who was
      staring at her with an intense expression of interest. "It would
      show me how willing you are to... serve your client." Gina's mind
      flashed again to the women, dominated, pushed around, and degraded
      by powerful, disrespectful men. The very idea made her angry, and
      confused, and so fucking horny she could hardly think. She knew
      what Victor was suggesting... that by agreeing to this insulting
      task, she would be submitting... demeaning herself in a less
      serious, but similar way to what happened to the women she had
      spent the morning masturbating to.

      She couldn't. It was stupid. It would be an act of self-sabotage
      purely for the sexual gratification the humiliation would provide.
      The smug, self-satisfied smiles of the three men in the room made
      her sick... but they also made her pussy pulse with moist,
      humiliating heat. Victor spoke again, his voice like warm, smooth
      oil being poured on her soul.

      "Make the copies, pet."

      With half of her mind screaming in protest and the other half
      whimpering in submission, Gina reached out with a shaking hand and
      took the folder from the smug, reclining Xavier.

      "Ok, I'll make your fucking copies..." she snarled, unable to look
      at the smirking expressions of the seated men, "But just because...
      because..."

      She couldn't think of a proper end to the sentence. With a
      pathetic, frustrated sound that was almost a moan, she turned tail
      and left the office. Her now soaking wet, self-defeating pussy
      twinged as she heard the men laughing behind the closed door.

      ...

      Daren had just a moment to feel a pang of apprehension before a new
      priority chat popped up, glowing blue and worth twenty dollars.
      This one wasn't from him.

      It was sent by user "BigDikDaddy"

      [You like older guys, honey? DM me your number. After I'm done with
      you, you won't be blushing and stuttering when you say "cock" and
      "tits" anymore. I'll fuck that cute, innocent blush right out of
      you.]

      Contrary to Charlie's bold words, Cassie's blush only deepened. But
      this time, her eyebrows furrowed as well. Fuck. That clumsy asshole
      was going to screw up Daren's mission to slowly lead his daughter
      into corruption. Brutish, crude taunts like this would only make
      her dig in her heels. She wasn't slutty enough to go along with
      pushy come-ons from anonymous jerks.

      "Ok, enough," said Cassie angrily. "You guys have gone too far.
      Joking around is one thing, but if you act disgusting like this,
      maybe it's just better that I end the stream!"

      She was about to snatch the headphones off in a huff, but then
      another message popped up. Daren's eyes widened. The message glowed
      silver, sent once again by BigDikDaddy. It had cost him fifty
      dollars, above the limit Renee had set for individual donations by
      Daren.

      [Not so fast, sweetie. Everyone else is talking about your naked
      tits and sucking cock, and you just giggle and say it all out loud,
      but suddenly I say what everyone is thinking and I'm disgusting? I
      don't remember you saying you would read any message that wasn't
      "too gross". You said you would read them all. So when do I get to
      hear your sweet voice talk about how bad I want to fuck you?]

      Daren watched in horrified fascination as his daughter froze with
      her hands on her headphones. Her dilated eyes darted over her
      screen, taking in the demeaning, but expensive new message. Her
      cheeks were flushed, her lips slightly parted.

      Daren felt a dark twist of unpleasant arousal in his belly as he
      recognized the signs. An arrogant misogynistic pig was ordering
      Cassie around with a demeaning message... and for some reason, it
      was turning his daughter on.

      "You... you can't speak to me that way, said Cassie falteringly.
      Her heart clearly wasn't behind the protest anymore. She was losing
      her anger in the face of her arousal and greed. But Cassie was her
      mother's daughter. Even when losing the battle with her own
      submissive fetishes, she still refused to give up without a
      fight.

      "You shouldn't speak to any women that way, BigDi... I mean,
      viewer." Her hands fell from the sides of her head and she stared
      directly into the webcam, ignoring her game completely.

      Another message popped up from Charlie, once again for fifty
      dollars.

      [Yeah, yeah. But you aren't "any woman", are you sweetheart? You're
      a little slut performing to strange men on the internet for money.
      Here, I'll make this simple for you: you read one little message
      from me, and I'll pay you a hundred bucks. Easiest money you ever
      made. Deal?]

      Cassie bit her lip in a gesture that was as innocent as it was
      unintentionally sexy. Daren didn 't know why his daughter had
      become so focused on money, but she was clearly giving Charlie's
      offer serious consideration. Daren glanced over at the viewer count
      nervously. One hundred and thirty-six. At this point, Cassie had
      attracted a healthy audience of her own even apart from the bots.
      Probably because of the sexual teasing that even Daren found
      fascinating.

      On the screen, Cassie seemed to war with herself. She opened her
      mouth to talk, closed it again, then shook her head. Daren's cage
      felt tighter than ever before. His slutty daughter was trying to
      resist the urge to submit to the dirty request of an internet
      stranger.

      And she was clearly failing.

      "Well," said Cassie in a voice trembling with shame, "What do you
      want me to say? Maybe I'll th-think about it." Her eyes couldn't
      look at the webcam anymore and she fiddled nervously with her
      mouse.

      The message from BigDikdaddy popped onto the screen almost
      instantly as Cassie gave in.

      ["Fuck me with your big hard cock, Daddy."]

      Cassie's hand raised to cover her mouth in a cute expression of
      shock as her eyes widened. She looked utterly speechless. Daren
      watched in fascination, his eyes glued to the screen.

      This would be the true test of his belief that Cassie was too smart
      and chaste to go along with Charlie. For any normal woman, this
      sort of chauvinistic harassment would be beyond the pale, and the
      user who typed it would catch a ban.

      But as the moment dragged on, and Cassie's face filled with
      conflicted arousal, her breaths hitching and making her big round
      breasts heave enticingly, Daren realized with a crushing sense of
      disappointment and filthy lust that he had overestimated his
      daughter.

      "I.. I don't know if I... said Cassie hesitantly, her eyebrows
      drawn together and her hands now cupping her blushing cheeks. Daren
      noticed a few of the real viewers were urging Cassie to read the
      message; to keep her promise. In a haze of twisted arousal, Daren
      rapidly instructed the bot viewers to add their voices to the
      chorus.

      Daren was breathing heavily himself now, fumbling with the tiny
      slit in his cage to desperately seek some sort of stimulation. He
      didn't even know what he wanted anymore. He wanted Cassie to laugh
      off the filthy request in scorn and prove that his perverted bully
      couldn't push her around... but he also wanted to hear the filthy
      phrase Charlie had demanded in her soft, sweet voice. Maybe he
      wanted that even more than Charlie did.

      Cassie read the chat's demands with wide eyes, sunk her head into
      her hands with her elbows on her desk, took and deep
      breath....

      And looked up into the camera with upturned eyes cloudy with
      submissive lust.

      "F-fuck... Oh god...." She gulped, then began again in a voice
      trembling with nerves and arousal.

      "Fuck me your big hard cock... D-daddy." The last word was
      practically a whimper.

      The chat went wild, even with the small proportion of actual
      viewers. People typed that they just came, that Kissy was hot as
      fuck, that they had just found their new favorite streamer. Some
      people began sending spontaneous donations, and Daren seized the
      opportunity to send some bot donations as well, giving his daughter
      the impression that her dirty talk had caused an outpouring of
      enthusiasm and support. He watched as his little girl's eyes lit up
      with greed, almost but not quite drowning out the lust burning
      there.
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      And of course, Charlie was waiting to place the cherry on top:
      his new message blazed metallic gold, worth one hundred
      dollars.

      [Good girl. That wasn't so hard, now was it? But why don't we raise
      the stakes? If you get those big titties out, I'll send you five
      hundred.]

      The chat blazed with enthusiasm, but Daren shook his head wryly.
      Charlie had overplayed his hand here. He had already pushed the
      envelope to the brink. Daren waited to hear the outburst of
      indignant anger he was sure his daughter would voice at any
      moment...

      But it never came. Daren's heart pounded a sick, thumping rhythm
      and he felt a bead of sweat form on his forehead as his daughter
      bit her lip once again, her face locked into an expression of horny
      confusion.

      What the fuck?

      Just how much of a fucking slut was she?

      ...

      By the time she managed to run off some copies of the folder Xavier
      had handed her, Gina had gotten a hold of herself.

      She was furious at herself for letting Victor get under her skin.
      She had slipped up and let her submissive kink take control, and in
      the process, she had shown major weakness. Now there was only one
      chance to salvage this: Gina needed to stop letting her pussy do
      the thinking, focus on the technical legal question of her
      assignment rather than the pornography, and speak to, look at, and
      think about Victor as little as possible.

      Once again, Gina displayed her incredible talent for stubbornness
      and self-deception, calming herself and straightening her blouse
      before turning on her heel away from the printer and heading toward
      her boss's office with files in hand and a determined glint in her
      eye. Time to drop these fucking files in Xavier's lap and actually
      get some work done.

      When she opened the door to Frank's office once again, she was
      surprised to see her boss alone behind his desk. Victor and Xavier
      were nowhere to be seen. Frank looked up at her with a faint smile
      on his lips. Gina's boss had never been a bad-looking man. He had a
      certain tanned, artificial vitality that made him look younger than
      he was. Gina suspected that there must be some sort of plastic
      surgery at play there, but had never cared enough to find out. It
      didn't matter if Frank Driscoll was attractive in a sort of sleazy,
      dirty-old-man kind of way. It mattered that he held Gina's future
      career in his hands.

      "Dropping off your copies, Ms. Secretary?" the older man asked with
      a nasty chuckle. "Unfortunately Xavier's giving our new client a
      tour of the firm. You'll have to leave them at his desk. Or, if you
      prefer, those two will be back here eventually... so you could
      always wait here with me."

      Gina's mouth hardened into a thin line of disapproval at her boss's
      inappropriate tone. Although the haze of lust still clung to her,
      it was easier to ignore and fight through it without Victor in the
      room. Frank himself seemed different than before as well. His eyes
      still roamed Gina's body freely, but his attitude felt less nasty
      and mocking now. He seemed more serious, with an unpleasant heat
      blazing in his pale blue eyes.

      Gina made her choice, clicking the office door shut behind her with
      a sharp motion. She might be on a humiliating losing streak when
      going up against Victor, but Frank was another story. She was more
      than a match for her boss. This was a great opportunity to work on
      him without Victor there to distract her. She was about to
      demonstrate to Frank why she had earned such a ferocious reputation
      in court.

      "Cut the smarmy "man's world", act, Frank," said Gina, tossing the
      folder onto the chair Xavier had occupied and crossing her arms
      over her chest. "This isn't the fifties, and I'm not a meek office
      girl that will blush and bite my tongue when you slap my ass. Even
      you know better than to treat women this way. What, are you trying
      to impress the client?"

      Frank snorted, leaning back in his chair and finally meeting Gina's
      eyes directly instead of focusing on her body. Gina wasn't
      encouraged by what she saw there. Something had definitely changed
      in the chemistry between her and her boss, and she wasn't sure she
      liked it. "So... you want it all out in the open, huh?" said Frank
      with a nasty smirk pulling up the corner of his lips. "I'll bite.
      You know from experience that I prefer a... direct approach."

      Gina stiffened. Did Frank just fucking joke about the pass he made
      at her years ago? Frank's eyes didn't look away or flinch at Gina's
      expression. He really wasn't intimidated by Gina at all. What the
      fuck was going on here?

      "I got an interesting tip from one of my contacts at police HQ,"
      said Frank in an oily voice. "About a hooker calling herself...
      what was it?... 'Gigi Swallowes" I think." Gina's mind seemed to
      buzz into static for a moment, struggling to connect the words
      coming out of her boss's mouth with their meaning. "Wh-what?" she
      heard come out of her numb lips while her mind desperately tried to
      keep up.

      "But the funny thing is... this streetwalker looked just like a
      lawyer some of them knew. Funny right?" said Frank with a look of
      viscious amusement on his sharp face. He leaned forward across his
      desk, his eyes flickering once again up and down Gina's body. "They
      say that she orgasmed during her cavity search, Harlowe. Not even
      your average whore is that slutty."

      "I'm not sure what you're insinuating," said Gina sharply, working
      on autopilot. The cops had recognized her? But why hadn't they said
      anything? Gina suddenly knew with sick certainty that she had been
      set up that day in more ways than one. And now the game that the
      cops had been playing with her was bearing twisted fruit. Bluffing
      was the only way out that she could see. "If you're implying that I
      was arrested for prostitution, I can only say that you shouldn't
      believe every rumor you hear," she said dryly, doing an admirable
      job of concealing the sheer erotic terror that coursed through her
      veins.

      "Nice attempt," said Frank contemptuously, kicking his shining
      leather shoes up onto his desk. "But I've seen videos of the hooker
      in question, and I don't have any doubts. Should we watch it
      together so you can confirm? I have it on my phone."

      Gina's fear shifted into a weak, frustratingly erotic sense of
      helplessness. As she felt hot dampness growing once again beneath
      her skirt, she wanted to scream in frustration. Frank watched her
      conflicted reaction with obvious amusement from behind his desk.
      Gina had learned to forgive herself for losing to Victor by now.
      Her fascinating, evil new master was a cunning and intelligent man
      after all. But being put into this awful, submissive position by
      Frank of all people, a man she thought she had thoroughly beaten,
      was humiliating in a way that made her aroused and furious in equal
      measure.

      What if it didn't even take a man as dominant as Victor to put her
      in her place? Gina's mind flashed back to the website she had
      watched this morning once again, the collection of women
      effortlessly corrupted and sexually disgraced. Was Victor right?
      Was Gina actually a pathetic submissive like all those women?

      "I... what exactly do you want from me, Frank?" asked Gina
      miserably, unable to meet him in the eyes as her face burned hot
      with embarrassment.

      "Straight to the point," said Frank approvingly, 'I like that. I
      haven't decided yet. Obviously employing a lawyer that is known to
      the entire police force as a slutty streetwalking whore is a
      fucking liability."

      He raised a ringed hand and lazily waved Gina toward him in a
      breathtakingly arrogant gesture. "On the other hand, it sure would
      be nice to have a partner who I knew would do anything I say." Gina
      walked toward him with a sinking feeling in her gut that blended
      sickeningly with her growing arousal. When men got an ounce of
      power over her, it seemed like they always wanted just one thing.
      Somehow, Victor's insidious influence had made her into a sex
      object.

      Frank rose from his chair as she approached, looming over her with
      a look of open, aggressive interest in his eyes that triggered
      Gina's new fetish for domination. Her heart pounded as she stared
      up into his pale blue gaze.

      "Would you do that, Gina? he asked in a low, calm voice. "Would you
      do anything that I say?"

      "Frank, I... I..." said Gina in a breathy whine. She felt like she
      was sinking into a mire of dark, twisted lust. She couldn't do
      this. She wasn't the type of pathetic woman who slept with her boss
      to get ahead. She had cheated on Daren, but Victor was so strong,
      smart, and dominant that she couldn't even blame herself: any woman
      would give in to Victor, married or not. But to submit to a
      slimeball like Frank? That would just make her a cheating slut. But
      what choice did she have? In this moment, under her boss's gaze,
      with his threats hanging over her head and a damp filthy heat
      building between her thighs, Gina didn't feel like she had a choice
      at all.

      "...Yes boss," she said in a cracked whisper. "Wh-what can I do for
      you?"

      "Nothing too tough. I want an apology," said Frank with a smug,
      triumphant grin. "You turned me down for a harmless little makeout
      session a few years back. And what's worse, you held it over my
      head ever since. And now I find out that you're wrapping those
      sweet lips around any man willing to pay? That doesn't seem fair at
      all."

      Gina felt the crude gibe hit like a slap in the face. "I'm n-not
      a...!"

      "Shush," said Frank with a shake of the head. "You think I'm acting
      like it's the fifties? Sounds good to me. Let's treat this like a
      law firm from the good old days. That means pretty girls like you
      should be seen and not heard. Now. As I was saying..." He moved
      closer, now just inches away from Gina's crimson face. "...How do
      you plan to apologize for being a naughty little cock tease and
      denying me a kiss? Without the sassy backtalk this time,
      please."

      Her boss's face filled Gina's vision. She felt weak, and uncertain,
      and deeply, helplessly aroused. She remembered that night like it
      was yesterday. She had been so excited by how well the conference
      was going. She shared a drink with her "mentor" at the hotel bar,
      laughing and smiling. In the elevator, Frank had lurched toward
      her, his arms wrapping around her, whiskey on his breath. She had
      slapped him, hard. She had always maintained a secret smug pride
      over how well she had handled him. How she had said a firm no to
      her older boss and even turned the awkward incident to her
      advantage.

      Now Gina felt her pride crumbling as she realized what Frank was
      demanding from her. He hovered just out of her reach, his eyes
      mocking and triumphant. She could smell whiskey on his breath
      again. But this time, she wouldn't push him away. She couldn't, and
      not just because of the information he held over her head. She was
      caught in a swirl of submissive desire that Victor had forced her
      into.

      And the most humiliating part of this twisted reenactment of her
      boss's inappropriate come-on was that he was forcing her to make
      the move herself.

      Surrendering to her boss's perverse desires, Gina leaned forward to
      close the gap. She lightly tilted her head, and then her soft lips
      were pressed against her boss's, seeking and initiating the kiss
      that she had denied him years ago.

      Now that she had begun the kiss, Frank took charge, wrapping her
      arms around Gina's waist and pulling her soft body closer, crushing
      her breasts against him as his tongue slipped into Gina's soft,
      submissive mouth. Gina gave in to the shameful kiss, her tongue
      slavishly licking and swirling with Frank's in a sloppy, obscene
      makeout. It wasn't just a quick peck to satisfy his desire for
      revenge either. Gina found herself warming to the kiss, her body
      roaring with the filthy heat she had been fighting all day.

      It was so wrong. A clear violation of her marriage with yet another
      man. Yet submitting to an asshole like Frank only fed the dark,
      submissive fire within her.

      When Frank broke away from the kiss, Gina couldn't help but let out
      a whimper utterly at odds with the tough, professional persona she
      had always cultivated at her job. Her eyes were squeezed shut. She
      couldn't look at the man who had finally put her in her place, just
      like he had always wanted to.

      Gina jumped slightly as she heard the office door open behind her,
      letting in Victor and Xavier. She did her best to squirm out of her
      boss's gasp; she didn't want anyone to see her in this moment of
      weakness and submission. But Frank wouldn't let her go that easily.
      Part of the fun for him was showing off his conquest. His hands
      were as firm as iron on his employee's hips as the two other men
      entered, seeing Gina trapped in Frank Driscoll's dominant
      embrace.

      "Wow," said Xavier with a crude snicker, "Sorry boss, didn't know
      we were interrupting something. I hope you're not giving Gina a leg
      up in the competition due to... special considerations."

      "Not at all," said Frank smoothly, still refusing to release Gina
      from her compromising position. "This isn't about the promotion.
      Gigi was just apologizing for something. Isn't that right,
      Gigi?"

      Gina didn't think she could have felt more ashamed, but the casual
      use of her "hooker name" in front of other people made her want to
      crawl into a hole and die. She snuck a look at Victor and saw that
      he was wearing an expression of faint amusement. Gina suddenly had
      a flash of anger... Wasn't' Victor supposed to be in charge of her
      now? Why was he totally fine with watching other men sexually
      harass her?

      Frank finally released his grip, allowing Gina to step away with
      embarrassing haste. "So. I trust young Mason has brought you up to
      speed on our firm and the services we can offer you," he said
      briskly, turning his attention fully away from Gina for a
      moment.

      "Yes," said Victor with an easy grin, "And I'm pleased to say that
      you are perfect for my needs. Let's talk specifics. I'd like to get
      the contract hammered out today if possible." Gina felt her tense
      muscles relax. Now she felt more in her element. If Frank and
      Victor were going to do contract negotiations here and now, it was
      a major advantage to be in the room. Even with the disrespectful
      way they had been treating her so far today, she would have a
      chance to chime in and show how competent she could be.

      "But let's sober up a little first," said Frank with a snap of his
      fingers. His eyes slid over to Gina, his smile curdling into
      something leering and predatory. "Be a dear and go make a pot of
      coffee, Gigi. The men need to have a talk." And just like that,
      Gina's hopes were dashed once again. Of course now that he held
      power over her, Frank would take every opportunity to put her down
      and humiliate her.

      Gina stood in miserable silence for a moment, her old instincts
      rising up inside her, telling her to raise hell and refuse the
      misogynistic order. But then she remembered her lewd cavity search
      in the police station. And how Frank had a video of it.

      Gina wriggled a little, shifting her thighs to try to escape from
      the humid heat between her legs without success.

      "Y-yes, boss," she whispered with her eyes downcast. As she turned
      to go, Frank gave one last twist of the knife:

      "Thanks, Sweetcheeks. Hurry back now," he said, then he reached out
      and, in full view of the other two watching men, firmly slapped
      Gina's bouncy round ass to send her on her way.

      And all that Gina did as she walked on wobbly legs toward the
      office door was blush and bite her lip, just like the poor harassed
      office girls of years past, the women she had always looked down on
      as weak.

      ...

      Cassie stared down at the glowing gold message on her screen. Her
      heart thumped in her chest wildly: the money she had earned and her
      shame at how she had done it thrilled and disgusted her equally.
      Cassie's body was pulsing with reluctant arousal.

      It really wasn't what a good girl ought to feel. Cassie had been
      taught from the earliest age to defend herself and be on the
      lookout for strangers with perverted intentions. As far as Cassie
      knew, that was something that all women were taught: men had one
      thing on their minds, and you had to be constantly vigilant to
      ensure they wouldn't take advantage of you.

      But now, not only was Cassie failing to resist this anonymous
      stranger's disrespect, she was playing right into his hands; making
      a fool of herself by submitting to his filthy commands. And, oddly,
      the feeling of being pushed around by "BigDikDaddy" was...
      familiar? It reminded Cassie strongly of her relationship with
      Renee. The feeling of being led by the nose directly into sexually
      embarrassing situations while being unable to fully resist was
      exactly the same, despite the difference in circumstances.

      The comparison only made Cassie frustrated. She had put all of that
      behind her when she decided to resist Renee, hadn't she? But then,
      why did dirty-talking the camera in front of over a hundred viewers
      feel so right?

      She didn't miss this sort of humiliation. Of course not. Renee
      thought she liked this kind of thing. But Renee was wrong.
      Obviously.

      Cassie bit her lip and tried to focus. Her hang-ups over her
      stupid, sexy ex-friend weren't relevant to the matter at hand. Five
      hundred dollars to show her tits live on camera. It should have
      been an easy and automatic "no", but Cassie's head swam with a haze
      of arousal that made it difficult to think. She did kind of need
      the money... and she had done much worse than just show her tits on
      camera before.

      Cassie shook her head. Why was she even considering this? She had
      masturbated naked on camera before, but in that circumstance, she
      had been wearing a mask. At this point, her long, conflicted
      silence after the demeaning offer was making her look like a slut.
      One glance at the chat confirmed that suspicion. Massages were
      streaming past, all excitedly speculating that she would agree to
      get naked on camera.

      Seeing that offensive certainty from her viewers helped to snap
      Cassie out of her indecision. Some harmless dirty talk was one
      thing, but if she took her clothes off with her face visible,
      screenshots of the stream could end up haunting her forever. No,
      she wasn't stupid enough to show her tits on camera...

      But maybe there was something she could do that would keep her new
      viewers interested, and, maybe more importantly, preserve the
      fascinating thrill of the stream that was feeding her suppressed
      craving for exhibitionism.

      "I won't do that, BigDikDaddy," she said, raising an eyebrow at her
      webcam, "But I think I have a compromise that you will all be very
      interested in."

      ...

      Gina stared down as steaming hot coffee poured into the glass pot.
      Hot. Wet. Steamy. Her breath echoed ragged and rough in her throat,
      and it felt like her entire body was filled with aching,
      uncomfortable, shameful arousal.

      What the fuck had happened back there? She had folded utterly to
      her slimeball boss. Gave in to his degrading demand for an "apology
      kiss". And worse, failed to stand up for herself in front of Victor
      and Xavier. On one hand, her hand had been forced by Frank's
      knowledge about the police station incident. But that was a weak
      excuse. She could have insisted that it wasn't her. Or pointed out
      that the video was taken and shared illegally. She was a lawyer for
      God's sake, arguing people out of inconvenient circumstances was
      what she did for a living.

      But instead, she had submitted. There was no other word for it. She
      let Frank order her around. Why? Why had she become so weak lately?
      She no longer had the excuse that it was just a weakness for Victor
      in particular. She felt so stupid. So weak. So pathetic...

      Gina's hand, trembling and sweaty, touched gently on her inner
      thigh as she hunched over the brewing coffee. She slid the hand
      upward slowly, her pulse thumping in her ears and her eyes squeezed
      shut. When she touched her panties, the fact that they were soaked
      through made a fresh wave of shame crash over her. But even that
      light touch felt so good that she began to tug the sodden cloth to
      the side...
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      "Am I interrupting something?" said a deep, amused voice from
      the doorway. Gina whirled with a breathy, undignified gasp to see
      Victor, his arms crossed and that fucking cocky grin painting his
      face. The sight of him caused a contradictory spike of both anger
      and submissive longing in Gina's conflicted mind. But this was a
      good opportunity. Gina was eager for a chance to interrogate Victor
      without her boss or rival around. She tried to ignore the pathetic,
      needy feeling of joy at the sight of him after not seeing or
      speaking to him for the whole weekend.

      "What are you doing here?" snapped Gina, wiping her hand
      self-consciously on her skirt. "I'm sure you have all the legal
      representation you need already. Admit it, the only reason you're
      here today is to sabotage my career!"

      Victor just chuckled, entering the break room and closing the door
      behind him. "Me? Sabotage you? Of course not, pet. You heard your
      boss; he was planning to disqualify you from the promotion before I
      stopped by. I don't think that was a bluff. If anything, the fact
      that I'm here today was a benefit to your career." He leaned
      casually against the counter next to Gina. Despite an extraordinary
      effort on her part, Gina couldn't help but run her eyes approvingly
      over his manly, muscular physique.

      Victor waited until his pet's eyes met his again before continuing.
      "If anything, the one who's sabotaging your career is you."

      Gina stared at him in open-mouthed rage. "What?!? You stroll in
      here, say demeaning things about me behind my back to my boss, hand
      me a folder full of pornography, act all chummy with my
      competition, and I'm the one who's the problem? Fuck you, Victor
      Cross. I'm not dumb enough to fall for that."

      Victor raised an eyebrow at her heated outburst, not moving a
      muscle otherwise, completely unintimidated. "I won't pretend that I
      was wholly complimentary about you when speaking to Frank," he
      admitted dryly, "But when he suggested that I just hire Xavier
      right off the bat, I specifically requested that you be given a
      chance. So I consider that a wash. And as for the porn..." A smile
      crept over his face once again. "No one made you watch the porn,
      pet."

      Gina flushed red. "What sort of filth was that anyway, Victor?" she
      asked scornfully, trying to deflect from his point. "Be honest, is
      'She Will Serve' a website that you run?"

      Victor barked a laugh. "Why? Did it remind you of something I've
      done?" he asked with a cruel twinkle in his eyes. "Or maybe it
      reminded you more of yourself...?"

      Gina looked away. "I... I mean, of course not!" she said hotly,
      trying her best not to think of the filthy images from the
      website.

      "I wouldn't say I "run" the website, pet. I have much too full of a
      schedule to enter the business of porn-mongering. But what fun is a
      hobby if you never get a chance for others to see your work? Let's
      just say that my partnership with the website provides an
      opportunity for me to... display my craft. I knew it would resonate
      with you. You've been thinking about what I told you last week,
      haven't you pet? About being a natural submissive?"

      Gina squeezed her eyes shut and her thighs together, trying to
      somehow will the damp heat there to disappear. "It's not true," she
      whispered, half to herself and half to Victor.

      "You've told me your perspective on today's events, pet," said
      Victor in a rich, amused voice, "Now let me tell you how I see it.
      I gave you information about that sick, sick website. And you got a
      little curious." Victor stalked forward, and Gina gave a soft gasp
      and his bulk loomed above her. She had felt a twinge of submission
      when Frank had tried the same thing, but her boss was nothing
      compared to Victor's powerful animal magnetism. "You know, I think
      any well-adjusted woman would be appalled by "She Will Serve", pet.
      But that wasn't how you felt, was it? Not entirely. You watched all
      those poor women get tricked, and fucked, and degraded, and it made
      you all hot and wet. Am I wrong?"

      Victor's massive hand reached down, roughly burrowing up under her
      skirt. Feeling how hot and wet his submissive pet was. "Because no
      matter how much your mind fights against it, Gigi," said Victor in
      a low, compelling voice, "Your pussy is a lot more honest. Your
      pussy is a submissive little pervert that wants to be conquered and
      degraded just like the poor women on that website. And your pussy
      took over this morning, didn't it? You watched. And watched. And
      watched some more. When you should have been a lawyer, you played
      the part of a submissive slut instead. And that was just the first
      way you sabotaged yourself." Victor's thick fingers touched and
      probed Gina's shameful wetness, sending crackles of filthy pleasure
      through Gina's trembling body. She knew she should resist, prove
      him wrong by refusing to submit to his dominant advances, but
      instead, she spread her juicy thighs wider in silent invitation,
      unable to resist him.

      "You ran to assist your rival when he demanded it," continued
      Victor, his fingers worming beneath her soaking panties, touching
      her hot flesh directly, "Even when that was directly against your
      best interests. You made out with your boss that you hate, and let
      him demean you in front of your rival and potential client without
      saying a word. Why do you think that is?"

      Gina moaned, a sound of both despair and deep arousal. Her small,
      delicate hands rested on Victor's powerful arm thrust between her
      legs but didn't push him away. She felt her resistance crumbling
      inside her, and for just a moment, in the heat of her passion, she
      was honest with herself. "Wh-what can I do?" she asked in a
      conflicted whisper. "I don't want to be this way! I don't want to
      just l-let any man order me around because it t-turns me on!"

      "That is a concern," said Victor with false sympathy. "But don't
      worry too much, Pet. You might have submitted to inferior men like
      Frank and Xavier today, but it's not because they have what it
      takes to be your master. You belong to me. Don't doubt it. You
      submitted to them for another reason."

      Gina looked up into Victor's warm eyes with absolute trust. She had
      completely forgotten for the moment her resolution with her husband
      to fight back against Victor's influence. Right now, he felt like
      her only lifeline. "Why?" she asked with an edge of desperation in
      her voice. 'Why couldn't I say "no"?"

      Victor plunged a full, thick finger deep inside his willing
      captive, making her squeak with reluctant delight. "That's because
      of your other fetish, Gigi. You have to realize it by now... You're
      turned on by humiliation. By the thought of being corrupted and
      degraded. That was why "She Will Serve" resonated with you so
      deeply. You couldn't help but submit to Xavier and Frank because
      the very idea of them having power over you is humiliating. You
      don't respect them, so letting them win turned you on."

      "No," said Gina, denying Victor's words with instinctive
      desperation. "That's not true. M-maybe it's true that I have a
      submissive kink, but I don't like being disrespected or looked down
      on. I never have." But even as she said it, she thought back to the
      times she felt most turned on today. Watching the girls on the
      website be degraded. Inexplicably letting Xavier order her around.
      Submitting to Frank's harassment. It matched exactly with what
      Victor was saying.

      Victor watched the horrified realization in her eyes with
      amusement. "Funny isn't it?" he said smugly. "It turns out the
      sharp, powerful female lawyer who has built her life around always
      winning has a fetish for losing."

      "You," whimpered Gina, grinding her hips downward into her
      tormentor's finger, "You did this to me, you monster!"

      Victor chuckles. "Maybe I did. Or maybe I just uncovered something
      already buried deep inside you. But either way, I doubt that losing
      again and again to a man you are devastatingly attracted to helped
      the situation. The real question is, what are you going to do about
      this dirty little kink of yours now that you recognize it?"

      "I... I could fight back," said Gina. But her voice sounded weak
      and pleasure-tinged even to her own ears.

      Victor nodded, her fingers still rubbing and plunging relentlessly.
      "You could! You could buckle down on your work and prove your boss
      wrong. You could leave for the day and refuse to submit to this
      embarrassing farce any longer. You could tell me and Frank and
      Xavier to fuck ourselves in a dramatic flare-up that will have the
      office talking for weeks! Or... you could give into your worst
      instincts and see how far this perverted rabbit hole goes..."

      "Wh-what?" whispered Gina, her eyes wide and focused on Victor's
      smirking face. She was both eager and terrified to hear what he had
      to say.

      "Well, if losing turns you on... how do you think it would feel to
      lose an important battle you've been fighting for months? How do
      you think it would feel to lose utterly to someone you have no
      respect for? And not just lose, but have your face really rubbed in
      it. To be disgraced by someone utterly beneath you. Wouldn't that
      be the ultimate fulfillment of your fetish?"

      "That's crazy!" moaned Gina, her hand gripping convulsively on
      Victor's arm while her pussy humped his fingers. "I... I would
      never..."

      Victor withdrew his now shiny fingers and Gina let out a needy
      whine. "I'm not telling you what to do one way or another today,"
      said Victor, raising his slick fingers to Gina's mouth. She
      unthinkingly and obediently parted her lips, allowing Victor to
      clean his fingers in her slutty mouth. "This isn't an order. I want
      you to remember that later. I'll let you get back to your task.
      Think about what I said... and what will feel the best."

      He turned with a wink and exited the break room, leaving Gina with
      a roiling mind and an empty, needy feeling in her soaking-wet
      pussy. The coffee machine finally spluttered to a halt, leaving the
      pot full of steaming-hot, dark coffee.

      Gina leaned back against the counter and tried to think. What
      Victor had hinted at was insane. There was no way that Gina would
      be able to do something like that and look at herself in the
      mirror. It was ludicrous.

      She had a few minutes while the coffee was still piping hot. She
      needed to calm down and think clearly...

      Her hand slipped beneath her skirt as if it had a mind of its own,
      tugging aside her moist panties once again with need haste. She
      could quickly relieve herself while she thought. Gina was a
      levelheaded enough woman that a little self-pleasure surely
      wouldn't influence her decision on what to do.

      ...

      Cassie sat back in front of the webcam after stepping away for a
      moment. As she slumped into the chair, she couldn't help but be
      conscious of the extra jiggle in her chest region.

      Maybe this wasn't such a brilliant idea after all...

      When the pushy viewer named "BigDikDaddy" suggested that Cassie go
      topless, it seemed like a compromise would be the best way to keep
      her viewers happy while not being a complete slut. So Cassie
      decided to remove her bra (off camera of course) and do the rest of
      the stream braless in her t-shirt. It felt like the best of both
      worlds. She would give the horny boys watching her stream a
      harmless little tease while maintaining her dignity and remaining
      fully clothed.

      But now that she sat under the shiny eye of the camera, the t-shirt
      that had been so comfortable just a minute before now felt tight.
      She couldn't help but feel like it showcased her breasts a little
      too clearly, leaving little to the imagination. Whatever. It was
      probably just in her head. Above all, it was important to maintain
      a cool head and try not to get too caught up in exhibitionist
      arousal.

      Because, if, God forbid, her nipples started stiffening, the only
      thing standing between them and the horny eyes of her audience was
      a thin, tight layer of cloth. She tried her best to not even think
      about that possibility, in case it became a sort of self-fulfilling
      prophecy.

      But that battle became more and more difficult as time went on. The
      chat seemed to be wholly focused on the big teen tits pressing hard
      against their tight prison rather than the game Cassie was playing.
      Comments flew by rapidly, filled with crude descriptions of her
      body.

      [So fucking big and juicy. You really are a Goddess, Kissy!]

      [Mommy Milkers! Moo for us, Kissy!]

      [Oh God, I thought she must have gotten work done, but you can
      totally tell by the way they hang: those sweater puppies are all
      natural]

      [10/10, would suck.]

      They weren't looking at the game footage anymore. They weren't even
      looking at her face. The center of attention for the people
      watching her stream was her tits and nothing else. Shit. Cassie
      couldn't control the welling up of arousal inside her. The crude
      comments from the priority chats... being pushed around and
      humiliated on her own stream, having her breasts ogled by strangers
      on the internet... all of it blended together into a dark heat that
      Cassie couldn't resist.

      She couldn't hold it back anymore. She could feel her nipples
      beginning to stiffen, causing a vicious cycle. The fear that her
      audience would be able to tell that she was getting aroused just
      aroused her further, making her nipples react even more strongly.
      Before five minutes had passed, Cassie's large nipples pressed up
      obscenely against the thin fabric of her shirt, their size and
      shape painfully obvious. In a desperate attempt to distract from
      the rapidly hardening horny nubs on her chest, Cassie tried to
      engage with her tormentor.

      "Well BigDikDaddy?" she said with a challenging stare at the webcam
      that she hoped would draw eyes away from her tits, "Is this enough
      for you? Ready to put your money where your mouth is?" Cassie
      shifted her posture slightly, trying to subtly hide her chest with
      her arms without looking like a coward. She didn't even realize
      that she was now saying the obscene name of her tormentor without
      flinching.

      BigDikDaddy responded, but the message only glowed blue: a mere
      twenty dollars compared to his other extravagant donations.

      [Not bad. Nice nips! I bet they look even better without a t-shirt
      in the way. I'll consider this an appetizer for next time. Can't
      wait to see them stiff and proud in the open air.]

      Cassie shook her head and rolled her eyes to cover up for the
      twinge of embarrassment and arousal that shot through her at the
      user's condescending attitude. "Not a chance," she said, her voice
      firmer than she felt. "There's no way I'm getting naked for the
      camera, boys. Sorry to disappoint you."

      The chat lit up with annoyance and whining.

      [Aww come on! Give the people what they want!]

      [That's what every thot says at first. She'll be doing porn within
      a few months. Trust.]

      [What good are you if you won't show tits? There are thousands of
      mediocre streamers on here.]

      [Boooooo!]

      "Guys," said Cassie nervously, "B-be real, ok?" she shifted her
      body a little to try to make the stiff nipples a little less
      obvious but only succeeded in scraping the cloth of her shirt over
      their sensitive surface, sending an electric crackle of pleasure
      through her nerves. "I can't just go naked on my stream! It's...
      well it's against the Argus terms of service! I would be
      banned!"

      BigDikDaddy responded once again.

      [If you just give us a quick flash, then no one has to know. They
      can't check every second of every stream. Come on, Kissy. Just a
      little something sweet to reward your loyal viewers. Tell you what,
      my five hundred dollar offer is still on the table... and I bet
      other people would be willing to pledge more if you promise to show
      off your pretty tits on the next stream. What do you say
      boys?]

      "Guys... I really can't!" protested Cassie in a whining voice. But
      she felt that familiar feeling of erotic helplessness building
      inside her as she watched the comments pour in, insisting that she
      go further, promising more money, praising her looks, objectifying
      her in the crudest terms imaginable. Cassie couldn't help but flash
      back to her perverted masturbation over Randochat... how good it
      had felt to let strangers see her nudity while she humiliated
      herself for their amusement.

      How much more raw and exciting would it feel to reveal her naked
      tits... but with no mask preserving her dignity? It was dangerous,
      no doubt, but, In the grand scheme of things, a little over a
      hundred viewers was nothing. It was possible one of them would take
      screencaps, but, as risky as it was, the chances she would ever run
      into a viewer in real life were still next to zero with those
      numbers.

      And that wasn't even to mention the haul of money she could
      potentially get!

      Cassie licked her lips and glanced at the shiny eyes of her webcam
      nervously. She couldn't believe she was about to say this... She
      could feel the rapid pulse of blood in her erect nipples, pressed
      hard against the thin cloth of her t-shirt. Between her legs, an
      answering pulse of heat thrummed as well, responding with greater
      and greater need to her growing embarrassment.

      "I..." said Cassie, gulped, and started again. 'I guess if I make
      it really quick, and all of you promise not to tell... then I... I
      can show them for like, one s-second."

      Cassie's face burned and her nipples throbbed as the chat burst
      into wild celebrations. She felt dirty and used already, even
      before the promised reveal, but there was also a sort of twisted
      pride from being the center of so much positive attention, even as
      degrading as it might be.

      But suddenly the scrutiny was too much to take. Cassie's pussy was
      burning with a damp, insistent heat. She needed to get out from
      under the perverted eyes of her audience and process what she had
      just gone through... probably with her hand stuffed down the front
      of her panties.

      "That's all for today," she said with a wobbly smile at the camera.
      She couldn't even bring herself to read the chat as she rapidly
      signed off of the Argus program.

      As soon as she had closed the program, she couldn't resist anymore.
      Cassie plunged a hand down the front of her pants while the other
      rolled up her shirt, finally exposing her aching nipples to the
      cool air of her bedroom and her groping, pinching fingers.

      Her mind danced with images of horny men pumping their cocks behind
      glowing screens, all of them focused on her.

      ...

      Gina walked toward her boss's office with a wobbling, unsteady
      step. The coffee pot in her hand sloshed with hot, dark liquid, and
      her insides felt exactly the same.

      She hadn't reached any decision. Predictably, shamefully
      masturbating over the idea of degradation and losing hadn't
      actually cleared her mind or helped her process Victor's
      manipulation.

      But right then, as she approached her boss's office filled with a
      sense of horny dread, she wasn't focused on Victor. Her mind was
      occupied with Xavier Mason.

      Gina had despised Xavier ever since he was first hired at the firm
      two years ago. Men like him were eye-rollingly common in the legal
      profession. Entitled slimeballs who believed that they were God's
      gift not only to all of womankind, but to the legal profession as
      well. Men with wealthy, well-connected fathers who ensured that
      they never suffered hardship and disappointment. Whose main
      strengths were their money, their skin color, and the fact that
      they were born male.

      Some assholes of that stripe bucked the trend by being somewhat
      competent at their job. But not Xavier. He was sloppy and lazy.
      That would be bad enough, but the fact that his "charm" completely
      prevented others from seeing his incompetence was
      infuriating.

      And then there was his attitude toward Gina, his older, more
      talented coworker. It would have been tolerable if he was jealous
      of her, or annoyed by the fact that she knew she was better than
      him and acted accordingly. But no... Gina possessed a pussy, which,
      in Xavier's book, meant that she was a sex object just waiting to
      be fucked. No amount of chilly disinterest had been able to change
      Xavier's stubborn, misogynistic campaign to have sex with
      her.
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      In other words, a perfect storm of traits that made Gina loathe
      the odious man more than anyone else she knew. Submitting to his
      degrading demand to see and touch her breasts a few weeks ago was a
      moment of weakness that still sent a shudder of powerful disgust
      through Gina's core.

      But disgust wasn't all she felt when she thought back to how Xavier
      slapped her naked tits, was it? No... there was a terrible little
      twist of lust buried in that memory as well. When Gina really
      thought about it, she was horrified to find that Victor was right.
      there was something erotic about the fact that Xavier had beaten
      her. It made her feel helpless and ashamed and miserable and
      fucking horny all at once. Just the thought of that worthless
      little shitstain somehow getting the better of her was enough to
      send a sickening twinge through her pussy.

      Gina had been engaged in a tooth-and-nail battle to prove her worth
      for months, and a big part of her motivation for fighting so hard
      was to prove once and for all she was better than Xavier
      Mason.

      How would it feel to lose that battle? Gina desperately tried to
      force a certain reaction, to insist to herself that all she would
      feel in that circumstance was rage and disbelief. But could tell
      that that wasn't the reaction she would have to a humiliating
      defeat at Xavier's hands. She knew how she would really feel. She
      just didn't want to face it.

      Gina had reached the door of her boss's office once again. Before
      dealing with the results of her competition, she had another
      humiliating trial to face immediately.

      It was time to serve coffee to the men talking business like she
      was a glorified secretary.

      Gina awkwardly turned the door handle with a hand holding three
      mugs and pushed the door open with her hip.

      Inside, the three men were arranged just as they had been during
      the day, lounging at ease while she was hard at work.

      "Great, coffee girl's here!" said Frank with a nasty smile. "Just
      pour us all a cup dear, and then I think it's high time to settle
      this competition once and for all."

      The men continued to make small talk as Gina made her way around
      the room. She could feel all of them staring at her butt and trying
      to peek down her shirt every time she bent to pour their coffee,
      but at this point, she barely even felt angry; the disrespectful
      glances only served to further enflame her submissive lust.

      "Now that that's out of the way..." said Frank, taking an obnoxious
      slurp of his coffee, "Let's talk business. Xavier. Gina. I've
      observed both of your conduct today, and, honestly, I am leaning
      pretty strongly in one direction. But I'm curious how both of you
      feel about your performances today. Xavier? How do you feel you
      did?"

      Gina's eyes turned toward Xavier, sparkling with petulant hate. The
      slimy little douchebag smiled back at her, brimming with unearned
      confidence. He took a long gulp of coffee before speaking. "I think
      I showed real leadership today," he said firmly, his eyes glancing
      back and forth between Victor and Frank. "I built a relationship
      with the client, demonstrated my knowledge of the firm and its
      capabilities, and showed that I can delegate minor tasks in order
      tostay focused on top-level priorities."

      Gina had to bite her tongue to keep herself from angrily retorting.
      Was Xavier just bullshitting, or was he really stupid enough to
      believe what he was saying? It was impossible to tell from the
      stupid smug look of victory on his punchable face. But to Gina's
      horror, she saw Victor and Frank exchange a look and an
      unmistakeably approving nod. Her confidence melted away as Fank's
      cruel eyes turned toward her.

      "And you Gina?" he said in a calm, neutral voice, "How do you think
      you did?"

      Gina's mouth suddenly felt dry. She had done much better than
      Xavier. Hadn't she? But somehow, she knew in her soul that Frank
      didn't agree. That he saw her as pathetic and submissive, just like
      Victor did. Gina felt the deep throb of reluctant lust pulse
      through her body, centering on her pussy and rock-hard nipples.
      Victor wanted her to give in... to let the inferior man win. Her
      eyes turned toward Victor now. Her infuriating, handsome enemy and
      lover merely raised an eyebrow at her with the faintest hint of a
      mischievous grin.

      Losing to Xavier would be one of the most humiliating events of
      Gina's life so far, and considering the past few weeks, that was
      saying something. Gina licked her lips, tried to speak, then
      paused. Victor said that losing and humiliation were her new
      fetishes... That to be truly sexually satisfied, she should
      surrender and see how pleasurable true defeat could feel.

      It was such a breathtakingly self-destructive choice that it seemed
      almost too insane to contemplate. But, on the other hand, what if
      she was about to lose no matter what she chose? Frank had already
      shown his clear bias toward Xavier. Maybe there was, perversely, a
      certain strength in submitting to defeat in order to explore her
      fetish when she knew she would lose anyway. Since Victor planted
      that poisonous seed in her head, there was a certain twisted
      fascination to the idea of being deated so utterly and
      shamefully.

      "Well sweetheart?" said Frank in a voice dripping with amusement,
      "We're waiting..."

      Gina cleared her throat. Her gaze locked into the dark, compelling
      pools of Victor's eyes once more, then shifted to Xavier. She met
      his dull, superior gaze and felt another wave of distaste, but this
      time mixed with a sickening dose of submissive arousal.

      She couldn't believe she was about to do this.

      "I..." she said hesitantly. Squeezing her eyes shut, she let the
      rest of the horrible words tumble out in a shaky rush. "I think
      that Xavier deserves the promotion more than me."

      Gina felt the overpowering feeling of erotic embarrassment swell
      inside her, flushing her face and making her pussy throb with dirty
      heat. the silence hung in the stuffy office air for a moment, and
      then all three men laughed. Xavier let out guffaws of surprise,
      Frank snickers of sadistic amusement, and Victor a chuckle of deep
      satisfaction, but all three of them showed their mocking disrespect
      clearly through their reaction.

      "Wowww," said Frank, leaning back in his chair with a big
      shit-eating grin. "I never would have expected you to say that,
      Harlowe. You're right of course, but I always thought you were too
      proud to ever admit it. Well, go on then. Explain to us why Xavier
      is so much better than you."

      Gina felt like she would faint from the overpowering arousal and
      humiliation. God damn it. Victor was right. Why was he always
      fucking right? She really did have a fetish for losing now. The
      idea was repellent to her. She was the woman who never lost. She
      had built her entire adult life around it. But Frank had no
      intention of letting her lose with dignity. Gina had the sinking
      suspicion that her boss and her rival would wring every drop of
      degradation out of this encounter that they could. And that
      suspicion only made her more helplessly horny.

      "I... I spent the morning in my office..." Gina gulped heavily,
      unable to look her boss in the eyes. Even now, when explaining her
      own failings, it was difficult to admit how unprofessional she had
      been. "W-wasting time." she finished lamely.

      "Wasting time how?" demanded Frank in a hard, unsympathetic voice,
      his eyes alight with sadistic glee.

      "I was watching porn," said Gina in a broken whisper choked by her
      erotic shame.

      Frank shook his head with performative disgust. "You know, Gigi,
      when I saw that video that my cop buddy showed me, I thought there
      must be some kind of mistake. But I see now that that's not true.
      No self-respecting professional lawyer would orgasm during a
      routine police search. Nor would they spend company time jilling
      off to porn behind their desk. You know what we call women who do
      that, Gigi?"

      "Yes, sir," said Gina miserably.

      'What do we call them?"

      "Sluts, sir," said Gina, her voice taking on a slight bedroom rasp
      despite her best efforts.

      "Nympho Sluts, to be exact," corrected Frank sharply. "A woman with
      no control over her own perverted sexuality. I don't know if we can
      employ a nympho slut at this firm, Gina... but at least you
      recognize your own failings. Let's say that you're on probation.
      That means doing everything your superiors say. Do make myself
      clear?"

      "Yes, sir," whimpered Gina, utterly defeated and docile toward her
      formerly hated boss. She fidgeted like a schoolgirl with her hands
      clasped in front of her thighs... she was a little worried that her
      steadily leaking pussy might make a visible stain creep down her
      stockings at some point soon.

      "Your first command is to apologize to Xavier," said Frank in a
      forceful voice. "You've spent years talking down to him and
      disparaging him to anyone who would listen... when even you admit
      that he's been a better lawyer than you all along. Apologise, Gigi,
      and make me really believe it. That's an order."

      Gina's stomach writhed with deep embarrassment as she turned to
      Xavier, whose expression was locked into smarmy self-satisfaction.
      Even as she embraced her fetish for degrading failure, debasing
      herself in front of this little worm was still a bitter pill to
      swallow. Her eyes flicked for just a moment to Victor, who watched
      her discomfort with smoldering intensity. This was what Victor was
      talking about, right? Understanding her new sexuality by truly
      exploring how deep her fetish went.

      Humiliating failure didn't get much deeper than groveling to
      fucking Xavier... it was time to see how deep this twisted fetish
      could take her.

      "I... I'm s-sorry Xavier," said Gina, every word having to be
      forced across her plump lips. "I was wrong. You... are a better
      lawyer than me." She was almost hissing the words as she came to
      the end of the odious lie, her eyes narrowing with the
      effort.

      "Pathetic," said Frank dismissively, with a click of his tongue. "I
      told you I needed to hear sincerity. We need to find a way to make
      you really feel that inferiority that you're paying lip service
      to." His slimy eyes traveled down Gina's curvy body for the dozenth
      time that day.

      "I know..." he said softly, his wicked eyes locking with Gina's
      weak, submissive gaze. "Why don't you kneel?"

      Gina felt her knees wobble. This whole thing felt like it might be
      going too far. Suddenly the three men seemed like hungry wolves,
      and she felt more and more like a sheep. "B-boss, I don't know
      if..." she said in a trembling voice, desperately trying to derail
      the heated, predatory atmosphere before things went too far.

      "I thought I just said that you have to obey orders from
      superiors," said Frank with false gentleness. He rose from his desk
      and planted a firm hand on Gina's shoulder, steering her closer to
      Xavier's chair. "You said you recognize how much better Xavier is
      than you. We all want to see that you truly believe it." Behind
      her, her boss applied firm pressure to Gina's shoulder, bending her
      wobbly knees and pushing her down to land heavily on the ground in
      front of the grinning Xavier.

      "Now... show your new boss how sorry you are for ever doubting
      him," said Frank, bending to whisper in Gina's ear.

      "I'm so sorry, Xavier," said Gina with her face upturned to look
      into Xavier's gloating eyes. She knew that Frank was just being an
      asshole to rub in her defeat, but somehow, he wasn't completely
      wrong. Being in the position, physically beneath Xavier, really did
      make her feelings of inferiority and submission spike. Gina's eyes
      flickered down to Xavier's crotch, and she was unsurprised to see a
      bulge there. It made sense. He had always had an unreciprocated
      attraction for his beautiful older rival. Now that she was humbled
      and on her knees in front of him, of course he would have a
      physical reaction to his dominating victory. "I... I always thought
      I was better than you," said Gina humbly, "B-but I was wrong." The
      worst and most humiliating part of her speech was that her words
      were no longer one hundred percent insincere.

      If she could fail this badly and publicly, maybe Xavier really was
      better than her in a way she didn't fully understand.

      Xavier smiled broadly, just staring at her for a moment, savoring
      his rival's total defeat. Then he spoke, slowly and lazily, taking
      his time as he twisted the knife: "I don't think that apology goes
      far enough, Gina. You looked down on me for years, and the whole
      time you were a dirty slut. Well... I think that there is one way
      for a dirty slut to apologize that will really convince me that
      you're sorry."

      Gina was so far gone under the spell of her self-defeating spiral
      of arousal and humiliation, that when Xavier's eyes flicked
      meaningfully down to his crotch, it didn't disgust her, anger her,
      or even surprise her. Just as Victor had said, Gina's perverted
      pussy was in the driver's seat now, and her brains and pride had
      taken a vacation. She was a defeated, submissive, horny woman on
      her knees in front of a dominant, triumphant, horny man. There was
      only one way this could go: she needed to make her humiliating
      defeat complete. She needed to see how far down this perverted
      rabbit hole could go.

      The role of a dirty, submissive slut was to suck her conqueror's
      cock. She knew that at a level deeper than logic.

      None of the three men said a thing as Gina's trembling hands
      fumbled with Xavier's fly. It was an important part of Gina's
      disgrace: she had to do this herself with no further prompting than
      an ambiguous hint from Xavier. The choice to suck cock was all
      hers.

      Xavier's cock sprung from his pants, swiftly swelling to full size.
      It was big. Not as big as Victor's of course, but a lot bigger than
      Gina had assumed. She had always thought it would be poetic justice
      for a prick as big as Xavier to be poorly endowed, but the universe
      wasn't that kind. Her smug asshole of a professional rival had a
      big cock, and it was about to go right into her hot, wet
      mouth.

      The enormity of what she was about to do suddenly hit her, as she
      stared past Xavier's throbbing cock up into his stupid, punchable
      face. She was not only letting her despised asshole coworker win,
      but performing a degrading act of humble sexual service for him.
      She remembered all of the times she had haughtily turned him down
      even for after-dinner drinks, laughing behind his back at how
      clueless he was. Laughing about how she wouldn't even give him the
      time of day if she was single. Not even if he was the last man on
      earth. Xavier had such non-existent appeal that she had even told
      Daren about his pathetic wooing attempts. Daren was insecure about
      other men's attraction to her, but this had been a way to boost his
      ego: laughing with him about how deluded Xavier was to think he
      could ever get with her.

      And now here she was on her knees, her pussy buzzing from the
      thought of sucking him off. With a mocking audience of two other
      men. Could she really do this? If she went this deep into her new
      humiliation fetish willingly, would she ever be able to come back
      from it? Unconsciously, her eyes turned to Victor, silently
      watching from his chair. No matter what he claimed, this was all
      his doing. Before Gina met Victor, her workplace was antagonistic
      at times. Occasionally even sexist. But this day of sexual torment
      was all thanks to him. He had begun corrupting every inch of her
      life, and her prized career was just the next step.

      But in some twisted way, Gina still felt dependent on him... She
      craved the security of a big strong man like Victor telling her
      what the best choice would be. And besides, as unfair and twisted
      and disrespectful to Daren as it was, Gina had an instinctive
      feeling that she owed it to Victor to make sure he was ok with her
      sucking another man's cock.

      Victor stared at her and gave the tiniest nod of his head.

      Gina turned back to the throbbing cock in front of her, almost
      going cross-eyed. Her heart pounding in her chest, she rose on her
      knees, positioning herself for the humiliating service to come. She
      kept her eyes down, focused on the swollen cock head in front of
      her, unwilling or perhaps unable to meet her conqueror's gloating
      eyes.

      Holding her breath and feeling the eyes of three men on her like a
      heavy, burning weight, Gina leaned forward ever so slightly, Her
      plump lips scraped the bulging skin of Xavier's cock. She tasted
      the salty smear of his precum as she slowly sank her head downward
      toward his lap. She allowed the man she had disrespected and denied
      for so long to feel the softness of her lips slipping slowly down
      his stiff shaft as his sensitive cock head probed the hot, wet
      recesses of her married mouth. The filthy, taboo act of humble
      submission consumed her; lit her ablaze with lust that overwhelmed
      her reluctance and turned her into the slutty nympho that Frank
      accused her of being.

      She had become addicted to the humiliating feeling of defeat. All
      that she wanted now was to wallow in that feeling and see how far
      it could go.

      Xavier's thick cock hit the back of her throat, and she looked up
      at him with soft eyes made slightly misty by the cock stuffed deep
      in her mouth. When she made the eye contact she had been avoiding,
      the crackle of sexual energy practically melted her into a horny
      puddle. Xavier looked unbearably smug, but now that arrogance was
      exactly what she wanted. Gina pushed herself deeper, feeling the
      cock of the insufferable man who had defeated her stretching and
      claiming her tight throat. Finally, her plump, perfect lips sealed
      around the base of his cock, her nose nestled in his musky pubic
      hair. She could feel his pulsing masculine length, hard and hot,
      filling her mouth completely, silencing the acidic tongue that had
      mocked him so often. Her act of utter submission was
      complete.

      But Xavier obviously had no intention of leaving it at that. His
      hand reached down, trailing over the smooth skin of Gina's cheek.
      "I always knew that this is where you were meant to be, Gina," he
      said gently. "You always had some bullshit excuse about how you
      "were married" or "didn't find me the least bit attractive". But I
      could see the good little slut inside you. I'm happy that you
      finally know your place... on your knees serving your
      superiors."

      Xavier roughly seized the back of Gina's head and began moving it
      up and down his cock, using her mouth to masturbate himself. He her
      horny submissive state, Gina found the humiliating act as arousing
      as it was demeaning. Xavier was just treating her like she was
      beneath him, he was treating her like a piece of meat; a sex object
      meant only to pleasure his cock.

      "Tell me that I'm smarter than you, slut," grunted Xavier with a
      savage look of joy on his face, his breath hot and heavy. He pulled
      Gina's dazed face up off of his cock momentarily, her mouth
      dripping with saliva and her eyes hazed with overwhelming arousal
      as she gasped, "Y-you're smarter th..." He roughly plunged his cock
      back inside, turning the rest of her shameful statement into a
      muffled, wet mumble around his thrusting cock. He continued his
      brutal face fucking for a few more moments, then pulled Gina's head
      up again to say, "Tell me that I'm better than you!"

      "You're bet..."

      This time he barely waited before plunging his cock back into his
      rival's mouth, feeling her admission of inferiority vibrate on his
      cock. "Who's your boss, Gina?" he asked with a blissful grin. This
      time he let her get the whole sentence out, so that he could hear
      the sweet sound of her defeat ringing in his ears. Their eyes
      locked as Gina said,

      "You're my boss, Xavier."

      "That's fucking right," said Xavier, pumping his cock with the best
      lube on earth: the saliva of a married slut. "And now your new boss
      is going to cum in that snooty, too-good-for-me mouth. And you're
      going to swallow every drop like the obedient little employee you
      are. Understand?"

      So this was it. The dark, heated depths of her own personal fetish
      rabbit hole. This wasn't the most aroused Gina had ever been...
      that prize would probably have to go to when Victor fucked her last
      week, but it was close. She hated herself for how weak she had
      become, but she had to admit that before she met Victor, she had
      never been this sexually satisfied.
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      "Yes, boss," said Gina meekly, and opened her mouth wide,
      sticking out her dripping tongue.

      Xavier stood from his seat, pumping his twitching cock wildly as he
      loomed over his conquest. "Take it all slut! Every last drop!" His
      jock jumped and bounced, spraying ropes of cum down into Gina's
      slutty, waiting mouth, making his dominant victory complete.

      And like the good girl she was, Gina held the hot, salty goo in her
      mouth, patiently waiting for Xavier to finish. She knew what was
      expected of her. When Xavier finally shook the last few drops of
      milky semen into Gina's mouth, she steeled herself, tried to push
      down the roiling disgust and shame in her stomach, and swallowed
      heavily, feeling her enemy's thick jizz coat her abused throat as
      it slid down to her stomach.

      All four people sat in silence for a moment, processing Gina's
      slutty act of surrender. Then Frank slapped his desk briskly. "Well
      then!" he said brightly. "I think that that makes things clear!
      Come on you three, let's go."

      Gina looked up, her stomach rebelling at the thick load of cum she
      had just swallowed and her professional blazer flecked with thick
      saliva from her submissive blowjob. She tried to shake off her haze
      of arousal and process exactly what Frank was suggesting. "What?
      Where are w-we going?" Gina looked up to see Victor standing above
      her with a strange glimmer of pride in his eyes.

      "Where do you think?" asked Frank as Xavier rose, tucking his spent
      cock back into his pants, "We need to announce Xavier's new
      promotion, Oh, and Gina?"

      He turned back from the doorway with a sharp, predatory grin on his
      face,

      "I really think it would be best for you to make the announcement.
      After all, everyone knows that the competition got a little...
      heated between you two. We need to show the firm that there are no
      hard feelings, and I think that having you explain the reasons
      Xavier won would be helpful."

      ...

      Cassie lay back on her bed, her fingers sticky and her panties
      soaked. She felt spent... but also, strangely enough, she felt
      really good.

      Sure, she had said a few dirty things on stream, and the shape of
      her nipples had probably inspired more than a few jerk-off sessions
      for lonely men across cyberspace, but what did that really matter
      in the end? She was three hundred bucks richer! And if she went
      through with a brief flash of her breasts next time she streamed,
      she would make even more money than that.

      And, best of all, she felt satisfied. Cassie hadn't realized how
      desperate she had been for sexual release until she was
      masturbating. She really had to do better at recognizing and
      fulfilling her needs... But she had done it! And without Renee
      looking over her shoulder and steering her sexuality! That by
      itself was a step in the right direction.

      Cassie felt her phone buzz and looked down to see a notification
      from Argus... a friend request from user BigDikDaddy. She snorted
      and shook her head. So the pushy pervert wanted to be friends, huh?
      That seemed presumptuous. But... hey, why not? His antagonistic
      dirty talk had pushed buttons inside Cassie that she had worried
      only Renee knew how to reach. Having an anonymous internet friend
      she could mine for some masturbation fuel might be a useful outlet.
      She pressed "accept".

      And, speaking of Renee... In a fit of overwhelming confidence and
      good vibes from her deeply satisfying masturbation session, Cassie
      opened her phone and pulled up her chat with her ex-bestie.

      [I've made my decision. I want to be a part of the cheer squad. Hit
      me with the best initiation you've got, Renee.]

      She smiled to herself as she tossed her phone down onto the bed,
      bouncing up to change into something that wasn't soaked in feminine
      lubricant and put her bra back on.

      Unnoticed by her until a few hours later, Renee's reply popped up
      on her screen.

      [If you say so, Kissy] followed by a "blowing a kiss" emoji.

      ...

      "I... I just wanted to announce," said Gina in a voice that was
      much less firm and confident than usual, "That Xavier has been
      offered the position of partner." A sea of faces looked toward Gina
      from around the office floor, hanging onto her every word.

      Privately submitting to Xavier with just two other men in the room
      was one thing... even going as far as to suck his cock was more of
      a personal, intimate humiliation. Describing her inferiority in
      front of a crowd of her peers and coworkers was another flavor of
      shame altogether. It felt like Gina was becoming a sort of
      connoisseur of degradation.

      "You all know that he and I were competing for this position,"
      continued Gina, fighting to keep a tremor out of her voice, "And I
      want you all to know that there are no hard feelings."

      Gina took a deep breath and screwed up her courage. What she had to
      say next would be the hardest part. She looked over to Xavier, with
      his chest stuck out in an almost cartoonish pose of self-absorbed
      triumph.

      "I recognize now that Xavier is a better fit for the job... that he
      is a better lawyer than I am. And I will be proud to... s-serve
      under him." Gina could still taste the salty musk of her hated
      rival's sperm clinging to her tongue as she publically praised him
      and degraded herself. Around the room, she saw people smile,
      turning to each other to whisper and laugh.

      She saw little to no sympathy or surprise in their eyes. Gina had
      always been a powerful, strong-willed force of nature around the
      office, but when you are that uncompromising and tough, it turns
      out that people tend to celebrate your downfall. Gina stood for a
      moment longer, the blush growing on her face and the miserable
      blend of arousal and shame growing in her belly, before Frank
      finally brought her torture to an end.

      'Thank you, Gigi! Oops, I mean Gina. And if you all think that she
      just talked up her new boss in public, you should have seen her in
      private! Hurricane Gina gave Xavier an ego boost that neither will
      soon forget, believe me! Now come on up and congratulate your new
      boss, everyone!"

      The crowd moved forward, surrounding Xavier with handshakes and
      pats on the back. They completely ignored Gina. In many ways, it
      was a mercy after her public submission, but also was just one last
      twist of the knife. Now that Gina had so clearly lost, there was no
      reason to curry favor with her or act like they respected
      her.

      Gina felt a massive, warm hand on her shoulder. She looked up, her
      eyes a little misty, to see Victor's calm, smiling face. "Come on,
      pet," he murmured in her ear, "Let's slip away for a moment. I
      don't think anyone will notice."

      Gina wasn't sure exactly what they were slipping away to, but
      honestly anywhere felt better than hanging around and watching
      Xavier accept his congratulations. Besides, right now she was
      feeling utterly defeated, directionless, and deeply, helplessly
      horny. It was a relief to have a big dominant man like Victor lead
      her by the hand and tell her what to do after the crazy day she had
      just had.

      They didn't go too far. Victor led her into a dark conference room
      just off the office floor. He shut the door behind them, and the
      large glass window was already covered by one of the office's
      remote-operated window shades, leaving them in private.

      "Victor," said Gina wearily, turning away from him with her arms
      crossed beneath her breasts, "I'm not sure what else there is to
      say... I did what you wanted, and..."

      Then Victor's strong hand was on her shoulder, turning her around.
      His mouth was on hers in an instant, pulling her into a hot,
      searing kiss that made the fires of frustrated lust that had been
      growing inside her all day leap into full flame. She knew that she
      should resist. She had just spent all weekend reconnecting with her
      husband and scheming on how they could frustrate the dark plans
      that the Cross family had for them, and step one was not giving in
      to her shameful lust for Victor.

      But at this point in her day, Gina's will had been conquered. At
      least for now, she was like a wild horse that had been broken,
      saddled, and tamed to her master's will. Victor had swooped in and
      easily manipulated her into destroying her own career.

      And the whole thing had made her hornier than she could have
      imagined.

      Gina melted softly into her master's powerful kiss, swooning and
      feeling pleasantly weak as his strong arms supported her. It felt
      so fucking good to let go and give control to a powerful man like
      Victor, even if she recognized that he had bad intentions.

      Victor's soft lips pulled away from the hard, bruising kiss. "You
      were such a good little pet today," he said, his voice a low rumble
      that Gina could feel vibrate between his chest and hers. "You
      explored your true nature, just like I said you should. And good
      girls get rewarded, Gigi. What kind of reward do you want from your
      master?"

      Gina buried her face into Victor's thick, nice-smelling neck,
      unwilling to look into his eyes and let him see the naked feeling
      of dependence and desire she knew was burning there. He knew
      exactly what she wanted. He knew it before he asked the question.
      But making her say it was part of the game. Making the formerly
      proud, married woman admit her adulterous desires in order to
      receive her dirty reward. She hated the way he made her feel... She
      felt so guilty for doing this again behind her husband's back...
      But she could no longer resist. Her slow, deep erotic humiliation
      had brought her too close to the edge without satisfaction. She
      needed to orgasm, and she was with the man who had made her cum
      harder than anyone else in her entire life.

      "F-fuck me, master," she whimpered into his neck, savoring the
      sweet burn of her own humiliation as the word left her lips. She
      really was a weak awful woman to want a man besides her husband
      this badly. She had always scoffed at the women who found jerks
      attractive, or who pined after bad boys. But here she was, burning
      with shameful desire for a man she suspected wanted to corrupt her
      completely and turn her into a pathetic slut just like all those
      girls on the porn site.

      "As you wish, pet," said Victor. She could hear the cocky smile in
      his voice. He reached down and rolled her skirt up over her hips,
      revealing the tops of her stockings and her dripping wet panties.
      With one rough movement, he ripped her panties away entirely,
      exposing her puffy, oozing pussy and making his pet gasp with a
      combination of shock and arousal.

      Gina felt her stomach swoop and flutter as Victor pulled her toward
      the side of the room. Then, his muscles bulging and rippling
      beneath his shirt, Victor lifted her, pressing against the wall.
      Her heels dangled, then fell as her feet left the ground. She let
      out another half-moan, half-gasp as Victor planted a muscular
      forearm beneath her butt, suspending her high off the ground,
      pinned against the wall. It was a powerful display of Victor's raw
      strength. Once upon a time, Gina might have said that a musclehead
      showing off like this was only impressive to idiots... but now, the
      overwhelming, dominant power of her lover sent a flood of hot
      sticky juices dripping down her thighs.

      "Spread your legs pet," commanded Victor firmly. His eyes were like
      deep, dark pools, and Gina felt like she was falling into them. She
      parted her thigh obediently, a thrill of vulnerability spreading
      through her as she exposed her flushed and throbbing pussy to her
      tormentor's gaze. Victor's eyes traveled down to take in the
      delicious sight, then moved back up to Gina's eyes, burning with a
      new intensity.

      "I bet your poor little hubby has been trying his best to please
      you with his mouth, hasn't he?" he said with a chuckle. "I mean,
      what choice does he have since his manhood was locked away?"

      Yes," said Gina in a trembling voice, just a hint of defensiveness
      creeping into her tone, "He... he's been doing his best."

      "That little cuck's 'best' is worthless, pet," said Victor warmly,
      "And I'm going to teach your hot little body that lesson again and
      again until you can't even stand to look at the pathetic little
      worm between his legs. Here's your lesson for the day, Gigi. Let me
      show you how a real man eats his woman out."

      Gina let out a trembling moan as Victor's mouth closed over her
      sensitive, deeply aroused pussy, slurping and licking with dominant
      confidence.

      "Uhhhnn. Yes!" gasped Gina, her hands closing compulsively over
      Victor's head. "God! It feels... It feels so fucking good!" She had
      assumed that the reason that her husband's oral skills hadn't
      satisfied her was because she just wanted cock and a tongue wasn't
      enough, but Victor was proving her wrong. His tongue moved with
      lithe precision, wriggling and swirling over her sensitive lips and
      tender clit, plunging inside her before slipping back to tease and
      lick. Even in this task, Victor was simply miles better than her
      husband.

      The position helped as well. Gina felt completely exposed,
      dominated, and dependent while Victor's strength alone pinned her
      up against the wall. Normally, she felt like cunnilingus was an act
      of male submission, but this felt like the opposite. Even as he
      pleasured her with his skillful lips and tongue, it felt like
      Victor was in charge, feasting on her sweetness because that was
      exactly what he wanted. But even Victor's talent could only do so
      much for her...

      "Victoorr," moaned Gina, trying her best to keep her voice down.
      "Victor pleeeese! I need... I need..."

      Victor raised his head from her quivering, sopping-wet sex, his
      chin dripping with her eager juices. His grin had just the faintest
      bit of mockery in it as he asked. "What is it, pet? What do you
      need exactly?"

      This time, despite the squirming feeling of humiliation in her
      belly, Gina didn't look away. "I need your cock," she admitted in a
      quiet, heated whisper staring with submissive devotion straight
      into her dom's mocking eyes.

      Victor wasted no time, pulling her effortlessly into a bridal carry
      to move her to the conference table in the center of the room. Gina
      stared up at him breathlessly, stars in her eyes. Victor had held
      her up effortlessly while distracted for minutes on end. Her master
      was so strong...

      Victor set her on her wobbly legs, his firm hands pushing her down
      so her torso bent over the conference table and her juicy ass
      pointed upward. Gina no longer felt hesitance, or pride or
      reluctance as Victor's strong finger sunk into the flesh of her
      wide, womanly hips with a sense of ownership. Right now she was
      just a woman submitting sexually to a dominant, superior man, and
      nothing else mattered. Not her pride, or her morals, and especially
      not her marriage.

      "Say it again, baby," demanded Victor above and behind her. Gina
      could feel the thick head of his massive black cock teasing the
      tender lips of her pussy, which was still dripping with a mix of
      his saliva and her arousal. Her pussy responded to the teasing
      feeling with an almost painful sensation of emptiness. She had a
      bone-deep need to be filled. To be fucked. To be owned by her
      master.

      "Fuck me Victor. I need your cock," she said, louder and more
      confident this time. And, with a victorious chuckle, Victor granted
      her wish, sinking himself deep into her slick, clinging warmth in
      one smooth motion. This time, Gina was less successful at keeping
      herself quiet. A low, sweet moan slipped from her throat as
      Victor's cock filled every inch of her, stretching and conquering
      her in the way that had haunted her ever since the first time they
      had sex last week. She knew at that moment that she had been lying
      to herself. She would probably be able to successfully deny it
      again tomorrow, but in this moment she knew: nothing had forced her
      love Victor's cock. However evil he might be, she and Victor had
      undeniable sexual chemistry that Daren would never be able to
      match. Maybe no man in the world would.

      The sex was that fucking good.

      The table shuddered and squeaked as Victor fucked his pet up
      against it with long, powerful strokes. Gina's moans ratcheted up
      further in volume. This is exactly what she had been subconsciously
      craving all day. Seeing those women corrupted and disgraced...
      submitting to Frank... sucking Xavier's cock while he smugly
      celebrated his unearned victory... all of them made her want one
      thing above all others. To get roughly and dominantly fucked by a
      big cock. Doggystyle was perfect for what she wanted, being fucked
      down into a table at work in a filthy adulterous tryst was exactly
      what a nasty little submissive slut like her deserved.

      *Crack* Victor's palm flashed down, just hard enough to sting, his
      strong hand punctuating the humiliating submissive sex with a
      physical act of disrespect. "You did good today. Like I said, you
      discovered a lot about what you really are. So let's see what
      you've learned. What are you, Gigi?"

      "I... I'm your pet!" gasped Gina, her thighs trembling at the
      powerful pleasure roaring through her body. She arched her back to
      present herself to her master, trying to find the perfect angle for
      the plunging cock pumping in and out of her eager pussy.

      Victor chuckled. 'That's right, but we already knew that, didn't
      we? What else are you?"

      "I'm... Ahhhnnn... I'm a natural submissive," said Gina, her voice
      a blend of reverence and horror. She squirmed her wide squishy hips
      back into her master's thrusting cock in circular motions, trying
      to increase the incredible sensation of his cock stretching her
      tight married pussy.

      "Oh yes you are," agreed Victor. "You're just like those women in
      the porn that fascinated you so much. But that's not what I was
      thinking of. Guess again."

      "I'm a sluuutt!" whined Gina, her voice peaking to a near scream of
      pleasure. Her pussy gripped and milked her master's cock, desperate
      for his potent cum.

      "What other kind of woman would swallow the cum of a man she
      hates?" mused Victor. His hand slapped down onto Gina's fat ass
      again, a little harder this time. She let out a wail of tormented
      pleasure again, this time much too loud for safety. "But that's
      obvious pet. Here, I'll give you a hint... What kind of woman
      self-sabotages herself at every turn? Who has been so confused and
      corrupted by her worst enemy that she is addicted to failure, even
      though winning has always been the most important to her? What kind
      of woman would surrender on purpose, just to feel the sexual thrill
      of her own humiliation?"

      The massive, burning shame of the day crashed down on Gina all at
      once, overwhelming her with feelings of her own failure and
      inferiority. She had come to work today with the goal of proving
      her worth and winning back her self-respect. And she had failed
      miserably. Victor was right, Gina had always considered winning to
      be the most important thing in life. But losing to Victor again and
      again with constant sexual reinforcement had turned her into a
      pathetic pervert who got wet at the very thought of humiliating
      defeat.

      Gina humped her hips desperately back into Victor's thick cock,
      meeting his thrusts with perfect timing. Every nerve sang with
      submissive pleasure. She knew what he wanted her to say, but she
      was afraid that saying it out loud would make it true.

      But wouldn't that be the ultimate defeat? And wasn't defeat exactly
      what she wanted right now... when she was so close to climax?

      "I'm a... Oh Goooooddd Victor! I... I'm a Lossseeeerrrrr!" Her
      words dissolved into loud estatic moans as she felt Victor release
      inside her. Her own orgasm flowed over her with red-hot waves of
      pure sensation, shutting off all logic and pride as her moans grew
      louder and sluttier.

      Finally, she collapsed forward on the table, sweaty and spent.
      "I... I love you Victor,' she mumbled. In the grip of the
      continuing orgasm that sent tremors through her whole body, she
      didn't really know what she was saying, but deep in her mind,
      tentative connections grew stronger.

      *Whirrrrrrrrrrrrr*

      Gina looked up in muzzy shock as a line of yellow light crept into
      the room. The window shade was opening, inch by inch. Gina's eyes
      widened. "Victor!" she yelped frantically, "Where's the remote? For
      the shade?" She struggled to get to her feet, but she had just
      orgasmed so powerfully that he weak knees buckled, sending her
      slumping back to her compromising position on the table
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      It was too late. The shade rose, and Gina realized exactly how
      humiliating her tryst really was.

      The entire crowd of her coworkers stood just outside the window,
      looking in with mixed expressions of amusement, disgust, and
      arousal. Frank stood with the remote control for the mechanical
      blinds in his hands and a look of cruel amusement on his
      face.

      The adrenaline spike from seeing all of her spectators finally
      allowed Gina to stand up, but she wished she hadn't. Her skirt was
      still rolled up over her waist, so all that she accomplished was
      treating the office to a view of her well-used pink pussy and the
      thick trail of sperm oozing down her thighs. Behind her, Victor
      tucked himself back into her pants, apparently totally unfazed.
      Outside of the room, Frank raised an eyebrow and beckoned.

      Gina finally managed to tug her skirt back into position, and
      shakily walked to the door, exiting the conference room.

      "S-sir, I can explain!" she said, her voice still a little breathy
      from her orgasm. She wasn't at all confident she could explain, but
      she hoped her lawyerly skills could pull her through.

      'Oh, there's no need, sweetheart, said Frank brightly. "You treated
      us all to a lovely little concert out here. I think we all know
      exactly what happened."

      Gina heard the crowd titter and whisper. She caught the words
      'Married" and "Slut" and even "Snowbunny". Gina felt like she would
      die of embarrassment, and now that she had finally cum, there was
      significantly less arousal that went with it. "Sir, it was... I...
      it won't happen again," she said miserably.

      "No it won't," said Frank, with a shake of his head that almost
      looked genuinely regretful. "Because you're fucking fired."

      Gina felt the blood drain from her face. 'What?" she asked stupidly
      in a voice of stunned confusion.

      "I just told you a few minutes ago you were on probation for your
      sluty behavior," said Frank in a voice that made it sound like he
      was explaining to an idiot. "And then you fucked a client. At work.
      In the next room over from your coworkers. You're nice to look at,
      Gina, but I have no room for a piece of eye candy with nothing
      between her ears at the firm. Box up your stuff. In fifteen
      minutes, security will be here to escort you out, ready or
      not."

      "No. No, wait! Frank... Today was all a game, right? You know...
      you know that I'm a good lawyer! You know it!"

      But Frank was already walking away, throwing his arm around Xavier
      and leading him back to his office for celebratory drinks. The
      other employees turned away as well, leaving Gina alone with her
      stone-faced illicit lover, with her mouth agape and her world
      crashing down around her.

      ...

      Daren sat looking at his phone. A text had come in a few minutes
      ago from Charlie.

      [That's five hundred bucks off what you owe, Softie. I'm feeling
      generous. Push your darling daughter a little to stream again
      soon... I feel like this is going to be the perfect angle for me to
      get what I want from her.]

      He couldn't believe that he had been stupid enough to rope Charlie
      in on this. It had felt hot in the moment to expose his innocent
      daughter to that kind of sexual danger, but now here he was, sour,
      nervous and unsatisfied. The entire point of his daughter's streams
      was that he was in complete control, but now it felt like Charlie
      was the one who was in the driver's seat.

      And if that was the case, then Cassie was in a lot more trouble
      than she suspected.

      As he stared glumly down at his phone, a text came in from
      Renee.

      [Oh my God, Puppy! I just watched some highlights from the recorded
      stream. I really have to hand it to you: even I didn't think your
      daughter would go so far so fast. Honestly, I was going to say you
      didn't impress me and tell you to work harder if you wanted to fuck
      your wifey, but after seeing your darling daughter's slutty nips
      presented for the world to see, I've changed my mind. You earned a
      little conjugal visit, you horny little perv.]

      Daren's heart leapt, and he couldn't keep a smile off of his face.
      Well, despite his stupid risk of inviting Charlie, at least one
      good thing had come out of the stream today. [Thank you, Mistress!]
      he typed quickly, meaning it sincerely from the bottom of his
      heart.

      [Don't get too excited now. One night only. Talk to your wifey and
      see when works best for her. You don't want to accidentally double
      book with my Dad, because we both know which one she would choose.
      Anyway, let me know, puppy. Good night! Have some good dreams about
      Gina's sweet pussy. You earned it!]

      Daren didn't even register the gibes. He sighed happily, feeling
      his cage get tight again.

      Sex with Gina. Things were finally looking bright for their
      marriage.

      ...

      Gina sat on the curb outside her office, watching the sun beginning
      to set.

      It still didn't feel real. She had gotten so caught up in the
      sexual game Victor was playing that she forgot that it could have
      real consequences. She looked down at the small box of personal
      items on the curb next to her. On top sat a family picture of her,
      Daren and Cassie. Oh God... she had told them she would be working
      late tonight. What would she say when she got home? How could she
      break it to them that she had lost her job? Daren had a decent
      salary, but she was the main breadwinner.

      What was she going to do?

      A soft blip of a car horn made her look up. The dark window of a
      town car across the street rolled down to reveal Victor's face, for
      once somber.

      'I'm sorry that happened Gina," he said seriously. "That wasn't my
      intention. I did speak to Frank afterward, but I'm afraid he
      wouldn't budge."

      Gina drew her knees up to her chest and tried to focus on her anger
      rather than her fear. "It's your fault anyway, prick," she spat.
      "Your little sex game just ruined my life!"

      Victor raised an eyebrow. "I seem to recall someone begging me for
      what happened in that conference room," he said dryly. "But, to be
      fair, I know that you can't help yourself around me, and I
      encouraged it. So I do bear a little responsibility." Victor opened
      the car door, revealing the luxurious leather interior. "But let's
      not talk about lives being ruined. I would never let that happen to
      my favorite pet. Well, not ruined in a boring, mundane way like
      this at least. Come. Let's eat dinner and talk about the future. I
      can help you."

      Gina stared daggers at the horrible, handsome man who had ensnared
      her. Was he telling the truth that this was inadvertent? It felt
      foolish to trust the man who had gotten her fired to help her. Not
      to mention the fact that going to dinner with Victor would almost
      certainly lead to more dirty, shameful extramarital sex...

      But what other options did she have? She could always hear him out
      and say no. And in this moment of uncertainty and vulnerability...
      it really would feel good to have someone strong and capable
      telling her what to do.

      With doubt in her heart and a flutter of butterflies in her
      stomach, Gina picked up her box and crossed the street, entering
      the car and stepping directly into another trap.
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      "You've got this, Kissy," said Peter warmly, patting her on the
      shoulder. "Kelsey and I have your back. Next time we see you,
      you'll be a winner. Everyone in the school will know it. Renee
      Cross is going down!"

      Cassie smiled back at him, feeling fortified by his confidence
      and enthusiasm.

      But she was still a little nervous. She had talked a big game
      about defeating the cheerleader initiation and showing Renee that
      she wasn't afraid, but now that the day of the initiation had
      arrived, she couldn't help feeling a little anxious.

      Cassie knew better than most how ingeniously creative and
      twisted her former friend could be. Submitting herself to whatever
      demeaning humiliation Renee could come up with was like putting her
      head in a lion's mouth. But that wasn't Cassie's chief concern.
      After all, the entire point of going through with the initiation
      was to show she could handle whatever the cruel queen of the high
      school could throw at her.

      The bigger concern by far was the sexual fascination with Renee
      that Cassie had never managed to kick. Something about the sexy,
      mocha-skinned temptress turned Cassie on like a switch. That was
      what made her nervous. Renee knew how horny she could make Cassie,
      and she was smart and ruthless enough to take advantage of that
      fully in their little contest of wills today.

      Cassie looked over Peter's shoulder to Kelsey, her once-lost,
      but now-reinstated best friend. Kelsy looked as cute as ever, with
      her slim, graceful body leaned back against her locker. But right
      now her big green eyes were stormy and her brows were slightly
      crinkled, the way they got when she was holding something back.
      Kelsey clearly shared some of the same worries Cassie had. Cassie
      felt a warm wave of affection for her oldest friend. Cassie blushed
      and shook her head, trying to fight down the sudden hot, sticky
      memory of kneeling between Kelsey's slender legs, slurping at her
      tight, juicy pussy. That had been a mistake, caused by Renee's
      perverse influence. They had both forgotten about it. She and
      Kelsey were normal friends now.

      "It's going to be fine," said Cassie firmly over Peter's
      shoulder. Kelsey looked up into her eyes, startled. "I'm going to
      take everything Renee throws at me, and then we won't have to worry
      about her anymore. Everyone's finally going to realize she can be
      beaten."

      Kelsey flashed her a weak smile. "Yeah. I know Kissy," she said
      with a good approximation of confidence. "Knock 'em dead." It was
      obvious that Kelsey was still a little worried, but reassuring her
      helped Cassie feel more confident.

      Cassie straightened her shoulders, gripped her gym bag, and put
      on a determined smile. "Ok, guys," she said, nodding to her two
      best friends. "Thanks for all your help. Time to do this. I'll text
      you afterward to tell you how I kicked the wicked witch's ass."

      She left her friends behind, turned on her heel, and headed for
      the gym, ready for the worst Renee could throw at her.

      ...

      Kelsey watched Kissy stride confidently toward her doom, the
      smile sliding off her face as Kissy pushed open the door to the gym
      and passed out of sight.

      Fuck. She knew she didn't have any choice, but that still didn't
      make it betraying her best friend any easier.

      'Welp!" said Peter eagerly, rubbing his hands together with an
      eager smile. "So much for the easy part! Let's head to the boy's
      locker room."

      "I know," snapped Kelsey irritably, sweeping past him down the
      hall. "You don't have to remind me. And you also don't have to be
      so fucking chipper about it. We're stabbing our friend in the back
      today, remember?"

      Peter scoffed and hustled to catch up. "Well YOU don't have to
      be a bitch," he said sulkily. "Maybe I should tell Mistress Renee
      that your heart isn't in this..."

      "Like she would give a fuck," said Kelsey wearily, pushing open
      the door to the boys' locker room and gesturing Peter inside. "She
      only cares if we do as we're told."

      ...

      When Cassie entered the gym, the entire cheer squad was waiting
      for her.

      They were all dressed in their game uniforms, hair perfect,
      makeup immaculate. The very image of flawless, dominant, popular
      femininity. In the center of the group stood Renee. Confident,
      sexy, and poised, with a faint look of amusement on her perfect
      face. Melissa stood at her side, an arrogant sneer on her lips.

      If Renee was trying to make Cassie feel awkward and inferior
      with this little show of force, it worked. The entire squad watched
      her silently as she made her way across the gym floor, her shoes
      squeaking loudly in the silence.

      Finally, she stood in front of Renee, nervous but defiant,
      feeling the eyes of the entire gorgeous cheerleading squad falling
      on her like a heavy weight.

      "So you decided to come, Kissy," said Renee, her lips curving up
      into a mysterious smile. Cassie felt like she could fall into the
      wicked cheer captain's warm brown eyes. "I wasn't sure that you had
      the guts... but I'm glad you did." Cassie frowned. Daring to show
      up to her initiation was supposed to be a blow against Renee, but
      her gorgeous enemy was giving the strong impression that she was
      pleased to see Cassie.

      Whatever. It was a bluff. Cassie pushed aside her moment of
      doubt and squared her shoulders. Renee might feel confident now,
      but that was only because she was underestimating Cassie's resolve.
      Renee would change her tune soon enough... once Cassie defeated the
      worst trials she could come up with.

      "That's right," said Cassie, loud and clear, fixing Renee with a
      piercing gaze. "I'm ready to become a full cheerleader, as
      promised. Can we get started? I want to deal with whatever lame
      challenge you have planned as quickly as possible."

      Renee's expression of smug delight didn't shift. The gorgeous,
      evil brat clearly didn't believe Cassie's bravado. Being this close
      to Renee again and holding her full attention was intoxicating.
      Cassie tried as hard as she could to not run her eyes down Renee's
      wickedly curvy body, drinking in her chest and hips, temptingly
      displayed by her cheerleader uniform. It was easy to hate Renee in
      the abstract. Sitting and thinking about what Renee had done to
      her, Cassie understood how Renee had pushed her further and further
      down paths that she didn't want to go. But it was a lot harder to
      remember that standing here, staring into Renee's captivating eyes,
      tracing the curves of her plump, pillowy, smirking lips...

      Renee raised one perfect hand and snapped her fingers. "You
      heard the woman!" she said with a twist of amusement in her voice.
      "She wants to face the initiation head-on. Let's give her what she
      wants. Mel, show our potential member to the locker room. I'll be
      right behind you."

      With a predatory grin, the tall, shapely blonde moved forward
      from Renee's side, gesturing Cassie forward toward the women's
      changing room. The rest of the team trailed after them, oddly
      quiet, but with expressions of giddy anticipation that tied
      Cassie's stomach in knots.

      Cassie looked over her shoulder as they crossed the gym to see
      Renee standing with her phone in hand, apparently texting someone
      with a smile on her face.

      ...

      Peter looked down at his phone and excitedly said. "They're just
      getting started now. So we've got maybe thirty minutes tops. Time
      for final checks."

      Kelsey sighed and turned toward the room filled with a dozen or
      so senior boys. They were most of the varsity squad of the football
      team, and they had the swaggering, muscle-headed attitudes to prove
      it. Their charm wasn't improved by the fact that they were
      currently all horny as fuck.

      Kelsey couldn't believe that Renee had made this her job.

      "Ok, so," she said wearily, "One more time. Rules. Go."

      "No talking, or laughing, or noises of any kind," said one boy
      in a sing-song voice.

      "Uh-huh," said Kelsey. "And?"

      'No video," added another teenage Neanderthal grudgingly.

      "Yep, you'll have to buy the official edited version with
      blurred faces just like everyone else," piped up Peter. Kesley gave
      him a withering glare. Thanks for your input, little guy.

      "And most importantly...?" prompted Kelsey, pointing around the
      room with a fierce glare.

      "No sex," grumbled the assembled meat-heads.

      Kelsey could tell by the sullen glares that some of the boys
      might try to challenge that particular rule. Especially Bass
      Rivera. The huge offensive lineman had a nasty look in his eyes and
      a twist to his lip that made Kelsey think that he planned to have
      his cock deep inside Cassie by the end of the night no matter what
      anyone said. The huge mountain of a man was like a living
      collection of everything that was wrong with masculinity.
      Aggressive, crude, and unapologetically horny. Kelsey knew that,
      somehow, Bass had dated some of the hottest girls in school, and
      was never without some cute thing on his arm. She didn't understand
      it, personally. Sure, Bass had muscles to spare, and his face was
      decent-looking. But Jesus, ladies, have some standards!

      He intimidated Kelsey a little, but if he misbehaved after the
      initiation started, that was Renee's problem to deal with. And
      Kelsey had no doubt that Renee could handle even Bass with no
      issues.

      "That's right," said Kelsey, tearing her eyes away from Bass and
      addressing the group, "and remember: it's not me setting these
      rules, it's Renee fucking Cross. So if you want her to be upset
      with you, be my fucking guest." That shut the grumbling up. These
      boys were idiots, but not messing with Renee was the very first
      lesson that anyone attending Riverside High learned.

      It was a shame that her best friend, the smartest girl in
      school, had never bothered to learn it.

      ...

      Daren looked at himself carefully in the mirror, turning from
      side to side.

      He wasn't normally this obsessed with looking good, but tonight,
      every detail was important. Tonight, Daren was taking Gina out for
      a date. And then, afterward, for the first time in what felt like
      forever, they would have sex.

      The very fact that Daren was so excited to take his wife out for
      dinner and have sex with her was a little pathetic in and of
      itself. Both of those things were frequent occurrences for any
      average man and wife. But Gina and Daren's relationship had ceased
      to be average a while ago, and even something as simple as taking
      his wife to a restaurant and having sex with her could be crucial
      for them as a couple.

      Daren adjusted his painfully stiff erection for what felt like
      the dozenth time, making sure to avoid the sensitive head. He was
      on a special release from chastity for tonight only. Daren had been
      successful so far in not thinking too hard about how he had earned
      his release... It was freeing and exhilarating, but Daren wasn't
      quite prepared for how sensitive his long stint in captivity had
      made his penis. Even brushing up against his underwear seemed to
      set him off.

      He had been debating whether it would be a good idea to
      masturbate... just to take the edge off a little, but he was
      worried that once he got started, it would be difficult to stop.
      And the last thing he wanted was to be spent and limp when it came
      time to make love to Gina...

      Daren picked up the gift bag on the counter and took out the new
      bottle of cologne. It wasn't the same brand that Victor used; that
      had been far too expensive. But the sales clerk had assured him it
      was a VERY good knockoff. Daren tried to fight down his anxiety as
      he dabbed the new cologne onto his neck. He was well aware that
      Victor was poisoning Gina's mind against him. He trusted Gina. She
      was a strong and intelligent woman who was more than capable of
      resisting such manipulation.

      But that didn't mean that she couldn't use a little help.

      Tonight was Daren's chance to present his counter-argument. To
      show Gina why he was the one she had chosen. To leave her with
      fresh, positive memories that would push back on Victor's
      dismissive insults.

      Victor had already manipulated his wife into some sort of
      twisted sex contract. The battle for Gina's body had concluded in a
      humiliating loss for both Daren and his wife. But Daren could feel
      in his bones that Victor wanted Gina's heart and mind as well. And
      that battle was one he couldn't afford to lose.

      Daren tried to look brave and confident in the mirror. He nearly
      pulled it off... he thought. He tried to adjust the boner tenting
      his pants one last time to make it less noticeable, and turned to
      leave the bathroom.

      ...

      "Oooh, there's my handsome man!" said Gina enthusiastically,
      smiling warmly at Daren over her shoulder in the mirror as she put
      on her earrings. Daren smiled back, his chest puffing out subtly as
      he absorbed the compliment.

      Well good, he ought to appreciate it. Gina was only going along
      with this evening for his benefit.

      Well, that was sort of a harsh way to put it. Obviously Gina
      would be happy to have a romantic night out with her husband in
      normal circumstances. It was just that right now was maybe the
      worst time imaginable.

      Gina had decided to keep the fact that she had just been fired
      from Daren for the time being. It wasn't an easy decision: after
      all, supposedly they had just confessed all of their darkest
      secrets to each other and started a clean slate. But even though
      Gina knew that telling Daren was the right thing to do, she just
      couldn't bring herself to do it. Daren would no doubt panic and get
      stressed, which would only add to the difficulty of the situation.
      He wasn't exactly the most reliable in a crisis. She would tell him
      after she had found a new job and the issue was dealt with.
      Hopefully, Victor would find her something soon...

      That was another reason it was difficult to come clean with
      Daren about her temporary unemployment. For the past three days,
      Gina had been kissing Daren goodbye and heading straight to
      Victor's house rather than work. Victor claimed that he would be
      able to use his connections to secure Gina a job that perfectly
      matched her skillset. More importantly, he insisted that he would
      be able to get her hired without her new employer asking too many
      questions about how she left her last job. That was really the key;
      otherwise Gina would be happy to go job hunting without
      assistance.

      The daily meetings were supposed to be strategy sessions and
      updates on Victor's efforts to find her a job. But instead, each
      meeting had devolved into sweaty, passionate sex. It was
      humiliating; Gina found it impossible to control herself. It would
      be one thing if Victor commanded her to give him sexual favors: she
      was still under the blackmail-enforced contract after all. But
      frustratingly, he didn't even need to. All it took was a little
      light flirtation from him in his deep, powerful voice, and Gina
      began blushing, growing hot and wet between her thighs.

      So now Gina was keeping two dirty secrets from her poor husband.
      Not only was she not going to work, she was having illicit trysts
      with his boss on a daily basis. Right after finally coming clean
      about her coerced sexual relationship with Victor, she was straight
      back to keeping it a secret. For now at least.

      All of this combined to make her on edge, stressed, and guilty.
      Not exactly a perfect mood for a romantic evening. But she
      understood that Daren needed this. He had been emasculated
      viciously over and over in the past few months. He needed the
      opportunity to show that he was her man. Particularly in bed. Gina
      was still a little appalled that her husband had let a girl his
      daughter's age trap him in chastity. But that was why this couldn't
      be put off any longer. Frustratingly, Daren hadn't been able to
      negotiate a full release, just a temporary one. So if they didn't
      fuck tonight, Daren would be out of luck. Daren really needed to
      step up and handle Victor's bratty daughter. Maybe Gina should have
      a word with her...

      But regardless, Gina also wanted the opportunity to feel closer
      to Daren. Sexually speaking, she had practically been eating,
      drinking, and breathing pure Victor for over a month. She badly
      needed to reacquaint herself with her husband's tender, respectful
      lovemaking. In just a few weeks, her contract with Victor would be
      over, and she could finally pick up the pieces of their shattered
      relationship. Tonight would be a big first step toward that.

      Even if she was in a rotten mood for it.

      "You still haven't told me where we're going," said Gina warmly,
      moving up behind her husband and wrapping her arms around him. "Is
      it a surprise?"

      Daren laughed and turned to kiss her as he put on his tie. "Not
      anymore! We're going to Cassa Rossa, I know Italian is your
      favorite."

      Gina raised her eyebrows. He was right, it was her favorite. But
      Cassa Rossa was the same place Victor had taken her for their first
      date, the one he had won from her in a game of truth or dare. The
      choice was unexpectedly bold. Daren might be biting off a little
      more than he could chew by inviting a direct comparison with Gina's
      dominant affair partner.

      But maybe boldness was called for here. Daren was desperate for
      her to see him as a man. He wanted his wife to place him in the
      same class as Victor. Gina wanted that for him as well. She would
      do everything she could to see him in that light.

      "I'm impressed!" she said, squeezing her husband tight with a
      crooked smile. "Thanks for this, Daren. I'm looking forward to
      being... taken care of my man tonight." her hand slipped down to
      Daren's crotch to give it a quick, teasing rub. She was surprised
      to find her husband already fully erect. Wow! He was really excited
      for this.

      "I love you, Gina," said Daren in an intense voice, a faint
      blush staining his cheeks as he subtly pushed his hips forward into
      her hand.

      "I love you too, honey," she murmured, dropping her hand from
      her husband's stiffy awkwardly and turning away to fetch her heels
      from the closet. Daren let out a small sound of disappointment as
      she abruptly pulled away, but left things at that.

      They had to leave in just a minute or two to make their
      reservation time, that was why she didn't want to go any further
      with Daren sexually right now. It had nothing to do with the way
      his erect cock felt strangely small in her hand.

      ...

      Renee was feeling on top of the world.

      Silly little Kissy had caused her stress for a few days with her
      foolish rebellion, but today it would end with the chesty slut's
      humiliating public defeat. And poor Kissy didn't even realize how
      public it would end up being...

      Renee entered the girl's locker room to see Kissy standing stiff
      and nervous in the center of a circle of cheerleaders with an
      unconvincing expression of determination painted on her face. Renee
      stalked forward, taking her place at the front of the crowd and
      smirking as Kissy's wide blue eyes flickered down to her sweet body
      once again. The horny little slut couldn't help herself. How
      exactly did she expect to win if she couldn't keep her libido on a
      tight leash? The Harlowe family's talent for self-delusion never
      ceased to amaze Renee.

      "Enough intimidation tactics Renee," said Kissy firmly, her eyes
      shining with the arousal and fear she thought she was concealing,
      "Are you going to start whatever fucking game you have planned, or
      are you going to spend more time trying to scare me?"

      Renee grinned widely. Now that Kissy had played right into her
      hands, Renee didn't mind a little bravado from her victim. It would
      just make it that much sweeter when she groveled later. "We can
      start any time you want, Kissy," she said nonchalantly, "but you'll
      have to get naked before your initiation can begin."

      Renee watched carefully as Kissy absorbed her opening move. The
      cute, dark-haired beauty's eyes widened for a moment, then a faint
      blush stained her cheeks. This was where a smart girl would refuse,
      possibly ditch the entire initiation entirely. Kissy ought to know
      by this point how mentally weak she was when she got horny. In
      fact, a truly smart girl would have realized ahead of time that
      this initiation would be erotic torture, and wouldn't have sprung
      the trap in the first place.
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      But despite her grades, Renee didn't really consider Kissy a
      smart girl anymore. Thinking with your pussy tends to turn anyone
      into a bimbo, no matter how many "A's" they get.

      Kissy proved that she was exactly as smart as Renee suspected,
      first frowning, then letting out a huff of frustration, then
      swiftly tugging her long-sleeved sweater over her head, exposing
      her massive, bra-covered tits to the room of smirking, clothed
      cheerleaders. Kissy's face was light pink all over now as she
      fumbled with the clasp at the back of her bra, trying as hard as
      she could to not look anyone in the eyes as her bra fell loose,
      exposing her big beautiful tits, topped with pink nipples that were
      already stiffening. Clearly feeling the embarrassment of the
      cheerleaders' stares, Kissy clasped an inadequate arm over her
      chest, shrouding at least her hardening nipples.

      "D-don't you all have something better to do than w-watch,"
      stuttered Kissy selfconsciously as she shimmied her jeans down off
      her hips, causing her tits to jiggle enticingly beneath her
      covering arm.

      "If you think that this is bad, wait until we actually get
      started," said Melissa in an undertone, causing a wave of giggles
      through the watching girls. Renee shot her blonde second-in-command
      a glare. Now was not the time to spook Kissy and put her guard
      up.

      Because what Kissy saw next would be enough to spook anyone.

      Kissy finally dropped her panties, revealing her closely-shaved
      patch of public hair and a tell-tale glisten that indicated she was
      already finding the initiation arousing before it even began. The
      hand that she wasn't using to barely conceal her tits dived down a
      moment later, hiding her pussy from Renee's prying eyes.

      For now.

      "Let's go, Kissy," said Renee with a gesture. Kissy tilted her head
      in confusion. Renee wasn't gesturing her toward the gym like she
      thought, but rather deeper into the changing room, toward the
      showers. Despite this strange development, she wearily followed
      Renee, her hot, sweaty palms concealing her shame, but doing
      nothing to hide her jiggling ass from the eyes of the giggling
      cheerleaders trailing after them.

      Renee watched Kissy's reaction carefully as they entered the
      showers and the curvy, defiant sub saw what was waiting for her
      there.

      "No," said Kissy flatly, her eyes flashing with disbelief and anger
      as she turned toward Renee. 'I won't do it."

      Aha, there was that steel. Renee had learned in the past few weeks
      that, although Kissy was a marshmallow on the outside, she had a
      hidden core of strength. Renee had suspected that this step in the
      initiation process might be an obstacle...

      Firmly secured to two of the shower heads on the walls were study
      chains with padded leather wrist restraints on their ends. A
      spreader bar sat on the damp tiled floor, ready to be fitted on
      Kissy's slim ankles. The setup positively oozed sexual danger and
      the potential for humiliation. Enough that even a horny little ditz
      like Kissy was balking. Kissy's troubled eyes swung back to the
      chains and spreader bar, and Renee could see a shudder pass through
      her, raising goosebumps all over her naked body.

      She might be scared, but there was hunger in her eyes as well.
      Renee was confident she could convince Kissy to work against her
      own interests here. The little bimbo just needed a little
      push.

      "I thought you might say that, Kissy dear," said Renee with a
      performative sigh, crossing her arms beneath her round, full tits,
      squishing them upward slightly. "All the members of the squad need
      to put themselves in the captain's hands and obey without question.
      I never thought you could do that. You were the one who insisted
      that you be allowed to join."

      "Renee, this is insane," said Kissy in a voice that was probably
      intended to be firm, but ended up sounding more pleading. Renee
      noticed that Kissy's lower hand was now gripping even tighter
      between her legs... almost as if she was desperate to hide whatever
      physical reaction she was having down there. "If I did this... I
      would be putting myself completely at your m-mercy! You could do
      anything you wanted to me!"

      Renee chuckled, approaching Kissy with a slow, deliberate pace, her
      eyes locked with Kissy's in an intense, smokey stare. "That's
      right. That's the initiation. You need to put yourself in my hands.
      Completely."

      Kissy visibly gulped, her eyes darting over Renee's body and her
      face growing an even deeper shade of pink. "Well then... What are
      you planning to do to me? When I'm helpless? I m-mean... if I said
      yes," she added hastily, her voice trembling.

      Awww, poor little Kissy. Where was the confidence you had just
      a few minutes ago? "You don't get to know beforehand," purred
      Renee, reaching out a finger to trace teasingly down the pebbled
      flesh of Kissy's arm and sending another shudder through the
      pathetic little submissive's curvy body. "But don't worry. Your
      safe word is "albatross". It will be respected absolutely. If you
      say that word, the game will stop instantly... and you'll
      lose."

      A real, functional safeword was an important part of Renee's plans.
      Kissy had to know in the aftermath that this was something she
      could have stopped at any time, but didn't. Renee was confident
      that the word albatross would never pass Kissy's sweet lips.

      Renee let the moment hang in the air, watching with interest as a
      war played out on Kissy's cute face. She watched in real-time as
      fear and reluctance fought Kissy's libido and naturally submissive
      nature, and began to lose.

      Renee waited patiently as the other cheerleaders around her
      tittered and whispered, all eyes on the naked slut blushing in
      front of them.

      It was just a matter of time.

      ...

      Cassie's mind was working so hard she wouldn't be surprised if
      steam was shooting out of her ears.

      Putting herself in a position where she was bound, helpless, and
      completely at Renee's mercy was obviously a bad idea. But was it
      any worse of an idea than agreeing to the initiation in the first
      place? She already knew that Renee would throw everything she had
      into winning and forcing Cassie to admit she wasn't good enough to
      be a cheerleader. She also knew that, knowing Renee, the initiation
      would probably involve sexual teasing. So really, was this set-up
      any worse than what she had already imagined?

      Kissy's eyes flicked once again to the study-looking leather wrist
      bindings hanging from the shower heads. Her hand clasped tighter
      unconsciously on her moistening pussy. The very idea of being
      caught and displayed, utterly helpless in front of a woman as cruel
      and lovely as Renee... it filled her with a surprisingly powerful
      flare of twisted heat.

      She had no idea what Renee planned to do with her once she was
      bound, but she had no doubt it would be powerfully erotic. And the
      scariest thing was how badly a part of Kissy wanted that. She
      wanted to feel Renee's wicked little fingers on her body
      again.

      Cassie shook herself. It actually didn't matter what Renee planned
      to do to her. What mattered in the end was Cassie's goal. She
      needed to defeat Renee's best efforts to break her. She had staked
      her reputation on it. When Cassie became a cheerleader against
      Renee's wishes, it would shatter the Queen Bee's reputation for
      invincibility. In the end, the fact that the initiation was
      dangerous, humiliating, and made her shamefully horny made no
      difference. She knew this wouldn't be easy. But she had to do it
      anyway.

      Cassie let out a shuddering breath and said, "Ok. Fine, let's do
      this," in a cracked, dry voice, unable to look Renee in the
      eye.

      The assembled cheerleaders burst into mocking cheers and laughter
      as Renee touched her shoulder, guiding her toward the restraints on
      the wall. The triumphant grin on Renee's face made Cassie anxious,
      but she had no choice but to play along. Cassie swore to herself
      that she would win, and rub Renee's smug face in her defeat.

      Melissa came forward as well, the co-capatins standing on either
      side of Cassie as she tried to collect herself for the ordeal
      ahead, taking deep breaths and closing her eyes for a moment.

      Mel sighed impatiently, but Renee shushed her. "Give her time,
      Mel," insisted Renee, her eyes oddly serious as she studied
      Cassie's face. "This is a big step after all."

      Cassie's stomach roiled with fear and arousal and desperation to be
      brave. Well, it was now or never. It wouldn't get easier the more
      she waited. With a hot, liquid feeling of anxious lust squirming in
      her belly, Cassie released her sweaty hands from her breasts and
      vagina, slowly stretching them up in a 'Y" shape toward the wrist
      restraints. She blushed even harder than before as the assembled
      crowd of cheerleaders giggled and pointed at her stiff nipples and
      gleaming inner thighs. Her arousal at this predicament was plain
      for everyone to see.

      Renee and Mel moved confidently and quickly to strap Cassie's
      wrists in tightly, then knelt to attach the spreader bar to her
      ankles.

      It was all over in a matter of seconds. With her heart thumping
      loudly in her chest, Cassie experimentally jerked her wrists. Renee
      had prepared well. There was very little give; it would be
      completely impossible to cover herself until Renee released her.
      Her ankles were firmly held by the spreader bar; she had no way of
      closing her thighs either.

      The word "albatross" almost slipped out right then and there. Her
      nudity wasn't just exposed; her ability to move freely and choose
      when to cover herself was gone now as well. Cassie had never felt
      this vulnerable in her life. But her determination to win still
      burned brightly in her heart... and besides, standing here totally
      helpless with Renee's wicked, dark eyes studying her most intimate
      areas was... less unpleasant than she thought, even if it was
      intimidating.

      That feeling of erotic vulnerability only spiked as Harmony rushed
      forward, placing two objects into Renee's outstretched hand.
      Cassie's eyes widened as she saw what they were.

      A can of shaving cream and a disposable razor.

      "Wh-what are you doing?" asked Cassie nervously as Renee stalked
      forward, her hands instinctively clanking against her chains as her
      eyes followed the gorgeous cheerleader's progress.

      "Just the first part of the initiation, Kissy dear," said Renee in
      a voice of mock innocence, squirting out a healthy dollop of the
      cream onto her hand as she got alarmingly close to her chained
      submissive. "All new cheerleaders must go utterly hairless. Squad
      rules."

      "N-no Renee," said Cassie, the facade of defiance she was trying to
      project cracking, "That's going too far. In front of all these
      people...?" the last part of the sentence emerged in a miserable
      squeak.

      Renee cocked her head with a wicked smile. "Sorry babe, I couldn't
      quite hear you. Is that 'albatross' you said?"

      "No... but Renee..."

      The gorgeous cheer captain ignored her protests, her hand reaching
      down without further warning to smear the smooth, rich foam all
      over Cassie's pussy and pubic area. Cassie let out a strangled
      sound of shock, trying ineffectively to scoot back, or close her
      legs, or swat Renee's hand away. Her bondage prevented all three
      attempts at escape from the humiliation.

      As Cassie gasped, trying not to look into the glittering, amused
      eyes of the surrounding cheerleaders, Renee squatted down, removing
      the safety cover from the razor. Cassie's naked breasts heaved in
      passion and anticipation. Renee's dark, lovely eyes stared up into
      hers as she steadied herself against one of Cassie's trembling
      thighs with one hand... then slowly dragged the sharp razor across
      the bound submissive's soft mound, coming away dripping in foam
      mixed with dark hair.

      "Why?" asked Cassie, feeling like her whole body was blushing,
      pulsing with hot, rich blood as the razor swiped carefully over her
      mons pubis again, leaving only smooth, creamy flesh behind.

      Renee giggled as she carefully concentrated on her work. "Bush is a
      sign of maturity. Power. You're the newest member of our squad...
      if you pass that is. The lowest on the totem pole. And everyone is
      going to see that every time we change. All they'll have to do is
      take a peek between these thick thighs." She punctuated her
      statement with a slap at Cassie's thighs, making her yelp a little
      at the sharp sensation.

      Now the giggles and whispers of the other girls felt even more
      pointed and embarrassing. This wasn't just a random clean-up. It
      was meant to feel like an insulting demotion. A symbol of her lower
      status. With every scraping swipe of the razor blade, Cassie could
      feel the mocking eyes of the other cheerleaders boring into the
      soft, naked flesh between her legs.

      Renee seemed like an expert at the task, and it took her only about
      five minutes to clear away every trace of Cassidy's trimmed pubic
      hair... along with a great deal of her pride and defiance. When she
      finished, she wiped away the remaining flecks of foam and stood
      back to admire her handiwork with the other girls.

      Cassie felt like she was dying of shame as the entire cheerleading
      squad examined and admired her newly-bare pussy. Soft, creamy
      white, and silky-smooth. If this was par for the course for the
      rest of the initiation, Cassie was worried about what may be yet to
      come.

      "If you pass, you'll be expected to stay smooth and bare until
      you've earned the right to do otherwise," said Renee smugly,
      handing off the dirty razor and foam to one of the girls. "Ok, so
      much for the setup. Let's proceed to the main event."

      Another girl placed something else into her outstretched
      hand.

      It was a sleep mask: the thick kind that blocked out all light
      completely.

      ...

      Gina did her level best to keep a warm, happy smile on her face.
      This was ok. It was fine really. It was important to have
      reasonable expectations.

      Another waiter sped out of the kitchen, and the swinging door once
      again clunked into the back of Gina's seat.

      Daren must have caught his wife's flash of annoyance as her
      pleasant expression failed for an instant because he looked
      stricken and asked, "Are you sure you're ok with your seat? I... I
      could switch with you if you want!" The way he had to push the
      fronds of the potted fern behind him out of his face as he spoke
      didn't make his spot an attractive prospect either.

      Gina took a deep breath and gritted her teeth. "No dear," she said
      in a sunny voice, "The seat doesn't bother me. What matters is that
      we're here together."

      Cassa Rossa was an upscale establishment, but apparently even they
      weren't above squeezing in more tables than could comfortably fit
      on the restaurant floor. Gina had expected Daren to say something
      when the maitre d' led them to the unacceptable table, but he had
      simply sat down with a sour expression on his face. When Gina came
      here with Victor, they sat at a table larger than they needed in a
      secluded corner: the best seat in the house.

      But she couldn't blame Daren for that; her husband simply didn't
      have the money or connections that his boss did.

      Finally, the waiter approached their table, with an air of studied
      indifference. 'Sir, Madame," he said with a brief, insincere smile,
      "So sorry for the wait. What can I get you to drink?"

      Gina glanced at her husband, wondering if he was going to say
      anything about the half-hour wait. But Daren had his nose buried in
      the wine list. "Ummm, I thought the Mont Chevalier Cabernet looked
      good," he said mildly, "but I don't see any prices listed..."

      The waiter let out a small, muffled sound that was halfway between
      a scoff and a laugh. "That particular wine is two hundred a bottle,
      sir," he said in an oily voice. "Is that what you would like to
      order?"

      Daren looked taken aback at the price. "Oh! Well, uh, that may be a
      little out of my price range. I'm no connoisseur. Fancy wine would
      be wasted on me. Do you have anything that is maybe a
      little..."

      Gina's hand went to her forehead in embarrassment. She felt like
      the other nearby tables were watching them. Why would Daren take
      her to an expensive restaurant and then publicly complain about not
      being able to afford it?

      The waiter was clearly grinning down at his notebook as he
      murmured, "We have a house red at fifty dollars a bottle that may
      meet your... high standards, sir."

      "Sure," said Daren, looking visibly and embarrassingly unhappy at
      the price of the worst bottle of wine in the house. "And could we
      get an order of breadsticks?"

      Gina heard a muffled laugh from a table over.

      "We don't serve bread sticks, I'm afraid, but I encourage you to
      review our antipasto menu at your leisure," said the waiter
      smoothly, his face returning to a cool expressionlessness. "I will
      return shortly."

      The wine turned out to be disappointing. Probably not even worth
      the fifty dollars Daren paid for it. Luckily, the conversation was
      better than the wine.

      "No way," said Gina with a snort, taking another sip of the sub-par
      wine. "You're making it up."

      "I swear!" said Daren with a chuckle of his own. "I read all about
      it the other day. White wine causes fewer hangovers. Less tannins,
      less alcohol. It's science."

      Gina shook her head with a warm smile, reaching across the table to
      take her husband's hand. She enjoyed just spending time with him.
      They had been so confused and stressed by all this Cross bullshit
      lately that they hadn't done this enough. It was true that their
      relationship had had its rough spots, but there was a reason that
      they had stayed together so long through thick and thin. Daren
      could be frustrating, but he was smart and kind and filled with
      curiosity and wonder at the world. It was something that Gina
      thought she lacked sometimes, and Daren helped her stop and smell
      the roses.

      "Well then maybe we should have ordered the white," said Gina
      lightly, taking another sip and trying not to make a face. "Or are
      you trying to get me drunk and have your way with me,
      mister?"

      "Guilty," said Daren with a laugh. There was a spark in his eyes as
      he squeezed her hand, saying, "Hey babe, let's go to a wine tasting
      together when we take care of all this... unpleasantness. Better
      yet: let's go to a wine tasting in Italy. Cassie will be off to
      college soon... it will be just you and me, together."

      Gina probably should have objected on financial grounds alone...
      but Daren was so excited and sincere that she couldn't bear to
      disappoint him. Besides, in this sweet, tender moment, shhe would
      say anything to make them feel closer.

      "I'd like that, babe," she said gently, leaning across the table to
      give her husband a sweet, chaste kiss on the lips, sealing the
      intimate moment.

      They sat for a moment just looking into each other's eyes with
      smiles on their faces, feeling pleased with each other's company.
      And then the moment was spoiled by an unfortunate call back to
      reality.

      "So, how are things going at work?" asked Daren brightly, pushing
      the fern out of his face, "have you finally beat that little worm
      Xavier and claimed your promotion?"

      Gina took a sip of wine to cover her expression as the vivid memory
      of sucking Xavier Mason's cock and publically surrendering to him
      flooded her mind. No, far from beating Xavier, it was she who
      experienced humiliating defeat, shortly before she was fired.

      But that wasn't something Daren needed to know. "It's fine," she
      lied smoothly, "No progress yet. I'll let you know. How about you?
      How is work going?"

      Gina noted a twist of Daren's lip as well as he said vaguely, "Oh,
      well. You know. Same old, same old," before drifting off into
      silence. Interesting. Was Daren hiding something about work from
      her as well? Gina imagined it must be unpleasant to work under
      someone who was fucking your wife. Whatever it was, it couldn't be
      as bad as what had happened to Gina.

      Silence fell between them, but this time stiff and awkward rather
      than comfortable and loving. Their previous conversation was what
      their relationship used to be like... before Victor had inserted
      himself between them. It was painful and frustrating that their
      current circumstances left minefields like this in what used to be
      pleasant conversations.
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      "So Cassie told me she's officially becoming a part of the
      cheerleader squad tonight," said Daren suddenly.

      "Really?" asked Gina, perking up and leaning forward. "That's
      great! She's always been a little shy and reserved. Its good to see
      her opening herself up to new experiences." The past year there had
      been a little tension between Gina and her only daughter, but she
      felt genuinely proud that her little bookworm was branching out.
      Gina had complicated feelings about her own time on the high school
      cheerleading squad, but there were a lot of good memories there as
      well.

      "Yeah," said Daren warmly, "she seemed really fired up about it.
      I'm happy for her too. I've always said that everyone likes her, so
      she should be a little less shy."

      Now that they had broken the awkward ice between them with the
      topic of their beloved daughter, the conversation flowed more
      easily. Gina was able to focus a little less on the subpar wine and
      the insultingly bad seating and just concentrate on talking with
      her husband. It felt like the evening would be a success, no matter
      how it had started.

      But then Gina saw him across the room.

      Victor Cross. The bastard. The handsome, tall, smirking bastard.
      Gina's lips tightened, and she shook her head at him, but it was
      too late. He was already making his way across the restaurant to
      their table, with that old insufferable grin on his face.

      He couldn't let Gina have just one night alone with her husband.
      Gina felt angry. She felt frustrated.

      But worst of all, as Daren chattered away not yet realizing what
      had happened, and Gina stared into the eyes of the man who was
      pursuing her relentlessly...

      ... Gina felt turned on.

      ....

      Poor little Kissy's look of horny terror as the blindfold slipped
      over her eyes was as adorable as it was hilarious.

      "R-Renee!" Squeaked Kissy, tugging ineffectually on her chains as
      her sight was taken from her, "What is this? Why are you...?"

      "Shhhh," said Renee gently, laying a shushing finger across Kissy's
      trembling lips. She noticed with delight that Kissy's nipples had
      somehow gotten even more erect, pebbly and crinkled with desire. "I
      don't want to hear any whining from you, Kissy. Not unless it's the
      safeword. The blindfold is necessary for our little game."

      Kissy was about to learn a deliciously kinky lesson: when your
      sight was taken away, it made it that much easier to focus on the
      sensation of touch.

      It also made it a lot harder to tell what was going on around you.
      Renee silently pointed at Mel, who pulled out her cell phone and
      started filming the juicy little slut chained naked to the wall. A
      few other girls had their phones out as well, capturing Kissy's
      humiliation from multiple angles. It would look almost professional
      when Renee edited the footage and blurred out all the faces except
      Kissy's.

      "The game is simple," said Renee, leaning forward to whisper in her
      captive's ear. "A little challenge to see how well you know your
      squad. Your teammates are going to take turns touching you. You
      need to guess who it is. Get the answer right three times, and your
      initiation is over. Well... it's over after you drink the slurry,
      of course."

      "The slurry?" asked Kissy, a note of justified apprehension in her
      voice.

      "A bit gross, but a harmless little dare," said Renee breezily,
      "Everyone in the room adds a little bit of the liquid of their
      choice to a cup. Nothing inedible allowed. You've got to drink it
      down. Is that a problem? Want to give up?"

      "N-no," said Kissy stubbornly, clearly glaring despite the sleep
      mask blocking her eyes. "Let's g-get on with this."

      "You heard the lady," said Renee with a smirk. She pointed to
      Harmony and Daria, beckoning them forward. The petite Asian and the
      tall redhead grinned at each other and moved forward as one. They
      had a particular fondness for sexually bullying Kissy, and Renee
      wanted to reward them for all their hard work in preparing for this
      day.

      As they moved forward, someone fished Kissy's large pink plastic
      water bottle from her gym bag, dumped it out in the sink, and
      placed it on a central bench out in the changing area. Girls began
      gathering around, waiting their turn to tease Kissy and killing
      time by adding their chosen liquid to the slurry. A little vodka...
      a little peptobismal. The addition of chocolate milk and pickle
      juice gave it a visibly disgusting texture... but most of the
      ingredients added right now were just to mask the taste. The
      important additions would come later.

      Mel filmed with a smirk on her face as Harmony and Daria approached
      the bound and helpless Kissy.

      Kissy gasped as Harmony's hot little hands traced over her hips in
      one fleeting motion before darting away. The wicked tease began
      touching softly and fleetingly all over Kissy's body, never
      focusing on one place too long. Renee had been very clear with the
      girls in her briefing: for the first round of the game no touching
      of the slut's pussy or nipples, but apart from that, they were
      supposed to get creative.

      Daria took a different approach than the quick teasing touches
      Harmony was delivering. She dipped her head and went straight for
      Kissy's exposed armpit, taking on long, sultry lick up its smooth,
      shaved length.

      Kissy let out a scandalized moan as the sensation of Daria's
      targeted attack blended with Harmony's teasing flurry of petting.
      Slick lines of liquid were already tracing their way down her inner
      thighs. After a long few squirming, moaning minutes, Kissy seemed
      to finally realize that she was supposed to be guessing whose hands
      and tongue were all over her. "Is it H-harmony? And Daria?" she
      asked in a voice wobbling with passion.

      "Nope," said Renee firmly. Harmony clapped a hand over her mouth to
      prevent herself from giggling evilly. "Sorry Kissy, better luck
      next time." Renee had never seen the need to play fair in her
      games. The purpose of today's little exercise was publicly turning
      Kissy in a sloppy, horny mess and breaking her resistance. She
      wouldn't let some petty rules or fairness get in the way of that
      goal.

      Renee snapped her fingers, and Mel pulled two thick black markers
      from her bag of supplies. Daria and Harmony took them eagerly and
      uncapped them, advancing on Kissy once again. Daria went for the
      forehead, while Harmony focused on Kissy's inner thigh. Renee
      wasn't surprised; those were two prime pieces of real estate.

      Kissy flinched when the markers first touched her skin, but seemed
      to realize immediately what was happening. "Wh-what is this?" she
      asked, still desperately trying to sound sharp and demanding. "What
      are they writing?"

      "Oh, did I forget to tell you?" asked Renee sweetly. "It's just a
      little penalty for guessing wrong. A harmless little prank. Don't
      worry, Kissy. Washable markers." Another lie. Kissy would have
      these marks on her body for a good few days.

      Daria finished writing "Bimbo" across Kissy's forehead just as
      Harmony dotted the last "i" with a heart in "Virgin Slut".

      "Let's continue," said Renee, waving Daria and Harmony away and
      gesturing two more girls forward. "See if you can guess correctly
      this time!"

      ...

      Cheerleader after cheerleader came forward, touching and teasing
      every part of Kissy except for her throbbing nipples and leaking
      cunt.

      At this point, she would have welcomed it. Her whole body felt hot
      and tingly, on the edge and desperate for a deeper, more satisfying
      touch. Some girls were soft and teasing; a whisper of a finger
      tracing down her inner thigh... an almost sweet cupping of her
      cheek... a fingernail tracing the outer curve of her breast. Others
      were brazed and forceful; two hands reaching behind her to
      powerfully knead her ass... a palm pressed against her vulnerable
      throat... a girl lifting Cassie's foot to aggressively suck on her
      toes. Cassie's helpless position and sightlessness enhanced every
      sensation. Even a warm hand simply cupping her breast was enough to
      send waves of pleasure through her helpless, bound body.

      But no matter how the squad member touched her, it would always end
      the same way: Kissy would rack her brain and make her best guess,
      and Renee, who was always waiting and watching nearby, would
      gleefully say she was incorrect. Kissy's head swam as she tried
      desperately to keep straight which girls were in the squad, and try
      to speculate who it was who had touched her.

      Cassie could feel more and more drawings and phrases from her
      penalties drawn onto her body. She had no way of telling what they
      said, but she could have sworn she felt hearts several times, and
      once, with a shiver, she felt the word "cock" distinctively as it
      was traced on her skin.

      Cassie panted, allowing herself to hang from the restraints for a
      moment, feeling the dark heat of submissive arousal pulse through
      her body. If she could just have a short break to relieve
      herself... But she knew that this was part of the initiation. Renee
      knew this kind of teasing turned her on. This frustrated arousal
      was part of the game. She would have to endure it.

      Cassie realized that it had been a solid minute since a
      cheerleader's hand had touched her. She raised her head in
      confusion, tilting her ears to try to hear better. She could tell
      there were still girls in the locker room nearby, laughing and
      talking low enough that she couldn't make out the words... but no
      one in the shower room with her said a word.

      "R-renee?" asked Cassie in a wavering voice.

      But before she could go on, two small, confident hands made
      contact, palming the outer curve of Cassie's tender breasts, then
      squeezing firmly, sending a molten, liquid jolt of pleasure through
      her belly. A moan slipped involuntarily between her soft lips,
      sweet and low, and as the mysterious feminine hands began to lavish
      attention on her needy tits. The soft, delicate fingers swirled and
      teased, almost but never quite reaching Cassie's stiff nipples as
      they touched every other inch of her round, heaving breasts.

      "Please," breathed Cassie, arching her back and pressing her chest
      forward eagerly. She needed more. She knew that there were likely
      other girls in the room who could see her wanton display, but she
      didn't care anymore. All that mattered to her was the satisfying
      feeling of her nipples finally getting the attention they
      needed.

      The hand hesitated, then grabbed her tits once again, palms on the
      outside and thumbs in the center.

      The soft thumbs circled Cassie's throbbing nipples, making her bite
      her lower lip hard to rifle a pathetic whimper of need. Then...
      slowly... torturously, the thumb slid over Cassie's stiff, swollen
      nubs, pressing hard into their aching flesh. Cassie's mouth burst
      open and let out a loud, uninhibited moan of slutty delight. Her
      bound wrists and stolen sight made the sensation of pleasure on her
      nipples feel like a living, breathing thing, filling her mind and
      enflaming her submissive lust. The thumbs wiggled and pressed with
      firm pressure for a moment while the cheerleader's hands dominantly
      palmed the outer curves of her tits.

      Cassie realized she could smell the sweet, fruity perfume of the
      cheerleader in front of her. There was only one person who had this
      dominant touch... who knew exactly how to drive Cassie crazy.
      Cassie's worst enemy. Her sexual obsession.

      "Renee," whimpered Cassie.

      Renee leaned forward, her lips pressed right up against Cassie's
      ear. "Ding Ding Ding," she whispered mockingly. Cassie's enhanced
      senses made even the hot wet whisper send a pulse of sexual heat
      through her body. "Funny. You're so bad at guessing all the other
      girls, but you knew my touch right away. It's almost like your body
      memorized the feel of my hands..."

      Too soon, Renee's wicked hands pulled away from Cassie's tits.
      Cassie heard a marker uncap.

      "Well, that one down and two to go," said Renee breezily. "But I
      think that you need a little handicap. Why don't I have the girls
      start touching you a little more... intimately? Right after I give
      you my penalty of course."

      Cassie squirmed in her bindings as Renee began writing with her
      marker, on the shaved-smooth pubic area just above Cassie's
      throbbing pussy. Maybe it was her increased sensitivity, or maybe
      she just knew Renee too well, but this time she had no difficulty
      feeling what the bratty queen bee was writing...

      "Renee's" with a thick arrow pointing downward.

      ...

      Daren noticed that Gina was distracted by something, but by that
      time he realized what she was staring at it was already too late.
      Just moments later there he was, Daren's cocky, womanizing boss,
      looming over the table like a dark thundercloud.

      "Well, well, well," said Victor Cross, his eyes smoothly sliding
      over Daren for just an instant, as if he was of no consequence,
      before fixing intensely on Gina, "imagine my pleasure at seeing you
      here. Enjoying a night out, I see!"

      Daren felt a petulant frustration rise inside him and tried
      carefully to keep it off his face. His suave, handsome boss was now
      leaning over the table, eyes locked to Gina's, his smile as broad
      and arrogant as ever. Daren knew now that Renee and her father were
      coordinating their efforts, playing some sort of twisted game with
      his family. If Renee knew that this was the night Daren was taking
      Gina out on a date, then so did Victor. He couldn't even let Daren
      have this one night alone with Gina without tainting it.

      "Yes, Victor," said Gina, her arms crossed angrily over her chest
      and her tone dripping with exasperation, "we were having a great
      time. Don't you have anything better to do than stalk me?"

      Daren glanced over at his wife and was dismayed at the look in her
      eyes. She was obviously upset that Victor was there, Daren could
      tell by the set of her eyebrows and the glint in her eyes... but
      there was a certain hunger in her expression as well. Even though
      Gina was the strongest woman he knew, Daren was aware that she had
      a strange weakness when it came to Victor Cross. No matter how
      furious he made her, there was something that drew Gina to Victor
      like a moth to the flame. He had witnessed it again and again in
      the past few months as Gina swore to never give in to Victor...
      then failed over and over. And he was seeing it now, in the way her
      angry eyes studied his face... and in the way she unconsciously
      pushed her chest out further in his presence.

      Daren needed to nip this in the bud. This night belonged to him and
      Gina. He opened his mouth to say something, but then Victor's eyes
      flicked over to him and the protest stuck in his throat. The
      expression that Victor wore when he looked at his prey's husband
      was one of subtly concealed contempt, shot through with amusement.
      The eyes of a born bully, who couldn't even conceive of
      defeat.

      "You wound me!" said Victor warmly, speaking to Gina even though
      his predatory eyes stayed focused with laser-like intensity on
      Daren. "If you will recall, I'm a regular here as well. I just
      happened to see you and come over to say hello." His eyes briefly
      studied the setting of the small, inconviently placed table and he
      smirked. "But why are you sitting in the worst seat of the house?
      It won't do. No woman associated with me will ever be sidelined
      like this. It's an embarrassment..." He side-eyed Daren, and his
      smirk grew wider, "... no matter who is accompanying her for the
      evening."

      Daren flushed, and Gina frowned at the barely veiled insult, but
      Victor wasn't currently paying attention. He snapped his fingers
      imperiously and a waiter appeared in a flash, looking attentive.
      "This seating is unacceptable. Gigi Swallowes does not sit near the
      kitchen," said Victor in a firm, no-nonsense tone.

      Daren frowned in confusion. He'd never heard the name "Swallowes".
      Just a degrading spin on the name Harlowe, he supposed, although he
      was shocked to hear Victor use a demeaning, sexual nickname like
      that to Gina's face (and even more surprised that her only reaction
      seemed to an annoyed huff and a roll of her eyes). But Gigi... it
      had been a long time since he had heard anyone call Gina that. Not
      since high school. How did Victor know that nickname?

      'I'm sorry sir, but at the moment, we don't have..." said the
      waiter with a cringing, apologetic posture.

      "Find a way," said Victor, raising an eyebrow. "Or should I give my
      old friend Marco a call and get this straightened out?"

      The waiter went pale, bowed, and scuttled away.

      "Victor, you don't always have to swing your dick around," grumbled
      Gina. "If the poor waiter says there isn't a table, there's nothing
      he can do." But despite her disapproving tone, a faint smile
      touched Gina's lips, and her skin looked the slightest bit flushed
      as she stared up at the tall muscular man looming above their
      table. A sort of soft gleam shone in her eyes that made jealous
      arousal squirm to life in Daren's guts.

      Victor softly chuckled, saying in a low confident tone, "What's the
      point of having a big dick if I can't swing it around from time to
      time, kitten? What, you expect me to watch you suffer?"

      Gina laughed as well, then seemed to catch herself, and reached
      across the table to pointedly take Daren's hand in hers. It still
      didn't quite take the sting away from seeing his wife openly flirt
      with another man right in front of him. Victor's casual innuendo
      and use of pet names made Daren's blood boil... and humiliatingly
      rush to his cock at the same time.

      The waiter hurried back, explaining that, in fact, they had managed
      to find a better table after all!

      "See?" said Victor pleasantly, holding out a hand to Gina to help
      her up. "It wasn't about the tables at all. It was about the man
      asking." Gina raised her eyebrows and gave Daren's boss one of her
      patented cool, unimpressed looks... but her hand still unclasped
      from Daren's to accept his offer of assistance getting up.

      Daren felt the powerful, twisted combination of lust and jealousy
      that Renee had been nurturing inside him roar hotter and higher as
      he looked up at Gina, staring into Victor's eyes, her delicate
      feminine hand momentarily held in his huge, powerful grip. A wave
      of erotic inferiority crashed over him, so strong he could barely
      breathe.

      Even though he was right here... even though Gina was resisting...
      she was still powerfully drawn to choose the superior male. Daren
      could tell.

      The moment was broken as Gina slipped her hand out of Victor's and
      smoothed her dress, her face flushing pink. "Well, honey," she said
      a little awkwardly, looking toward Daren, "I know we need to get
      back to our date, but I really do think that it would be a bit more
      fun at a better table. I'm SURE that Mr. Cross just wants to show
      us to the table he so generously helped us secure, and then say
      goodnight." She gave Victor a pointed look with the last statement,
      silently adding that she had better be correct.

      "R-right," said Daren, unable to think up a good reason to refuse.
      It was humiliating. Another power play from his boss, showing that,
      even on their special date night, he was more equipped to provide
      for and please Gina than her own husband. But trying to refuse the
      offer now would only make Gina more frustrated. Better to accept
      Victor's poisonous gift, say goodbye to him, then get on with the
      evening.

      But when he began to stand up, Daren realized he might have... a
      small problem.

      Shit. Seeing his wife's reluctant attraction to Victor firsthand
      had apparently been a little overstimulating to his
      freshly-released cock. Daren once again had a painful stiffy,
      currently only hidden by the tablecloth.

      But he was caught between a rock and a hard place. The waiter,
      Victor, and Gina were all looking at him, confused and expectant,
      waiting for him to go to the new table. Daren tried to reach down
      and covertly adjust himself, but there was just no hiding an
      erection this powerful. And there was no more waiting either. Gina
      frowned and opened her mouth to say something hurrying him along.
      Without thinking about it further, Daren stood, revealing his
      shame. Victor snorted, and Gina gave him a look of
      disappointment.
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      "Honey... in public?" she said in a defeated tone. Daren blushed
      and tried to explain, but for the moment he couldn't fight through
      his stammer. "Just... come on," said Gina, closing her eyes for a
      second, then visibly trying to move past the awkwardness of the
      moment, grabbing Daren's hand and pulling him along behind the
      nervous waiter.

      Their new table was, in fact, quite a bit better than the one they
      had previously. Gina looked pleased as Victor pulled out a chair
      for her gallantly, allowing her to sit. Daren took his seat on the
      other side of the table, gratefully hiding his hardon under a
      tablecloth once again.

      "Well," said Gina reluctantly, "Thank you, Victor. I have to admit
      this is better. But please, this is my time with my husband. It'ss
      supposed to be about us. Please respect that."

      "Of course," said Victor smoothly, "I just wanted to give your
      husband a helping hand. Your two men have to stick together, right?
      I'll be taking my leave."

      His eyes sparkled wickedly as he added, as if it was an
      afterthought, "But maybe I could get a kiss goodnight?"

      "Victor," said Gina warningly, "this is exactly what I was talking
      about. You're trying to make this about you and me. It's not.
      Tonight is about me and Daren." But even though her words and tone
      were unambiguously dismissive, Daren could see the flush growing in
      his cheeks, as her fingers played nervously with the ends of her
      hair. He could tell that the idea of kissing Victor in front of her
      husband wasn't completely unappealing to Gina, and that realization
      made his lust and sense of inferiority leap even higher.

      "Come now," said Victor, looking back and forth between husband and
      wife. "We're all adults here. We all know that in our current
      arrangement, Gina and I do a lot more than kissing. I assumed Daren
      was ok with that, considering how he reacted to the news in the
      video footage you sent me."

      Daren's face burned with shame and his cock throbbed with
      masochistic delight. So Victor had watched the video of him jerking
      off while Gina described her betrayal. His dominant, manly boss now
      knew exactly how much being cuckolded turned him on. There was more
      nuance to it than that of course: Daren wanted to kick his
      humiliation addiction and stop Gina's relationship with Victor even
      if it did turn him on... But there was nothing he could say in this
      moment that would make the situation look better for him.

      "You also know that if I ordered it, I could make you kiss me
      despite your misgivings," said Victor in a hard, smoldering voice,
      his eyes now focusing intensely on Gina. "If anything, I'm being a
      perfect gentleman by only asking politely. Besides. Daren doesn't
      even mind. Can I kiss your wife goodnight, Harlowe?"

      The last question was directed at him, and to Daren's horror, both
      Victor and Gina's eyes swung in his direction. Victor's eyes
      exerted a powerful coercive pressure that made Daren feel weak and
      helpless, but Gina's eyes were worse. Contrary to her strong words,
      Gina's eyes were confused, indecisive. Fuck. She wanted to kiss
      Victor. She wanted his permission but wasn't sure it was right to
      ask for it.

      And what did Daren want? Letting Victor kiss his wife right in
      front of him was obviously a bad idea... but it would also
      undoubtedly be hot. His hardon throbbed with painful stiffness
      beneath the table. Maybe Renee had ruined him with her meticulous
      corruption. Maybe he had always been weak beneath the surface. But,
      whatever the reason, he wasn't able to resist the twisted
      temptation of the moment.

      "S-sure," he said through numb lips. "I d-don't mind." His guts
      churned again as he saw the faint look of pleasure on his wife's
      face.

      Gina turned toward Victor, her lips gently parting as he leaned
      low. Victor's dark hand rose, lifting Gina's chin as his lips
      approached hers. Then met.

      Daren's mouth felt uncomfortably dry as he watched Gina's eyes
      close. She lost herself in the kiss. It started gentle and almost
      chaste, their lips touching softly. But then Victor pressed
      forward, tilting his face slightly as his tongue intruded into
      Gina's mouth. Daren felt nothing but overwhelming, impotent lust as
      Gina's lips opened wider, accepting his boss's tongue without
      complaint. Her hand rose in turn, first lightly resting on Victor's
      collar, then gripping and clutching, pulling the dominant man
      deeper into her submissive kiss.

      Daren felt like the rest of the restaurant was watching. It seemed
      painfully obvious that Gina was on a date with him, but also
      kissing another man. The humiliation was almost too much to bear...
      and more importantly, Daren was worried that it he allowed things
      to proceed any further, he would cum in his pants.

      He finally let out an awkward little cough, which finally snapped
      Gina out of whatever sexual daze she was in. She seemed shocked to
      find her hand gripping Victor's collar, and she dropped it hastily,
      her eyebrows knitting in confusion and anger. She scooted a couple
      of inches away from Victor and glared at him like she had somehow
      been tricked.

      Victor took the reaction in good grace, smiling broadly and rising
      from his bent posture. "I think it's time I left," he said
      smoothly, "but let me send a favorite bottle of mine to the table
      as an apology for my instruction. You should have known better than
      to order the house red, Hardon."

      ...

      Kissy whined and bucked, panting in lust and arching hard against
      her restraints as Melissa's slim middle finger slowly pumped in and
      out of her tight, silky-smooth virgin pussy.

      Renee watched the little slut's reactions carefully, judging the
      ragged edge of her breaths, the intensity of her moans, the motion
      of her pitifully humping hips. She waited a second more, then
      placed a hand on Melissa's shoulder.

      Mel looked a bit annoyed, but instantly withdrew her sopping hand
      from between Kissy's trembling thighs. Kitty let out a liquid whine
      of sexual need, her high and mighty defiance discarded completely.
      "J-just a little more..." she whimpered, hanging her head to hide
      her blushing face.

      Renee and Melissa grinned wickedly at each other. Everything was
      going exactly according to plan. The second round of Kissy's sexual
      torment involved direct stimulation of Kissy's erogenous zones.
      Nipple pinching and rubbing, kissing, and most importantly
      fingering were now on the table, and the cheer squad was taking
      full and enthusiastic advantage.

      But Renee kept a close eye on the proceedings at all times. A key
      part of her plan was that Kissy wasn't allowed to cum. Renee's
      slutty little virgin bestie had to be kept right on the edge, never
      allowed to find release. Each successive cheerleader had needed
      less and less stimulation to bring Kissy right to the edge of
      orgasm. Mel herself had needed less than thirty seconds to make
      Kissy a quivering, begging mess. Luckily for the plan, Renee knew
      her sub's body like the back of her hand, and was able to stop each
      and every girl right before poor Kissy achieved climax.

      "Well, babe," said Renee brightly, "who do you think that
      was?"

      "Daria?" asked Kissy miserably, without much hope. Her guesses had
      been getting worse and worse with time as well.

      "Ooooh, no luck," said Renee with false sympathy. "Would you prefer
      to give up, sweetie?"

      Kissy shook her head wildly from side to side. She seemed just as
      terrified of losing her chance to orgasm at this point as she was
      of being defeated in the game.

      Kissy was truly a pathetic sight at this point. Nipples stiff and
      swollen, panting and drooling with submissive lust, legs shaking,
      and inner thighs slick with her own juices. The last round had
      turned her skin into a tapestry of sexual bullying, with drawn
      penises, crude insults, and obscene descriptions all over her pale
      naked body. Perfectly prepared for the real show, which hadn't even
      yet started.

      But first, a sweet ending to the second round was in order.

      Renee stalked forward, her eyes alight with possessive heat as she
      slipped a warm hand up the slippery skin of Kissy's inner thigh.
      Kissy's breath hitched immediately, her hips tilting outward in a
      needy gesture of desperation. The little slut was already at the
      point where she would do almost anything in order to cum.

      But Renee didn't need "almost anything" she needed complete
      obedience. Kissy was horny, but not yet broken. But she would be
      soon, Renee could taste it.

      Kissy sloppy cunt was dripping with lubrication, so hot Renee could
      practically feel its radiated heat, and blooming with lust. No
      sooner did Renee's gentle fingers make contact than they slipped
      inside. Kissy let out a moan of delight, wiggling her hips
      desperately over Renee's exploring fingers. A look that was almost
      fondness crossed Renee's face as she slid her fingers slightly
      upward, seeking and finding Kissy's clit and rubbing in tender but
      firm circles around it. Kissy's breaths came in hot, ragged bursts.
      She threw her head back, her mouth open and faint grunting moans
      puffing out rhythmically. She looked like exactly what she had
      become: a whore utterly letting go and losing herself to sexual
      depravity.

      Renee looked over her shoulder to make sure Melissa was filming.
      She was, and more and more of the waiting cheerleaders filtered
      into the shower room to watch Renee's expert ability to tease a
      slut.

      Kissy's whole body was flushed and trembling as Renee worked her
      clit in small, intense circles, building her up further and
      further. A quick glance around the room showed that Kissy wasn't
      the only one getting her clit rubbed currently. Some of the
      watching cheerleaders had their hands tucked discreetly under their
      skirts as they watched the obscene display.

      Renee felt a flash of dominant lust herself. She had always been
      one to keep her sexuality on a tight leash. Lust and arousal were
      weapons to use on her victims, and had to be tightly controlled
      when it came to herself. But for some reason, Kissy's submissive
      nature made Renee feel the instinct to pounce. Sometimes she felt
      close to losing control when it came to Kissy, and now was one of
      those times.

      It would be safer to just withdraw her fingers right now... But
      Renee felt an uncharacteristic burst of selfishness. She wanted to
      push Kissy further; bring her right to the burning edge of orgasm.
      Feeling the wild flare of arousal growing within her, Renee dipped
      her head and took one of Kissy's engorged nipples between her lips,
      sucking hard and lashing it with her tongue.

      Kissy reacted instantly with a high, whining moan, her body going
      taut with intense pleasure, pushing her vulnerable tits harder into
      Renee's attacking mouth. Renee's finger increased speed, and now
      Kissy's hips jerked forward as if yanked by a chain. Desperately
      pressing toward the delicious feeling of Renee's fingers. Kissy was
      there: on the cusp. Brought both to climax and to this humiliating
      situation through Renee's dominant power.

      The temptation was almost too great in that moment. Renee almost
      gave Kissy an orgasm through sheer instinct. But luckily, Kissy
      took her out of it.

      "Yes, Renee! Yes! Make me cum!" She moaned, her hips humping
      forward in sinous motions.

      Hearing her name pulled Renee out of her dominant haze. She pulled
      her hand and mouth away from Kissy as if burned, collected herself,
      and snapped, "Finally, your second correct guess!" Through massive
      effort and concentration, Renee was able to calm herself and sound
      just as unruffled and confident as usual, despite her rapidly
      beating heart.

      "B-but Renee," whined Kissy, her voice dripping with frustration
      and disappointment, "Don't you want to... I mean..."

      A slight change in the air alerted Renee to the fact that the
      locker room door had been carefully and quietly opened. Finally,
      the guests of honor had arrived.

      "One second, Kissy," said Renee. "I need to take care of something.
      Take a two-minute break." She left Kissy stammering protests behind
      as she left the shower room to return to the changing area. The
      football team was filing in silently, their eyes shining with eager
      lust. The hulking, ogre-like Bass Rivera winked and gave Renee a
      cocky wave. She ignored him.

      Melissa joined Renee on her righthand side, and Renee gestured her
      forward. The tall blonde went down the line, feeling the faces of
      the football players with a palm. Most had followed the preparation
      instructions, but for a few of them she jerked her head toward the
      sinks, where the razor and shaving cream from earlier were
      waiting.

      With a handful of boys shaving off the last of their stubble the
      rest stared at Renee eagerly, ready for the fun they had been
      promised. At the end of the line stood the two little traitors,
      Kissy's bestest friends in the whole wide world. Kelsey actually
      had the grace to look a little ashamed of herself. She would
      probably bear watching, wouldn't want that simmering guilt to make
      her do something stupid.

      Peter, however, was all smiles and giddy excitement, a tiny stiffy
      tenting the front of his jeans. It would break Kissy's heart to see
      her best friend and former crush had betrayed her so easily. But it
      just went to show that boys were pathetically easy to corrupt.
      Renee decided on the spur of the moment that the little worm
      deserved a reward for his backstabbing. He could be the
      first.

      She reached forward and grabbed him by the collar, pulling him
      forward. He gave a muted little yelp of shock. Renee glared at the
      loser furiously, but luckily for him the small unmanly noise seemed
      to have been covered up by the sound of the cheerleaders continuing
      to chat and giggle.

      Renee pulled him into the shower room and watched with satisfaction
      as the little dork's eyes lit up and his mouth dropped open.
      Shit... that was right, Peter still hadn't seen his beloved Kissy
      naked in person, had he? Let alone bound and shaved smooth, with
      demeaning writing scrawled all over her body.

      But he was about to do a lot more than look.

      "Ok Kissy, ready to continue?" asked Renee sweetly, pulling Peter
      forward toward his curvy, captive friend.

      "Renee," moaned Kissy in a voice thick with desire,"p-please. Just
      touch me again. Just for a little."

      "I can't just hog you silly!" said Renee in a teasing tone, 'the
      other girls want a turn too!" She looked meaningfully at Peter and
      pointed downward toward the ground, raising her eyebrows. The
      little worm was quick to obey, falling to his knees on the tiled
      floor of the shower and staring up at Kissy's heaving tits with
      worshipful eyes.

      "So far you've only been able to guess my name correctly," said
      Renee with a giggle. "Jeez, Kissy, it's almost like you've got a
      thing for me or something, girl!"

      "What? N-no..." Kissy stuttered in weak denial, blushing furiously.
      It was pretty cute how she could still get all bashful about being
      called out on a crush right after begging to be fingerfucked to
      completion. That was one of the things that Renee found so
      compelling about her little project: Kissy somehow managed to
      retain a wide-eyed innocence no matter what sort of filthy things
      Renee tricked her into doing.

      "Anyway, I think the girls had better get even more... intimate in
      the way they touch you if you are going to have any hope of winning
      this game," continued Renee. She snapped her fingers to get Peter
      attention, who was fumbling at his crotch while staring starry-eyed
      at the leaking pussy of the girl he once had a schoolboy crush on.
      As he stared up at her, startled, Renee held up two fingers in a V,
      then graphically slid her tongue between them.

      Peter's face broke into a dopey smile, and he wasted no time,
      shuffling forward to take his place between Kissy's graffitied
      thighs. Kissy had just enough time to say "More intimate? What do
      you...?" before she felt Peter's hot, panting breaths on her
      sensitive pussy and gasped in arousal and alarm.

      Kissy's hips flinched backward against the tiled wall for a moment
      as Peters's eager lips and tongue made contact with her smooth,
      hairless cunt. She made a strangled sound of confusion, but before
      the exclamation was even finished, it melted into a liquid moan of
      pleasure. The tension in her body relaxed, and her hips moved
      forward again... then began to shift and push rhythmically into her
      best friend's mouth.

      Peter had never reached a level that Renee would consider "good" at
      cunnilingus, but like she did for most of her lower-level slaves,
      she had allowed him to practice serving at a woman's feet a few
      times. In other words, his tongue knew its way around a pussy, and
      it wasn't long before Kissy was once again moaning and humping for
      the camera, unwittingly putting on a slutty show.

      Peter himself looked like he was in heaven, slurping and licking
      with wild enthusiasm at Kissy's wet pussy with his hand plunged
      down the front of his jeans. A few months ago he had probably
      dreamed of breaking out of the friend zone and kissing his
      long-term crush Cassie, and now here he was, on his knees, kissing
      and licking her to his heart's content while she moaned in
      appreciation above him. Renee just loved making dreams come
      true.

      But sadly, Peter's fantasy couldn't last forever. Kissy was still
      riding the very edge of orgasm, and if Renee let this go on too
      long, the slutty chained-up bimbo would cum in Peter's mouth no
      matter how inexperienced he was.

      Renee tapped Peter's shoulder, then physically yanked him back by
      the hair when he seemed reluctant to give up his slobbering
      service. Renee shot him an annoyed glare, but her voice was as
      cheerful as ever as she asked Kissy, "Well? What do we think? Who
      was between those luscious thighs, getting a taste?"

      "Uhhh..." said Kissy in a dazed tone. The long session of edging
      had truly fried her brain at this point, and she sounded as stupid
      as she looked. We'll turn her into a good little goonette
      yet, thought Renee gleefully. "H-harmony?" guessed Kissy
      hopefully.

      Renee giggled at the expression on Peter's face. Clearly he wasn't
      happy to be mistaken for the cute Asian cheerleader. What exactly
      did he expect? For some sort of magical connection between them to
      whisper the correct answer to Kissy's heart?

      "Awww, sorry," said Renee, "not quite, Kissy. I guess we'll just
      have to call in the next cheerleader." Renee pulled Peter to his
      feet and led him back into the locker room, toward Kissy's pink
      plastic water bottle sitting on the central bench.

      Peter looked at her curiously, but Renee held up a finger in a one
      second gesture. She grabbed a notebook from a nearby gym bag and
      one of the markers they had used to draw on Kissy and wrote a short
      message.

      "Accepting Donations Here <3"

      She propped the sign up against the water bottle, then turned to
      Peter with a grin, gesturing toward the bottle with a sideward jerk
      of her head and rhythmic up and down motion of her fist.

      Peter caught on immediately, and, heedless of the room full of
      cheerleaders and football players watching, pulled out his stiff
      little cock and started to jerk.

      It didn't take him long. Maybe he was just so wound up from his
      intense cunnilingus session with Cassie, or maybe he had a bit of
      an exhibitionist kink himself, but before long he let out a stifled
      grunt and fired a few thick squirts of jizz down into the murky
      mixture at the bottom of the bottle.

      Renee picked up the bottle and shook it, mixing the foul pearly goo
      into the slurry. Just a tiny taint, a drop in the bucket
      really.

      Renee set the bottle back down and eyed the assembled football
      players meaningfully, setting the sign down propped up against the
      bottle once again.

      With this many virile young men here eager to do their part, the
      liquid would only grow more tainted over time.

      Renee grabbed another football player and dragged him into the
      showroom to help drive Kissy further into slutty desperation.

      ...

      Gina did her best to focus completely on her husband as she took
      another sip of the excellent wine.

      But her mind kept drifting back to Victor when she lost
      focus.
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      Again and again, her eyes would look into the distance over her
      husband's shoulder and Victor's face would appear in her mind's
      eye, causing a familiar blend of frustration and unwilling arousal
      to spread through her. Then her eyes would snap back to Daren and
      guilt would flood through her once again, cold and acidic.

      It was just... Victor had such a big personality. Larger than life.
      Although she wished it didn't, one of the things that turned Gina
      on the most about Victor was his power. Not just physically,
      although when he easily picked her up during sex it did send a
      dizzy molten spiral of lust through her. It was the way he could
      confidently stride into any situation and effortlessly turn it in
      his favor. He was a man who was used to getting exactly what he
      wanted, and who had the strength, money, and cunning to make sure
      he did. Every time.

      And that was exactly what he had just done. Breezing into Gina and
      Daren's date despite their resistance, effortlessly securing a
      better dining experience than Daren could manage, and then giving a
      married woman a mind-bending, toe-curling kiss right in front of
      her husband.

      God damn it, it was fucking hot. Gina knew that she had a bit of a
      weakness for confident, dominant men; that was exactly the sort of
      man she couldn't resist during her break from Daren in college. It
      was precisely because of that weakness she had chosen to stick with
      Daren, a kind, caring man who would never exploit her (NOT because
      she had given up at attracting a dominant man, no matter what
      Victor said). But Victor took that desire for strong men inside
      Gina and turned it up to eleven. He was like catnip to her; it was
      like she couldn't think logically around him.

      It should have been her who denied Victor a kiss. She owned her own
      body, not Victor or even Daren. She should have instantly refused,
      but instead she had gotten caught up in Victor's poisonous
      confidence once again and let Daren decide.

      And Daren had allowed it...

      Gina knew that her husband had been nursing a complex about her and
      other men for a while, and this complicated situation with Victor
      had only made things worse. But kissing Victor right in front of
      him had really brought the reality of her husband's fetish home to
      Gina. Her poor weak husband had just sat watching, wide-eyed, as a
      cruel, strong bully had enjoyed his beloved wife.

      The idea held a certain nasty heat...

      "Baby, are you ok?" asked Daren nervously, snapping Gina out of her
      train of thought. Fuck! She had drifted off and been thinking about
      Victor again for minutes on end, totally ignoring her husband on
      their important date night.

      Gina tried to hide her embarrassment, saying, "I'm fine baby. Maybe
      a little too much wine." Then, partially as a way to assuage her
      guilt, she leaned forward a little, giving her husband a better
      look at her cleavage as she said, "Which means that someone will be
      getting VERY lucky tonight..." Daren deserved to feel desired,
      especially after that frankly rude kiss earlier.

      Daren brightened up considerably from her sultry promise, just as
      Gina thought he might.

      "Oh really?" said Daren, leaning forward and matching her flirty
      smile with one of his own. "This lucky guy... what do you think he
      had to look forward to?"

      "Oh, I think he is going to get anything he wants tonight,"
      murmured Gina, taking Daren's hand in hers. Guiltily thinking about
      the sort of demeaning sex Victor demanded of her, she hastily
      added, "I mean, within reason." As much as she loved Daren, the
      last thing Gina wanted was her husband trying to dominate her in
      bed in a misplaced attempt to compete with Victor.

      "That sounds perfect," said Daren warmly, squeezing Gina's hand
      across the table. And finally, she was able to put Victor's
      calculated intrusion out of her mind and spend a moment with her
      husband untainted by the thought of his boss.

      Her phone buzzed loudly in her purse.

      Gina glanced toward it nervously, breaking the loving eye contact
      with her husband. For years, Gina had poured herself into her work
      rather than her social life, so she wasn't exactly Ms. Popularity.
      There weren't that many people who texted her. Daren of course, and
      Cassie (although not so often recently now that Cassie had become
      so rebellious and unreasonable)... and, of course, Victor.

      Why would Victor be texting her? Actually, that was a stupid
      question. He would text her for the same reason that he had crashed
      the date: to ruin any chance that Daren would be successful in
      bonding with her and breaking the sick hold he had developed over
      her sex life.

      But what had he texted her? What did he think would be able to
      distract her from her husband? Gina's initial instinct was to open
      her purse and find out. She ruthlessly crushed that impulse
      immediately. Gina had learned the hard way that the easiest way to
      beat Victor's mind games was to refuse to play them in the first
      place. It annoyed her a little that she had to adopt such a
      cowardly strategy, but tonight was too important to let her pride
      get in the way.

      Her phone buzzed again, and this time it was Daren who looked over
      at her purse, frowning. He turned back to Gina with a questioning
      look. "Should you get that? What if it's work?"

      Shit. It was true that Gina sometimes received work emails and text
      updates on important cases at night... back when she was still
      employed of course. There was no good way to tell Daren that it was
      impossible that the texts were work-related.

      "I want to focus on you tonight," said Gina firmly. "Even if it's
      work, it can wait until tomorrow."

      Daren gave her an indulgent smile. "I can tell you want to check
      it. It's fine, sweetie. I can wait thirty seconds so it doesn't bug
      you all night."

      Gina frowned. Had she been giving off the impression that she badly
      wanted to read the text? She didn't want to read it at all. Right?
      Gina felt trapped between a rock and a hard place. Reading Victor's
      texts (if it really was him) would be playing right into his hands.
      But Daren had told her it was fine. True, he didn't know who the
      texts were from, but once again, it was almost like he was giving
      her permission... like he had with the kiss.

      Gazing nervously at her husband and lightly biting her lip, Gina
      reached for her purse, pulled out the phone, and opened the
      messaging app. She steeled herself to be prepared for any tactic.
      Victor was cunning, she couldn't take anything he wrote at face
      value.

      But this time Victor's approach was more of a sledgehammer than a
      scalpel.

      [I'll be waiting in the men's room for the next ten minutes. The
      stall at the end. Come see me, Kitten.] Read the first text.

      The second text was simply a picture of his massive cock. Despite
      her shock, Gina's eyes scanned it hungrily, taking in the bulging
      head, the thick, veiny shaft... the dark, lustrous skin. Once again
      it was a breathtakingly arrogant show of sexual dominance. Victor
      was a man skilled at getting what he wanted. And in this case, he
      thought that all it would take for Gina to ditch her husband at the
      table was a picture of his cock.

      Gina felt her uncomfortable arousal throb to life once again. Fuck.
      Victor Fucking Cross, trying to reach out and take what he wanted.
      Assuming that it would be just that easy. It made her teeth clench
      in anger and her pussy flush with wet heat.

      "Is everything alright?" asked Daren, reading her expression as
      anger, only partially correctly.

      "Just fine dear," said Gina, fighting to remain calm as she set the
      phone face down on the table.

      "It's nothing important."

      She wanted that to be true. Victor had just started another little
      game with her, just like he always did. And this game was deadly
      simple: could she avoid accepting Victor's offer? As usual, the
      game was stacked in her favor. All she had to do was sit here and
      chat with her husband, and Victor would leave in ten minutes,
      frustrated and taught a lesson.

      ... And he would take his magnificent cock with him.

      "Anyway," continued Daren, taking a long sip of wine and launching
      back into the inane work story he had been in the middle of when
      Gina's phone went off, "I told Grace that we don't need that many
      copies, because not everyone takes a hand-out anyway, and she
      said..."

      Gina stared at her husband, smiling and gently nodding while her
      mind wandered. The real question was why Victor thought she would
      fall for a crude invitation like this in the first place. As much
      as Victor wanted her to be, she wasn't some cock-hungry bimbo that
      couldn't resist the offer of a dick. The fact that Victor thought
      she would be tempted by his offer was getting under her skin a
      little.

      Seriously! He really expected her to see a dick pic and come
      running to the men's bathroom? Doing that would be so fucking
      humiliating. Then, suddenly, the real game that Victor was playing
      slid into focus for Gina. He was obsessed with the idea that Gina
      got off on losing. He couldn't stop talking about it the other day
      during his dirty talk. To be fair, that had been right after Gina
      had self-sabotaged and chosen humiliation at the hands of a man she
      hated over victory, so he wasn't fully making it up. But that
      fetish he believed she had was what this was all about. Leaving her
      husband behind at the table to fuck Victor in a men's bathroom
      WOULD be humiliating. That was the point. Victor thought she was so
      turned on by humiliating defeat at this point she wouldn't be able
      to resist.

      But he was wrong. Of course. She might have slipped up the other
      day and given in to humiliating defeat in the heat of the moment,
      but that was just because of Victor's sinister influence. She
      didn't have a fetish for losing. That was stupid, winning and pride
      were all-important to her. Always had been.

      With a titanic effort, Gina forced herself to pay attention to
      Daren's story about a minor disagreement at work. She took another
      sip of infuriatingly excellent wine.

      She flipped her phone over to check the time.

      It had only been three minutes since Victor had made his offer.
      God, it felt like it had been fifteen. Victor was still there,
      waiting in the men's room, his cock stiff and ready for her.
      Probably already thinking up some smug thing to say when his
      "kitten" gave in and submitted to him, ruining her own date.

      Gina realized that her body was once again buzzing and warm, a deep
      throbbing neediness forming in her core. She shut her eyes for a
      moment, trying to tell herself that it was just the wine. An image
      of Victor's big, tempting cock flashed in her mind, oddly
      juxtaposed with the feeling of Daren's cock, feeling oddly small in
      her hand.

      It would be so humiliating to prove Victor right by meeting him in
      the bathroom.

      So deliciously humiliating...

      "Are you sure you're ok?" asked Daren plaintively, making his
      wife's eyes fly open. "Did work text you something
      upsetting?"

      "No, I..." said Gina haltingly. The next words spilled out of her
      lips before she realized what she was saying. "I just need to use
      the bathroom."

      "Oh," said Daren, looking a little puzzled at Gina's strange tone.
      "Ok, well, I'm glad it's not serious."

      Well, Gina didn't have much choice now. She couldn't very well stay
      at the table after saying that. Gina reached out and raised her
      glass to her lips, draining the rest of the wine before getting up.
      On her way toward the restroom, she paused to give Daren a
      lingering kiss on the cheek, feeling guilt rampage through
      her.

      Gina's heart pounded wildly against her ribs as she walked toward
      the bathrooms. What the fuck was she doing? This was the last thing
      she should do if she wanted to have any hope at all of resisting
      Victor's advances. In fact, she realized with relief, it still
      wasn't too late. She could simply turn to the left and enter the
      women's bathroom, rather than the men's bathroom to the right. The
      doors were just ahead of her down a short hallway.

      Gina strode confidently to the women's restroom, placing her hand
      flat against the door, ready to push it open and escape Victor's
      clutches. Her hand stayed there, just resting.

      She bit her lip.

      The memory hit her like a flash. Victor's thick black cock pumping
      rapidly in and out of her. His smug, manly voice insisting that she
      was turned on by losing to him... Her own voice, wailing in sexual
      ecstasy, admitting that she was a loser. She half turned and stared
      at the men's bathroom, her eyes shining with shameful longing. She
      glanced to the side, toward the floor of the restaurant. She
      couldn't see Daren from this angle, and he almost certainly
      couldn't see her.

      Her face feeling hot and her body throbbing with the shameful lust
      that had clung to her since the kiss with Victor, Gina turned to
      the men's bathroom and hastily pushed inside.

      Mercifully, there weren't any men she could see. She told herself
      that maybe it was already too late. She hadn't kept a close on on
      the clock, after all. Maybe Victor was gone. But a quick scan of
      the gap beneath the last stall told her all she needed to know. A
      pair of tailored pants and huge expensive shoes. He was there
      waiting for her.

      She should leave. She should text him and tell him the deal was
      off, that he could do his worst with his fucking blackmail. She
      shouldn't give in to his bullshit narrative about being a natural
      submissive who got off on failure. She shouldn't walk toward the
      stall door like she was doing right now. She shouldn't raise her
      hand to knock.

      She definitely shouldn't let him stretch her pussy with his fat
      cock while her husband waited for her at their table.

      Before her hesitating hand could reach out and knock, the stall
      door swung open. Victor rose smoothly from his seated position, his
      eyes smoldering. Gina had been wrong. For once, he had no smug
      smile or cocky put-down for her. His face was dead serious as he
      reached out and pulled her unresisting body into his poisonous
      embrace.

      This time, when their lips met there was no teasing or playfulness,
      just raw, filthy passion. Victor's hands were hungry as they roamed
      Gina's curvy body, resting on then squeezing her ass as his tongue
      intruded dominantly into her open, willing mouth. Occupied by the
      heated depths of their illicit kiss, no words were exchanged as
      Victor drew her into the stall, then closed and locked the door
      behind them.

      Gina felt her lover's monstrous cock press hard into her belly,
      sending molten lust pulsing through her veins. This was so fucking
      wrong... but that was part of what made it feel so fucking good.
      Gina's hand dived down with fumbling need, grinding hard against
      the stiffness she craved. This cock felt powerful, and big, and
      dominant in her delicate hand. Her mind flashed to the feeling of
      her husband's little stiffy against her palm early in the evening,
      and her breath caught. She could feel the moist, sinful heat
      building more and more between her thighs as her tongue tangled
      with Victor's, her eyes squeezed shut against the overwhelming
      sensation.

      Victor broke the kiss and looked down at her with a sort of
      smoldering contempt. "Hands on the wall, Kitten. Hike your dress up
      around your waist." There was no warmth or seduction this time,
      just an iron-hard certainty that Gina would do exactly as he
      said.

      Gina considered defying him, her old instincts of pride and
      self-reliance flaring up again, but the idea was absurd. She had
      already humiliatingly surrendered tonight. Come to seek him in a
      bathroom based on just a crude dick pic and an obscene invitation.
      Pretending to be innocent now was foolish.

      Feeling the sting of defeat stronger than ever, Gina complied,
      facing the wall and tugging her dress up over her hips, exposing
      the lacey black panties she had worn to excite her husband tonight.
      The clink of a belt and the zip of a zipper were the only warnings
      she got before Victor tugged her panties roughly to her knees and
      slipped deep inside her juicy, cheating pussy.

      There was no tenderness or sensual, slow lovemaking tonight, Victor
      plunged inside her hard and fast immediately, forcing her to brace
      hard against the wall as a gasp of mixed surprise and pleasure
      burst from her parted lips. "V-victor, you're so rough!" she
      whined. It was meant to sound like a complaint, but it came out
      much more like a pleased whimper. Regardless of her objections over
      the rough, brutal thrusts, her body loved them. Gina could feel her
      pussy grip and pulse around the intruding dick with a frantic,
      hungry intensity, milking Victor's superior cock.

      Victor responded with a swift, stinging spank to Gina's ass,
      saying, "You know, Gigi, I think this might be the sluttiest thing
      you've ever done. You sucked my cock in front of your husband's
      co-workers. You signed a fucking contract to become my sex slave.
      But ditching a date with your hubby to sneak to the men's room for
      a filthy quickie with his boss? That's a special level of
      sluttiness, Kitten."

      Gina let out a shaky moan, hoping against hope that no one would
      enter the bathroom and hear the nasty wet sounds now spilling out
      of their stall. Her pussy was positively gushing now, turned on
      beyond belief by Victor's complete victory. Once again, Victor had
      arrogantly expected something he didn't deserve, Gina's married
      pussy, and once again it had been delivered to him on a silver
      platter.

      And Victor was right. Her husband was waiting patiently at their
      table to resume their romantic date night and yet here she was,
      with her panties around her ankles in the men's room, getting
      fucked hard by another man. She was such a fucking slut. And Victor
      was treating her like one.

      Victor held tight to Gina's hips as he plowed deeper and faster.
      This session clearly wasn't about her pleasure at all. Victor was
      savoring his victory by using her as a sex toy. But despite that,
      Gina felt herself rapidly approaching climax. Once again she was
      turned on, just like Victory said, by losing. "You're such a bad,
      bad girl, Gigi," growled Victor above her. Just by the thick
      pleasure she could sense in his voice, Gina could tell that he
      wasn't far from orgasm himself. "But I think I know a way for you
      to be even worse..."

      "Whaaaatt?" moaned Gina, dreading what he was about to say but
      feeling a thrill of lust at the bruel edge in his voice.

      "I just thought I would give you two one last gift," said Victor,
      his voice straining rhythmically as he thrust. "I'm going to fill
      your cheating cunt with cum, Kitten. Give Hardon a little extra
      lube for when I lend you to him later tonight."

      The idea sent an icy spike of fear through her heart and a sizzling
      bolt of lust through her pussy. "Noooo," she moaned desperately.
      "No Victor, he'll know!"

      "Just tell him you're extra wet for him!" laughed Victor. "Besides,
      if you don't want me to leave a present for your loser hubby, you
      had better stop tightening that pussy. I'm about ready to fill you
      up."

      "Wait V-Victor, stop!" gasped Gina, hanging her head and futilely
      trying to force her pussy to stop eagerly milking Victor's cock.
      The thought of her powerful black tormentor soaking her pussy in
      his thick, potent cum before her husband had his chance to even
      insert himself was awful... but powerfully erotic.

      "Hope your husband likes sloppy seconds, Kitten," growled Victor,
      never slowing his furious jackhammering pace, "... because I'm
      claiming this pussy."

      "Fuccckkk!" whined Gina, surrendering to her master's cruel will.
      "You fucking asshole! Do it then! Fucking fill me up! Claim me!"
      Just as she said it, she tipped over into climax. Behind her,
      Victor tensed and grunted, and Gina lost herself in the sensation
      of his hot sperm flooding her pussy as waves of pleasure roared
      through her body.

      The thick, illicit cum oozed out slowly, trailing warmly down her
      leg as they panted and sweated in the aftermath of their shared
      orgasm, their ragged breaths echoing off the tiled walls of the
      restaurant bathroom.

      Gina trembled, leaning on the wall of the bathroom stall for
      support as the last wave of her orgasm washed away, leaving her
      confused, guilty, and ashamed. She could feel the warm seed of her
      and her husband's worst enemy dripping slowly out of her well-used,
      cheating cunt. In this post-climax moment, nothing felt kinky about
      her utter defeat.
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      With a chuckle, Victor pulled out, sending a fresh gush of semen
      dribbling out of Gina's pussy, then slapped his softening cock
      against his fuck toy's thigh, wiping it clean against Gina's soft
      skin. "Well now that the real man has gotten his fill, I suppose I
      can let your little beta hubby take a turn. You'd better hurry back
      before he realizes where you are."

      Gina felt a stab of anger at the insulting way he framed the
      situation. As if she was just property. And not just any property:
      his possession that he could freely "lend" to Daren, the man who
      she should belong to, if anybody. But Gina was in no mood to fight
      right now. After all, Victor had a point. She did need to get back
      to her husband before he began to suspect something was going
      on.

      Gina grabbed a handful of toilet paper and began scrubbing it
      between her legs. "You..." she said, clearing her throat awkwardly
      and fighting through a flaming blush, "I can't believe you fucking
      did that. What if he realizes?"

      Victor just chuckled deep in his throat, looking down at her with
      mocking, heated eyes. "If I know your husband, it would just make
      him fucking horny, knowing that I beat him once again." He patted
      her naked ass with insulting familiarity. "Have fun with Hardon
      tonight, Gigi! Try not to compare the poor guy to me too much...
      You'll spoil the sex if you think about how much better I am than
      him."

      Then he turned and left the stall, his usual cocky grin plastered
      on his face. Gina glared after him for a moment, her belly roiling
      with nervous anticipation, then began swiftly cleaning herself once
      again. The entire time, she furiously told herself that Victor was
      wrong. She could enjoy sex with Daren. There was no reason to
      compare his sexual skills with his boss.

      Everything tonight was going to be magical... despite the little
      slip-up she had just had.

      ...

      Kelsey hung back in the crowd of cheerleaders, watching with her
      inner conflict written all over her face as yet another football
      player stepped forward and knelt.

      "Ohhhhh Godddddd," moaned Kissy, low and raspy and passionate, as
      the senior boy's broad hand seized her thighs and he pulled himself
      forward, sucking and licking eagerly between the chained slut's
      legs. "Yes! More! Please!" She cried in her ragged, lustful voice.
      Kissy was so far gone at this point that she didn't even notice or
      care how large and masculine the boy's hands were... how square his
      jaw was as it worked on her dripping cunt.

      Kelsey's eyes flicked to Melissa, who was currently zooming in to
      get a close-up shot of Kissy's moaning face, then panning down her
      writhing naked body to the man passionately french-kissing her
      pussy.

      Kelsey couldn't help but feel guilty. Kissy bravely came here today
      to try to fight back against Renee and maintain her dignity. How
      could she have known that it was a trap meant to break her will,
      further her corruption, and make a mockery of what little dignity
      she had left?

      Renee planned to edit, then sell the video they were filming today,
      advertising it throughout the high school. In one awful stroke, she
      would demonstrate her utter dominance and seal Kissy's reputation
      as a pathetic bimbo slut. And stupid, slutty Kissy was playing
      right into those plans by writhing her naked body into the player's
      mouths, showing off her big bouncing tits and wide hips, covered in
      degrading sharpie messages and a shiny sheen of sweat.

      If only she would fight back just a little and show some resistance
      to what was happening to her. True, Renee would probably edit it
      out, but all the cheerleaders and football players would know that
      Renee's victory wasn't complete...

      Kelsey moved forward slowly, pushing her way through the crowd of
      giggling cheerleaders and surly football players waiting their
      turn. Peter tried to get her attention as she passed, but she
      ignored him. He had spent the rest of the time since eating Kissy
      out moping and idly jerking off, upset that his part in Kissy's
      humiliation was over. No one had time for a loser like him right
      now, and Kelsey felt the same.

      Kelsey moved into the shower room, eyes fixed on her former best
      friend. Kissy looked so vulnerable... so fucking slutty. It made
      Kelsey burn with jealous heat. Why couldn't it have all stayed
      simple? They used to be two shy, platonic friends, happy to fade
      into the background of Riverside High. They would never go back to
      that. Kelsey had discovered her own attraction to women after
      seeing Kissy's fall from grace. Not to mention the fact that Renee
      had her hooks in Kissy deeper than even Kissy realized.

      Kelsey still felt like she owed something to her best friend, even
      if their relationship had been warped beyond recognition... Even if
      it was hard to even look at Kissy anymore without feeling
      smoldering lust.

      She was at the front of the crowd now, the silent semi-circle
      standing around Kissy as she was aggressively eaten out on camera.
      As she watched, Renee tapped the boy on the head, signaling him to
      pull away. Once again, Kissy was left whining and humping her hips
      in the air, putting on a desperate, wanton show for the cameras she
      didn't realize were there. The football player seemed a little
      annoyed at his forced withdrawal, but obediently moved back to the
      central bench in the changing area, rapidly jerking his cock over
      Kissy's pink water bottle.

      It wasn't long before he climaxed, adding a few more hot squirts of
      what was quickly becoming the slurry's primary ingredient. The
      concoction in the bottle had become quite a bit... thicker over the
      past hour as more and more cum from the football team was added to
      the mix. It was getting to the point that Kelsey found it hard to
      believe that Kissy wouldn't know what she was drinking by taste and
      texture alone...

      "Ok, girly, who do you think ate you out that time?" Called Renee
      in a cheerful voice, relishing Kissy's total defeat.

      Kissy panted, her big tits heaving, showing off her stiff,
      bubble-gum pink nipples as they gently swayed. "Uhhh..." she said
      in a dazed voice, "Was it Mel?"

      "Ooooh, no, sorry babe," said Renee with false sympathy. "Better
      luck next time!"

      She turned to the crowd and pointed at another boy. Bass Rivera.
      Kelsey felt a thrill of fear as she looked at him. He seemed too
      big to be in high school. Too rough. Not just tall, but massive in
      every measurement. His face was attractive enough, but it was
      utterly ruined, in Kelsey's opinion, by the smoldering arrogance
      and aggression etched into every expression.

      Rumors swirled that Bass had already knocked up three students in
      the course of high school, and yet he always seemed to have a new
      girl on his arm every other week. Kelsey had never understood why
      any girl would have sex with an awful brute like Bass, let alone
      date him... But being this close to him, she could actually kind of
      see it, in a terrifying way. He was raw, pure masculinity, in all
      of its most toxic and dominant forms. Kelsey would never want to be
      involved with him herself, but she realized with a shiver exactly
      why some girls couldn't resist. Maybe it would be intoxicating to
      be swept away by that powerful male energy...

      But he was about to eat Kissy out on camera. Roughly and
      thoroughly, if Kelsey had to guess. Kelsey's sudden urge to do
      something, to help her friend out of her predicament, welled up,
      stronger than ever before. She licked her lips, working up her
      courage to say something.

      Renee caught her eye and frowned.

      Kelsey opened her mouth, but Renee was too quick. Her eyes filled
      with fury, Renee leaned forward, clapping a palm over Kelsey's
      mouth before she could get a word out. Kelsey struggled, but Renee
      had surprising strength for someone so soft and curvy-looking. She
      dragged Kelsey out of the locker room as the other viewers watched
      with amusement.

      ...

      Bass watched Renee go with a pleased half-smirk. Good. With that
      scary bitch out of the way, things would be ten times easier.

      His dull, arrogant stare turned to the naked, trembling, tied-up
      slut on the shower wall. His sneer widened into a full smirk. This
      was going to be fucking fun. Bass had never intended to play nice
      and follow the rules that tiny little cutie had yapped at them in
      the boy's locker room. He was Bass fucking Rivera, star lineman and
      notorious stud. He didn't eat pussy, he fucked. And that was
      exactly what he was going to do to the new school slut.

      The only thing that had made him nervous was Renee. He wasn't
      afraid of anybody of course... but it didn't make him a coward to
      avoid Renee Cross. She was a fucking psycho. The fact that she
      wanted to leave cocks out of the equation today did make Bass's
      plan to fuck Kissy a bit more complicated, but he was a big
      believer that things tended to fall into your lap if you were
      willing to be persistent and aggressive. And once again he had been
      proven right. Renee had left the locker room at the perfect time,
      and when the cat was away...

      He walked forward, looming over the panting, dripping little whore
      chained up on the wall. His eyes crawled over her exposed body,
      focusing in on the sweet little virgin pussy between her legs. He
      enjoyed virgins. He liked the idea that, after him, all other men
      would feel small and weak in comparison.

      Bass reached out and hefted one of Kissy's fat, jiggling tits in a
      rough palm. The eager slut let out a shuddering moan, eagerly
      thrusting her breasts out into his touch. Bass had to hold back a
      chuckle. Renee really was a god damn genius. Cassie Harlowe had
      always been one of the goody-two-shoes, nose-in-the-air type of
      girls. A top-of-the-class overachiever. And now she was just a
      drooling, pathetic bimbo. Hilarious. And hot.

      Bass dropped his hand down between her held-open thighs, inserting
      a thick finger into her horny pussy, relishing the feel of her
      slick, tight heat. She whimpered in need, humping her hips toward
      him while her sweet little virgin cunt pulsed and clenched around
      his invading finger. Fuck yes. Bass could feel his cock and his
      dominant instincts rising, preparing for what was to come. Kissy
      might not understand what she craved so badly, but Bass knew.

      He was going to teach her pussy what it was made for.

      Bass undid his pants, roughly shucking them down his knees to
      reveal his massive, raging cock. Melissa Fontaine hurried forward,
      her eyes wide with alarm, trying to silently communicate that he
      was breaking the rules. Bass just ignored her, focusing instead on
      Kissy.

      It was time for this slut to finally lose her V-card. Maybe he
      would knock her up as well. After all, a goody-goody virgin like
      her probably wasn't on birth control. The idea sent a cruel blaze
      of arousal through Bass. Knocked up on camera while watched by a
      crowd of the most popular kids in school... what a way to lose your
      virginity!

      He moved forward, cock in hand, ready to slide it home into Kissy
      wet, sloppy pussy, so thoughtfully prepared for him by the mouths
      of his teammates.

      ...

      The two girls burst out of the locker room door and Renee slammed
      Kelsey up against the wall. Her smothering hand came off of
      Kelsey's mouth, but Kelsey barely had time to suck in a breath
      before it had closed around her throat instead. It was only then
      that Kelsey realized how badly she had fucked up. Far from the
      explosion of fiery rage she had expected, Renee had gone cold as
      ice, her face frozen in a mask of cool, calm rage. The gorgeous
      dominant cheer captain pinned her to the wall firmly by the throat,
      her grip not tight enough to cut off air, but far from
      comfortable.

      Shamefully, the position of being so easily caught and handled woke
      a slithering of lust low in Kelsey's belly beneath her spike of
      terror.

      "I was wondering when you would decide to grow a conscience," said
      Renee, a sneer twisting her perfect face. "I just didn't expect you
      to do it at the most pathetic time possible. When it's too late to
      help Kissy OR save your relationship."

      Kelsey wriggled desperately, her weak hands scrabbling at Renee's
      strong, dusky arm but failing to accomplish anything. "She's my
      friend!" she gasped, trying to ignore the gathering heat between
      her thighs as Renee easily held her. "It's... it's not
      right!"

      Renee chuckled and shook her head in disgust. "Really, Kelsey? Do
      you think Kissy would still see you as a friend if she knew the
      truth? Really think through what would happen if you told the dumb
      bimbo what's going on. She would know that you led her here; that
      you and Peter set her up for this. Besides," said Renee with a
      knowing smirk, her tone dropping to a purr, "Is sweet platonic
      friendship really the only thing you want from Kissy anymore?" Her
      free hand slipped down to pop open the button of Kelsey's jeans,
      dangerously close to Kelsey's rapidly-moistening pussy.

      "D-don't..." whined Kesley, squirming back ineffectively from
      Renee's touch. Her heart was pounding and her guts squirming with
      arousal and fear. Kelsey had always considered herself a coward.
      From the beginning, she had shamefully abandoned Kissy to her fate
      precisely because she was afraid of Renee's anger. And now she had
      attracted Renee's sinister attention anyway. Her worst erotic
      nightmare had come true.

      Kelsey gasped as Renee's slim feminine hand wormed its way down the
      front of her jeans and beneath her panties, feeling the shameful
      slimy heat between her thighs. Renee's mocking grin widened and she
      clucked her tongue, saying, "My my my, you naughty girl. It doesn't
      feel like Kissy predicament upset you as much as you claim. In
      fact, you seem to be enjoying yourself quite a bit!"

      "No! It's... it's not what it seems like," said Kelsey desperately.
      But it was a lie. Seeing Kissy teased and sexually tormented had
      gotten her hot and bothered even while it disturbed her... How
      could she not get turned on by seeing such a hot slut be degraded
      like that?

      "Really?" asked Renee sweetly, leaning close to whisper in her
      captive's ear while her fingers began to swirl and rub between
      Kelsey's tender lower lips. "Because what it seems like is
      jealousy... I just can't decide if you're jealous of the boys
      licking Kissy sweet pussy... or if you're jealous of Kissy
      herself."

      "N-no, of course not!" Renee's shining eyes and sharp grin filled
      Kelsey with wild terror, but at the same time she felt her hot, wet
      pussy clenching around Renee's invading finger, and she feared that
      her body had already told Renee everything she needed to
      know.

      Renee suddenly withdrew both hands, pulling away from Kelsey's
      throat and out of her pants, briefly wiping her fingers on Kelsey's
      shirt before turning away from the pathetic panting girl. "Well,"
      said Renee briskly, "Regardless of where your desires lie, I'm
      afraid you've fucked up. I expect perfect loyalty from my subjects.
      You're going to have to make it up to me if you want to maintain
      access to your bestie."

      "Make it up to you?" rasped Kelsey, massaging her throat and
      staring at Renee doubtfully. The curvy, dominant Queen Bee turned
      back to Kelsey with a smirk.

      "Strip," she said simply, her smile playful but her eyes as hard as
      iron.

      Kelsey's face drained of blood. Renee wanted her naked... in the
      same room with the giggling cheerleaders and swaggering football
      players. Part of the entertainment instead of the spectators. The
      idea was horrifying... and also intriguing. "Renee... I... I
      can't," protested Kelsey in a weak voice. How could she explain to
      the gorgeous evil Renee that she was a coward? Even facing
      corruption like Kissy did took a certain amount of bravery... a
      bravery that Kelsey didn't possess.

      But Renee had no patience for her whining. "Listen," she said
      flatly, her hand on her hip. "You have two choices. You can strip
      naked and do exactly what I fucking say, or you can become a pariah
      for the rest of your senior year. And not the fun kind of pariah
      like Kissy where she gets off on the disgrace. The sad kind where
      no one talks to you and everyone whispers behind your back."

      Kelsey wavered, her hands frozen on the waistband of her jeans,
      caught midway between rebuttoning them and pulling them down.

      "And you won't ever speak to Kissy ever again," said Renee firmly.
      "Let alone have any more 'fun' with your bestie."

      Kelsey gulped, thinking about Kissy kneeling between her thighs,
      her best friend since childhood gently licking and kissing her
      pussy. Could she really give up her chance to do that again?

      With shaking hands, Kelsey slipped the jeans down off her slim
      hips, blushing and refusing to look the victorious, cruel
      cheerleader in the eye as the rest of her clothes swiftly followed.
      Soon she stood, awkward and shivering, her slim, pale nudity
      reveled in the dimness of the hallway. Her nipples pressed hot and
      hard against the arm she clutched tightly to her modest breasts,
      her other hand shielding the warm wet pussy that Renee had already
      probed.

      "Great," said Renee, her eyes radiating amusement as she took in
      Kelsey's bashful stance and slim, pretty little body. "Now follow
      me. I have a job for you."

      As they turned back toward the locker room, Melissa popped out of
      the door, her eyes wide with alarm. She frantically waved for Renee
      to follow, and Renee obeyed with a frown, leaving Kelsey behind
      outside the locker room.

      Kelsey took a deep, steadying breath. Maybe she could just run
      away... after all, it did seem like Renee was distracted. But she
      knew better to think that Renee would forgive and forget, even if
      she was distracted for the moment. In fact, she should probably
      take advantage of whatever was happening to slip into the locker
      room without becoming the center of attention.

      Feeling the pulse of lust and cowardly fear deep inside her, Kelsey
      rested a shaking palm against the door of the locker room... and
      pushed it open, stepping inside.

      A few of the cheerleaders near the door noticed the new naked
      guest, pointing and giggling, but, just as Kelsey had hoped, she
      wasn't currently the center of attention.

      Almost everyone in the room had their eyes on Bass Rivera. He had
      removed his pants completely, his cock a massive blunt instrument,
      throbbing with the same brutish power that every other part of him
      did. And, based on his posture as stared intently at the curvy slut
      chained to the wall, he had every intention of using it.

      Kelsey had walked into the room just as Renee reached Bass,
      silently grabbing his wrist and pulling him back. He stared at her
      with a stubborn, angry expression across his massive slab of a
      face. Bass wasn't the type of guy to let women tell him what to
      do... the only thing holding him back from pushing Renee halfway
      across the room and sinking his cock deep into Kissy's virgin pussy
      was the particular woman grabbing his wrist.

      Even Bass wasn't stupid enough to fuck around with Renee Cross,
      although it was easy to tell that his every instinct told him to
      shake her off and claim his prize. The tension in the locker room
      was thick as everyone stared at the silent showdown, holding their
      breath.

      Even Kissy in her blindfold realized something was up. She tilted
      her head, listening to the sudden absence of noise, and asked
      "Wh-what's going on, Renee?" in a breathy whisper.

      "Nothing dear!" said Renee in a perfectly calm and chipper voice
      while staring daggers into Bass's dull, sullen eyes. "Just getting
      the next girl ready for our little game." The moment seemed to hang
      on the edge of a knife. Renee was an expert manipulator, but you
      couldn't manipulate a wild animal, and that's what Bass was close
      to being. Kelsey had no idea how Renee could convince Bass to give
      up when he wanted to get off.

      Then Renee reached low with her other hand... wrapping her delicate
      fingers around his monstrous cock. Kelsey's eyes widened... was
      Renee actually stooping to give a boy a handjob in front of
      everyone? How humiliating for a normally proud Queen Bee like her.
      Kelsey supposed it made sense: you didn't reason with a raging
      bull, you distracted I'm with a red cape.
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      And Kelsey was partially correct about Renee's plan. Distracting
      Bass was what Renee had in mind... She just got one very important
      detail wrong.

      Renee didn't begin jerking Bass off. She used his erect cock like a
      handle, gently pulling him away from Kissy... And toward the
      changing area where Kelsey stood shivering and naked, eyes staring
      wide like a deer in the headlights.

      Kelsey felt a hot, wet surge of adrenaline as Renee's superior grin
      slid onto her, followed by Bass's dull bestial eyes. She felt a
      dark pulse of terrified arousal as a wicked grin split his face.
      Here was another naked, clearly aroused, vulnerable slut. And Renee
      was telling him this one was fair game.

      Kelsey's mind raced and she found herself backing up instinctively,
      but the crowd of giggling cheerleaders pushed her back toward the
      center of the room. The attention of the crowd she had managed to
      avoid earlier was now focused on her like a spotlight, cheerleaders
      and football players alike running their eyes all over her slim,
      beautiful nudity.

      She thought back to all the stories about Bass. How he fucked and
      used and knocked up women before tossing them aside. How confused
      she was why any girl would want to fuck him. She wasn't confused
      anymore. Now that she felt the burning heat of his disrespectful
      lust turned toward her, she felt like she was drowning in it. Hot
      clear juices from her pussy slipped past her clutching hand and
      rolled in fat, slick droplets down her thighs. Even if she was
      mentally terrified of Bass, her body was eager to submit to his
      powerful, dominant masculinity.

      If Bass was some raging, predatory beast, she felt like some sort
      of prey animal, destined to become his sexual meal. Why the fuck
      did that thought turn her on so badly?

      Renee pulled the hulking senior forward until he loomed over the
      much shorter, cringing, nude woman beneath him. With a shark-like
      smile, he glanced over to Renee, pointed at Kelsey with one thick
      finger, and made an obscene and expressive pumping motion with his
      hips. Even without words, the meaning couldn't have been
      clearer:

      "I can fuck her, right?"

      Kelsey felt like she could barely breathe. Her hand clutched tight
      to her now-throbbing pussy, she felt powerless and overwhelmed with
      submissive arousal and intimidation. The crowd smiled in the circle
      around them, their cruel faces alight with eagerness for the
      upcoming show.

      "Hello? Renee?" called Kissy pathetically from the showers.

      Renee raised an eyebrow, drawing out the tension as she looked at
      Kelsey appraisingly, obviously enjoying the naked girl's horny
      distress at the thought of getting publicly fucked by the biggest
      asshole in the high school.

      Then she glanced up at Bass and shook her finger in a gesture of
      denial, instead miming a handjob. Kelsey almost went limp with
      relief. Publicly jerking Bass off would be humiliating, but it
      would be much better than getting fucked in front of the entire
      cheerleader squad and football team.

      Bass rolled his eyes, but seemed to accept the downgraded service,
      gesturing imperiously for Kelsey to get on with it. All eyes were
      on her as she reached her hand toward the massive, throbbing cock.
      Kelsey used to tease Kissy about how innocent she was, but truth be
      told Kelsey wasn't a sexual expert either. Two short-term
      boyfriends, only one of which had gone far enough to actually do
      the deed. And that was more to say they did it than anything: it
      was more awkward than hot. She had given maybe four handjobs in her
      entire life.

      And none of them had been anything like this.

      She was fully naked, in the middle of a crowd of amused spectators.
      And Bass... he was nothing like the meek, nice boys she dated.
      Personality-wise or... physically. Kelsey sucked in a shakey breath
      as her slim fingers closed around the thick, rigid length of Bass's
      cock, barely making it all the way around his girth. It felt so...
      strong. So overpowering in her little hand. She ran her hand down
      it experimentally, feeling it's hot, veiny length slip through her
      fist. A dark thrill of lust pulsed through her. Was this how Kissy
      felt all the time? This exposed? This vulnerable? This dirty?

      Bass sneered in impatience, gripping Kelsey's hand in his and
      guiding her into a rapid, tight pace on his cock. Kelsey obeyed his
      silent command, getting into the rhythm, sliding her hand with
      increasing grace up and down his thick cock. Her breath was coming
      in ragged gasps now. The eyes of the surrounding people were a hot
      shameful weight pressing on every inch of her naked body.

      She was so concentrated on Bass's cock that she didn't notice where
      his hand was going until it was too late. She let out a moaning
      gasp as his thick, powerful fingers pushed aside the hand clasped
      over her pussy, pressing and rubbing at the wet heat between her
      thighs. She tried to squirm away instinctively, but Bass was
      insistent, his thick fingers relentlessly rubbing and teasing
      her... until finally, she gave in, clapping her hand over her mouth
      to stifle more moans as her hips began to buck and hump against
      Bass's powerful fingers. Her hand continued to pump and jerk him,
      falling into a rhythm with his rough, swirling fingers.

      God this was so wrong... so dirty. The cheerleaders surrounding her
      stifled giggles and gave each other knowing glances while the
      football players leered at her tits and ass, jealous of Bass. Maybe
      a normal girl would be horrified... but Kelsey was getting more and
      more turned on, rapidly approaching orgasm as a brute who didn't
      care about her roughly fingered her pussy, her hand pumping rapidly
      on his cock.

      She felt in tune with the hulking man above her... she could feel
      his cock pulse and throb with masculine heat. His balls began to
      tighten up against the base of his shaft. He was going to cum... he
      was going to splatter his hot jizz all over her. The thought alone
      tipped Kelsey over the edge, making her thighs shake with orgasm
      and her eyes squeeze shut tight against the overpowering sensation
      of humiliating public climax. She bit her cheek hard and clamped
      her hand over her mouth to stifle her moans.

      At the last second, Kelsey turned and grabbed Kissy's pink water
      bottle, thrusting it beneath Bass's dick just as she began
      spurting, his hot, gooey seed landing with heavy plops into the
      thick liquid at the bottom. She was red-faced and breathing
      heavily, and in that moment of jerking the cum out of his cock, she
      finally looked up into Bass's eyes.

      What she saw there frightened her almost as much as his cock. A
      spark of interest burned there, as well as a certain possessiveness
      that turned Kelsey's stomach almost as much as it intrigued her. He
      withdrew his fingers from between her thighs as the last few drops
      of his cum joined the slurry... and raised his shiny fingers to
      Kelsey's lips. Another silent, dominant command to disgrace herself
      for the crowd.

      Kelsey knew that she should refuse. That obeying the wordless
      command to clean her juices off his fingers would send the wrong
      message. A dangerous message in fact. But she couldn't help
      herself. She had never been brave, and when she stared wide-eyed up
      into Bass's masculine, dominant glare, she felt like a mouse
      hypnotized by a snake. She opened her lips and allowed Bass's
      fingers inside, running her tongue over the rough digits while her
      hand still compulsively gripped his massive, softening cock.

      The smile that spread across Bass's face was disturbing. He reached
      over and picked up one of the discarded sharpies used to write on
      Kissy and uncapped it. Kelsey held back a whimper as he scrawled
      his phone number across her tits, with the message "Call Me."
      underlined with a thick black line. It didn't feel like an
      invitation. It was a command.

      Then, with one last leering grin, Bass turned and lumbered off to
      retrieve his pants. Kelsey sighed in relief. Well, that was the
      most horrible, erotic experience of her young life. Hopefully, she
      could avoid Bass from now on... but based on the look in his eye at
      the end of her handjob, she worried that might be possible.

      Kelsey was hoping she would be able to fade into the background,
      but Renee peeked through the door to the showers, snapping
      impatiently as another football player emerged from his turn with
      Kissy. Apparently the initiation had resumed while Kelsey was
      distracted. Renee pointed at Kelsey, then the football player, then
      made a quick jerk-off motion with her hand. Kelsey's heart sank and
      her stomach twisted.

      So that's what this was. She wasn't just a distraction for Bass.
      She was the nude jerk-off attendant at the slurry from now on. She
      opened her mouth to protest, but Renee fixed her with a murderous
      glare, raising one eyebrow. Kelsey gulped... then winced and
      wrapped her hand around another strange cock.

      She never had been very brave.

      ...

      Daren's cock felt like it was on fire. In the passenger seat, Gina
      gave him a smokey gaze, stroking and petting the bulge in his lap
      as he drove.

      She would be lucky if she didn't cause an accident.

      Daren had been a little worried about how the evening was going
      earlier, but things had certainly turned around in the second half
      of dinner. Gina had gone to the bathroom (for long enough that
      Daren had begun to worry that she was sick or something), but when
      she got back, she was all smiles and warm attentiveness, her
      previous distraction completely forgotten.

      She laughed at her husband's jokes, leaned across the table to take
      his hand in hers, and drank most of the rest of the bottle of wine
      by herself. By the end of the meal, they were both in a warm,
      loving mood. Happy, laughing...

      ... And horny.

      Daren wasn't sure he had ever seen his wife this forward... Giving
      him a rubjob over his pants while on the road was certainly out of
      character for her. Maybe this sexual aggression was something
      Victor had trained into her...

      The thought of his dominant, masculine boss "training" his wife
      sent a lightning bolt of lust crackling through Daren and forced
      him to reach down and move Gina's hand off his lap. Fuck! Being in
      chastity for so long had really given him a hair-trigger, and the
      last thing he wanted to do was to cum in his pants before he could
      even get Gina into bed.

      Why did thinking about Gina and Victor together turn him on so
      much? It was pathetic to get off to his wife fucking someone he
      hated. But being so pathetic only turned him on more.

      Renee had really fucked him up...

      Gina gave him a teasing, pouty glance as he pushed away her teasing
      hand, but a spark of amusement twinkled in her eyes. "Keeping your
      powder dry, huh hubby?" She purred with a wicked grin. "Maybe a
      good idea... because when I get you alone I'm going to wring you
      dry. You're all mine tonight." Some of the performative flirtiness
      dropped away, and her hand reached out again, this time not to his
      crotch, but to cup his cheek. "I missed you, Daren," she said
      softly. "I missed... us." Daren glanced over at his beautiful wife
      and realized once again how hard this whole thing had been for her.
      She looked guilty, which made sense. After all, she had been having
      sex with his boss. But in that moment, Daren saw how it could work
      between them. Victor hadn't won yet.

      "Me too baby," he said with a smile, feeling a swell of confidence
      and self-esteem that he hadn't felt in months.

      They barely made it in the front door of their house before they
      were all over each other. Daren's hands slipped down his wife's
      curvy hips, over the firm roundness of her ass. He felt filled with
      nervous adrenaline, his nerves jangling and his breaths fast and
      shaky. Renee's taunts about him being a virgin were obviously
      ridiculous, but right now he almost felt like one: anxious and
      horny and unsure how best to please the knockout who wanted to fuck
      him.

      Gina's hands were tangled in his hair, her hot lips locked with
      his. Her hips pressed forward against his throbbing erection, her
      tongue teasing his with lithe swirling motions. She kissed him with
      heated, hungry passion.

      With as much passion as she had kissed Victor?

      The memory of the passionate, adulterous kiss she had given his
      suave black boss right in front of him lit up Daren's mind like a
      firework, sending another pulse of humiliated arousal through his
      body. Suddenly, against his will, his mind focused on the taste of
      his wife's mouth. Was the taste slightly different? Had Victor
      somehow spoiled her? Could he taste some kind of taint there? The
      dark, jealous lust rising in him suddenly made the light, grinding
      pressure of Gina's hips too much to bear. Daren shied away,
      scooting his hips backward to avoid the sensation.

      Gina pulled away from the kiss, this time her eyes held a little
      confusion after being denied for a second time. But she visibly
      rallied, a teasing smile crossing her face. "Hmmm, so I have to
      earn it? Well... I can do that. C'mon Daren. Let's go to bed. Let
      me show you how much I want my man."

      She took him by the hand and led him to the bedroom, putting on a
      show for him, her hips swaying enticingly. Daren hoped that Cassie
      was in bed at this point. Otherwise, she would see her mother as a
      woman in heat.

      Daren really needed to get his head in the game. This night was
      about him and his wife and their relationship. His boss had wormed
      his way into so many aspects of their life, he couldn't let Victor
      invade his mind even during lovemaking with his wife.

      As they entered the bedroom, Gina pranced a few steps ahead and
      turned with a soft smile and bedroom eyes, reaching behind her to
      unzip her cocktail dress. "I'm ready, Daren," she said in a heated
      whisper. "It's time to fuck your woman right." She slipped her
      dress down off her shoulders, letting it fall off her to the floor,
      revealing the lacey black lingerie she had worn for this special
      romantic evening.

      And for one glorious moment, taking in his wife's gorgeous body,
      Daren had no trouble at all focusing on the moment and enjoying
      himself. With her petite frame, big round tits, and wide curvy
      hips, Gina was a total knockout. He was unbelievably lucky to have
      her as his wife.

      Gina noted his starstruck expression with a warm smile, then
      unclasped her bra, tossing it aside to reveal the stiff, eager
      nipples topping her luscious breasts. Daren was practically
      drooling. He needed his cock inside this woman... his woman, right
      fucking now.

      Then she hooked her thumbs through her panties and slowly slid them
      down her thick thighs...

      And that was where Daren ran into trouble again. Gina's pussy...
      pink and glistening with arousal and still miraculously tight even
      as a mother... was bare. Totally hairless and smooth. He had noted
      the change before now obviously... even if they hadn't made love in
      a while, he still saw his wife change and get out of the shower
      occasionally. But tonight, in this heated moment of bonding and
      confusion over their twisted sexual corruption, it was a stark
      reminder of the control and dominance Victor had claimed over his
      wife.

      Because Gina had always worn a well-groomed patch of dirty-blond
      pubic hair since they had first begun dating... right up until she
      had become involved with Victor a few months ago. Her puffy,
      dripping pussy might be wet and eager for her husband right now,
      but the reason it was hairless and silky-smooth was because that
      was how Victor liked it.

      It immediately cast the entire sight of Gina's beautiful naked body
      in a sinister light. How many times had Victor gotten to enjoy this
      same sight? How many times had his huge black hands touched Gina's
      private places possessively? What parts of her sweet, curvy body
      had he rubbed his black cock all over, defiling it and claiming it
      for himself?

      Daren tried desperately to keep Victor out of his mind, but his
      cock throbbed with dark heat as Gina's taunting words from the
      other day ran through his mind over and over... How she had fucked
      Victor all night long. Been stretched open by him. Moaned his name.
      Taken his cum all over her body. She had told Daren that Victor was
      better than him. And even though Victor had demanded she say those
      hurtful things, it hadn't sounded like a lie.

      Correctly reading her husband's lust, but not noticing his
      disquiet, Gina turned with a coy wink and got on the bed, into
      doggy-style position facing away from her husband. He felt his
      heart hammering in his chest with twisted lust squirming deep in
      his belly as she tilted her hips and arched her back, presenting
      her flushed, dripping pussy to her husband, begging for
      penetration.

      "Fuck me. I need you," she said in a low raspy voice, swaying her
      wide hips back and forth teasingly. "I need my man to fill me. To
      satisfy me. Come here, love. Make me feel like your woman."

      Daren roughly pulled down his pants and boxers to his knees,
      stepping forward with his heart in his throat. How many times had
      his wife begged Victor in that same raspy, horny bedroom voice? Had
      she begged him harder? Was she just using dirty talk skills with
      him that Victor had taught her?

      He already felt like he was on the edge of orgasm from his anxious
      cuckold arousal alone. He reached out and held his wife's wide,
      soft, lovely hips. But he could no longer just live in the moment.
      He couldn't stop imagining bigger darker hands holding her this
      same way, a thick monstrous python of a black dick approaching her
      wet willing pussy instead of his pale, shrimpy dicklette. Daren's
      cock twitched and throbbed in the air of the bedroom, leaking a
      steady stream of precum despite his lack of stimulation. He tried
      to take a deep breath and restrain himself. He no longer thought he
      would be able to last a long time, but he needed to make an effort.
      Cumming immediately as soon as he entered Gina would only diminish
      him in her eyes.

      But then tragedy struck. As Daren held his wife's hips, psyching
      himself up to last as long as he could before he plunged into her
      pussy, she said the worst thing she possibly could. She was so
      caught up in the moment, horny and happy, that she didn't even seem
      to realize she had said it. That was the worst part... that the
      words came so naturally to her she didn't even notice her
      mistake.

      "MMMMM yeah baby," moaned Gina, wriggling her hips, ready for his
      dick, "Fuck me. Fuck me, Victor."

      Oh God. The crushing shame and twisted cuckold arousal roared
      through Daren, sending waves of pleasure through his cock, still
      hovering behind Gina's pussy. It wasn't just him... Gina was
      fantasizing about Victor as well. Daren and Gina's attempt to
      exclude Victor from their date night had failed miserably. He was
      already here, living in their heads, linked forever with their
      deepest sexual desires, contaminating every corner of their
      relationship.

      It was too much for Daren's hair-trigger penis. With a jolt of
      shock and despair, he felt himself tip over the edge of climax. He
      tried to reach down and grip the base of his cock... anything that
      might stop the humiliating frictionless climax from overcoming him,
      but it was no use.

      The only thing he managed to do was grip the head of his cock,
      squirting a thick, shameful load of pathetic jizz into his hand
      while his wife was reading and waiting for him just inches
      away.

      Daren panicked, barely managing to hold back a groan as the last
      few squirts of his load filled his sweaty fist. This had been his
      one shot... his all-important chance to show Gina he could satisfy
      her sexually... to reforge his bond with her and show her was a
      viable alternative to Victor.

      And he had jizzed in his hand before even penetrating her at
      all.

      "Well," purred Gina, wiggling her hips again, her pussy dripping
      eager juices down her thighs. "What are you waiting for, big boy? I
      thought I told you to fuck me."

      A bead of sweat rolled down Daren's face as he tried to think of
      some way to explain this to his wife. He probably only had seconds
      until she sensed something was up and turned around. He could feel
      his cock softening in his hand already.


      

    


    

    
      Page 8 - Cross Contamination Pt. 13 - Fetish -
      Literotica.com

      
      Normally he was a once-in-a-night kind of guy. Maybe his long
      abstinence meant he could get hard again tonight? Maybe?
      Regardless, the cage would be going back on in the morning.

      It looked like Daren would be the only one who was fucked
      tonight.

      ...

      Cassie hung limply from the chains supporting her. Her legs felt
      like jelly. Streams of pussy juice mixed with saliva slid in little
      streams down her thighs. Her head buzzed with frustrated arousal.
      Every nerve in her body sang with that bone-deep, tingling,
      wretched need to orgasm. She felt stupid. Dulled by lust.

      She needed to cum so fucking bad that nothing else seemed to
      matter.

      She felt the hot breath of yet another cheerleader kneeling between
      her spread thighs. They must be taking turns now. How many people
      had eaten her out at this point? Twenty? More? With her senses and
      movement taken away, time had lost all meaning, smearing into a
      blur of endless stimulation and arousal.

      Cassie whined with need and thrust her hips forward, greedy for
      more pleasure, hoping against hope that this was the time that the
      tongue and lips licking and sucking her desperately horny pussy
      would push her over the edge into the orgasm. She was so on edge
      that it wouldn't take that much.

      But this time the mouth between her legs had barely even begun
      before it pulled away. Once again abandoning her just seconds
      before she could achieve release. Cassie nearly sobbed with
      frustration. Maybe she had been foolish to think she could
      challenge Renee. If the wicked temptress had planned to break
      Cassidy, she had succeeded. Cassie wasn't even focused on winning
      the initiation anymore. If it had been about that she would have
      used the safe word ages ago.

      Now, the only reason she still hung there was that she was utterly,
      pathetically desperate to cum.

      'Noooo, no please!" she moaned, humping her hips forward and
      straining against her restraints. "J-just a little more! I need
      it!"

      Close by, Renee clicked her tongue, her warm, amused voice saying,
      "No, sorry babe. You're almost there! Just one more correct guess
      and you're a full cheerleader! Now which girl do you think just ate
      you out?"

      "I don't give a fuck Renee!" whined Cassie, hanging her head in
      despair. "I just need to cum. Please. I just need to get off. When
      are you going to let me cum?"

      Suddenly, Renee's warm palm slid over her shoulder as she got right
      up close, pressing her soft, pillowy lips directly to Cassie's ear.
      "You want the real answer Kissy?" she asked in a raspy, mocking
      whisper. "Never."

      "Wh-what?" breathed Cassie, struggling with the mixed signals of
      arousal and despair her brain was sending her.

      "I'm prepared to go all night with this. For hours and hours.
      Forcing you to ride the edge of orgasm until your brain melts out
      your ears."

      "No," whimpered Cassie in horror and sexual terror, her mind
      reeling with the prospect.

      "Yes," replied Renee smugly. "I'm going to go on you til your
      little bimbo mind breaks. So you can either say that safe word I
      gave you... or we can make a deal."

      The words hovered on Cassie's tongue. Her safe word "Albatross"...
      Or other words. Words like "I surrender". Words that would lead her
      down a darker path.

      Cassie knew where the safe word would lead... it would also be
      humiliating in it's own way to give up and go home a loser, and
      that way she wouldn't even get to cum. And Renee had prepared her
      well. Sexual submission had become her second nature. It was a
      foregone conclusion what she would choose.

      "A... a deal?" whispered Cassie cautiously.

      "It's simple," purred Renee, her breath warm and ticklish on
      Cassie's ear, "All you have to do is... compromise a little on the
      harsh little line you drew in the sand. I have such a great plan
      for how you can lose your v-card, Kissy. You have no idea."

      Cassie shivered and moaned again, feeling the intense needy throb
      of her overstimulated nipples and pussy. That had been the very
      issue that had finally made her split from Renee... The idea that
      her "friend" would arrogantly plan such an important moment in
      Cassie's life was insulting and demeaning. Standing up to Renee and
      preserving her dignity had been a moment of pride and independence.
      Could she really give that up for a moment of sexual
      pleasure?

      "Come on, Kissy..." whispered Renee, her voice warm, poisonous
      honey pouring into Cassie's ear. "Just give in on the one little
      thing. Then you go home a cheerleader, we can be friends again and
      stop this stupid public fight... and I'll give you the best fucking
      orgasm of your life."

      Cassie was no longer sure she wanted to be a cheerleader, and being
      friends with Renee felt more dangerous than ever... she tried to
      hold back and resist. She tried to hold in her mind how good it had
      felt to finally resist and stand up for herself against
      Renee.

      But a weak, desperate whisper inside her drowned out her inner
      strength. What choice do you have? Said the insidious
      little voice. Renee is so much stronger than you... If you try
      to resist, she won't let you cum... she'll keep you on the edge of
      release for hours until you give in. Much better to submit right
      now. It will be less humiliating that way. What else are you going
      to do? Whimper the safe word? Walk out of the locker room a public
      loser? That would be even worse!

      There's only one choice that makes sense...

      "Fine," said Cassie in a broken whisper, feeling the sting of
      defeat deep in her soul. The humiliation of losing to Renee once
      again made her sexual desperation roar even higher, eager for the
      chance to cum that Renee had teasingly dangled.

      "Fine, what?" Asked Renee in a smug voice. "I need to hear you say
      it, Kissy."

      "You can decide how I lose my virginity. Just... please let me
      cum," whimpered Cassie, her face flaming with a blush as she
      humiliatingly caved. This was supposed to be her moment of triumph.
      She had talked a big game and publicly confronted Renee. And all of
      those empty words had just made her eventual defeat that much more
      devastating.

      Renee laughed, low and sweet in her ear. "Sure Kissy... what are
      friends for?" Then she turned Cassie's head and captured her lips
      in a deep, dirty kiss, slipping her tongue in to explore. Cassie
      parted her lips eagerly, allowing the intrusion with a swooning
      sense of submission, gently caressing Renee's dominant, thrusting
      tongue with her own. Being bound and blindfolded made the feeling
      ten times as intense, and Cassie's body felt like it was bursting
      with wet, shameful heat as she accepted the kiss from her
      victorious "best friend".

      Renee's slim feminine hands flowed down her bound, naked body,
      pausing to palm and pinch her stiff, aching nipples, making Cassie
      whine with needy submissive lust against her lips.

      Then Renee's lips left hers... and traveled downward, leaving a wet
      hot kiss right between Cassie's heaving tits... then on her soft
      feminine belly, leaving it squirming with butterflies.... Then
      finally right on her smooth, hairless pubic area, just above her
      pussy, releasing another flood of liquid arousal through Cassie's
      veins.

      She could feel Renee's hot breath on her sensitive, overstimulated
      pussy. Her breathing was coming so hard and fast that she could
      feel her tits bounce and wobble with each ragged gasp. Renee's
      plump, pillowy lips on her pussy... she needed it so fucking bad
      that it almost made her humiliating public defeat worth it for this
      one mind-meltingly erotic moment.

      "Fuck, please! Please fucking eat me out Renee, Oh God!" mumbled
      Cassie, fast and low and desperate, her voice now just a breathy
      whine. Her hips bucked forward into the air, her pussy leaking and
      clenching around nothing. Renee's hands had slipped down to rest on
      her trembling thighs.

      Every sensation seared into Cassie's nerves with her sight gone.
      She felt Renee's hands tense on her thighs, felt her breath get
      closer... closer... moving with teasing slowness.

      And then it was finally happening. Cassie let out a low animal moan
      as Renee's perfect lips made contact with her pussy, pressing
      slowly but firmly into her overheated flesh. It was too much;
      Cassie had been riding the razor's edge of orgasm for over an hour.
      When Renee's wicked tongue slid between both pairs of connected
      lips, Cassie orgasmed.

      As Renee's tongue slid upward, finding Cassie's sweet clit and
      circling it with precise focus, Cassie enjoyed the deepest, most
      powerful orgasm she had ever had. Her back arched powerfully, her
      legs shook so badly they could no longer support her weight,
      forcing her to hang limply from the chains. Her toes curled and
      desperate, breathy moans poured from her throat as her hips writhed
      wantonly forward into the mouth of her best friend. Her worst
      enemy. The young woman, who, at this moment, owned her, body and
      soul.

      It wasn't just the physical sensation, although that was deeply
      satisfying as well... it was the submission. The kinky
      circumstances of defeat and public disgrace that Renee had
      effortlessly manipulated her into.

      Cassie knew the other cheerleaders were watching, likely burning
      this slutty, pathetic image into their brains forever. They might
      never respect Cassie again after they had seen her total sexual
      defeat. But right now Cassie couldn't care about that.

      She rubbed her fluttering pussy against her conqueror's face and
      lost herself in the pleasure of defeat, moaning out her extasy for
      the entire cheerleading squad to hear as she came... and came...
      and came.

      ...

      Renee shot a glance around the shower room at the crowd of watching
      spectators as Kissy treated them all to a little solo concert of
      slutty moans.

      All it would take was one of the football players to burst into
      laughter for the whole game to be spoiled... yes, Kissy had given
      in and submitted... for now at least. But she would still probably
      balk if she realized just how public this initiation had
      been.

      Or how public it was going to be...

      Melissa faithfully maintained camerawoman duties, zooming in on the
      action as Renee continued to tongue-lash Kissy's sensitive clit. A
      few other rotating girls filmed from other angles as well,
      capturing shots they could cut to in the edited final product.
      Perfect. Soon the entire school... or the seniors who coughed up
      the cash at least, would be able to see firsthand what happened to
      stupid bimbo sluts who thought they could give Renee lip.

      "Renee!" moaned Cassie in a breathy, worshipful voice. "More...
      keep going... please. Please eat my pussy."

      Renee smiled and considered granting her little sub her wish... But
      really this charade had gone on too long. It was time to wrap this
      up.

      After all, there was one last part of the initiation, wasn't
      there?

      Renee withdrew from between Kissy's trembling thighs, wiping her
      mouth with the back of a hand. "You guessed right!" she said
      cheerfully, clapping her hands in mocking celebration. "And that's
      three! You won Kissy! You're almost a cheerleader!"

      Kissy seemed stunned, her smarty-pants brain utterly fried by her
      slutty public orgasm. It was a state Renee planned to see her in
      more often... if not permanently. "I... won?" She said slowly. "I'm
      a cheerleader?"

      "Almost!" confirmed Renee with a wicked grin, rising to her feet.
      "But there was one other last formality... The last part of the
      initiation, remember?" A few of the cheerleaders around the room
      held hands over their mouths, desperately trying to hold back
      laughs. The football players just looked horny. This next part was
      what had sold them on this experience after all: it wasn't like
      they were all huge fans of eating pussy.

      "Hold on just one second, Girly," said Renee teasingly, patting
      Kissy's blushing cheek condescendingly. "I'll be right back with
      your last task."

      Renee bustled into the changing area to find another highly amusing
      sight. That little cowardly slut Kelsey stood over Kissy's pink
      water bottle, her eyes hazy with submissive lust and a cock in both
      hands.

      The slim little beauty's nipples were hard as diamonds, and hot
      juices were leaking down her shapely thighs as her hands pumped up
      and down the thick cocks of the burly football players flanking
      her. Splatters and flecks of semen covered her hands and thighs
      from poorly aimed cumshots. Well well well, thought Renee to
      herself, It looks like poor little Kelsey had more in common with
      her bestie than she thought. They were both submissive bisexual
      sluts!.

      Renee waved a hand and gestured Kesley away from the bottle she had
      been dutifully helping to fill. Renee raised her eyebrows as she
      looked inside. The level was a lot higher than she expected. It
      seemed that some of the football players had skipped the cunt
      munching entirely and went for multiple rounds with Kelsey's
      increasingly-expert hands. A cruel smile crossed Renee's face and
      she swirled the bottle, mixing the thick, cummy sludge filling it
      to the halfway mark.

      It was a good thing little Kissy had never tasted cum before,
      because any other experienced slut would know what this was
      instantly. The slurry was over half jizz at this point.

      Renee glanced over at Kelsey, who, despite her task being finished,
      was still jacking the two sneering football players in a horny
      daze. As she watched, one of the players came, covering Kelsey's
      hand in a few squirts of watery cum. This must have been this
      particular player's third or fourth round.

      On a whim, Renee strode up and gripped Kelsey's hair, pulling her
      toward the locker room with the disgusting bottle of slurry in her
      other hand. Kelsey's defeat and corruption had been almost as great
      as Kissy's today, and Renee thought it would be appropriate for her
      to share in the "reward".

      As Renee reentered the shower room, her eyes stuck on Kissy once
      again, and she felt a thrill of arousal and triumph.

      Kissy looked like the textbook definition of what she had become: a
      conquered bimbo slut. Renee had gotten exactly what she wanted.
      Just as it should be. Kissy hung limply from the wrist restraints,
      her body still flushed and trembling with arousal even after her
      long-delayed orgasm. Her body was covered with demeaning phrases
      written in stark permanent marker, blurred just a little by the
      fine sheen of glistening sweat covering her.

      Time to end this.

      Renee slung Kelsey down to Kissy's feet and pointed insistently at
      Kissy's dripping pussy. Renee really was too kind, She knew that
      Kelsey, the pervy little closeted bisexual that she was, had been
      thirsty for her bestie's pussy juice all day long. Just as Renee
      suspected, Kelsey's green eyes grew wide... but she didn't refuse
      or back away. Instead, she tentatively moved forward... gently
      kissing her friend's pussy and making Kissy flinch in shock.

      "Wh-what?" gasped Kissy, her body writhing in shock at the
      unexpected sensation, "Renee, I thought you said that the task was
      over!"

      "It is," said Renee with a chuckle, motioning Mel to get a close-up
      of Kelsey's expression of dopey delight as she buried her face into
      her best friend's juicy cunt. "Consider this a reward."

      "B-but," whined Kissy in a breathy voice... but she didn't sound
      too upset, and based on her moans, she was beginning to enjoy
      Kelsey's enthusiastic service.

      "No more words, Kissy," said Renee firmly. "Open that mouth baby
      bird style. Here comes your reward for being such a good little
      cheerleader today."

      The crowd huddled closer with breathless anticipation as Kissy
      obeyed, opening her mouth wide with her tongue stuck out, turning
      her face upward for the slurry. Multiple cameras rolled from
      different angles as Renee held up the pink bottle and tipped it
      slowly, letting its thick, sloppy payload creep toward the bottle's
      rim.

      The stream of thick goo that emerged was multicolored from the
      various add-ins the cheerleaders had poured in, but it was over
      half football player cum. It hit Kissy square on the tongue,
      delivering the fledgling slut her second-ever taste of semen.

      She closed her mouth in shock for a second, letting the drizzling
      stream pour over her face and drip down to her heaving tits,
      streaking down over her stiff nipples and dripping down her flat
      belly. After a quick gulp to clear her mouth, however, Kissy
      reopened her lips gamely, determined to fulfill the last part of
      the initiation now that she was so close.

      The cheerleaders were unable to hold back their giggles now as
      video captured Kissy's first ever bukkake forever in HD. Renee
      tilted the pink bottle further, watching with glee as Kissy's open
      mouth grew fuller and fuller, her tongue covered in the pearly
      slime.

      Below, the extra spilled sperm traced down Kissy's body. Kelsey's
      eyes widened as the trails of filthy cum slipped downward, closer
      and closer to her mouth, still busy licking and sucking between
      Kissy's thighs. She could have pulled away... but instead, she kept
      going even as the foul slurry flowed down, mixed and flavoring
      Kissy's pussy with the fruits of Kelsey's slutty labor.

      Finally, Kissy's mouth was utterly full, brimming with the sticky
      sperm of all the seniors on the football team. Renee smiled widely
      and said, "Go on now, Kissy Swallowes. Time to live up to your
      name."

      And Kissy did. Like a trooper, she swallowed the football team's
      cum down in two big, thick gulps, shuddering at the disgusting
      texture and taste. Beneath her, her best friend noisily slurped at
      her pussy, where the leftovers that ran down her body had
      pooled.

      A perfect slutty climax to Kissy Swallowes' first amateur
      porno.

      Renee clapped her hands sharply. "Ok girls," she said
      performatively, "Show's over. Leave Kissy and I here so she can
      clean up a little, and be ready to welcome your new squadmate
      tomorrow."

      The cheerleaders obeyed her command to fuck off, as did the
      football players, swiftly and silently. The footage was stopped.
      Pants went back on. Kelsey and Peter trailed out, Kesley looking
      stunned and horny, Peter almost hollow.

      Renee and Kissy were left alone. Renee reached up and removed the
      blindfold. The look in Kissy's eyes was priceless. Renee saw defeat
      and shame there... but even better were the submission and longing
      lurking in her beautiful blue eyes. She dropped her gaze after just
      one plaintive look, unable to bear the humiliation of the
      moment.

      Renee reached over and turned on the two shower heads that Kissy
      hung from, directing both heads toward her to wash her with a warm
      spray of water.

      "What...?" Said Kissy, her voice cracking a little. She cleared her
      throat and began again. "What was even in that... stuff?" She
      burped, sending a fresh waft of cum scent into the stuffy air of
      the showers.

      Renee kept her face neutral as she began running her hands almost
      lovingly over Kissy's body, rinsing away her sweat and the sticky
      trails of cum. Kissy probably should have questioned why Renee was
      cleaning her instead of just releasing her to do it herself, but
      she was in such a submissive mindset by this point that she didn't
      even remark on it, meekly submitting to Renee's rubbing
      hands.

      "Mostly thick water," lied Renee lightly, running her hands over
      Kissy's pussy to wash away the saliva and juices, making Kissy
      shiver from the intense sensation. "Ever heard of it? They make it
      for people with issues swallowing thin liquids. Disgusting
      consistency. That's why the girls add it: they want to make it as
      gross as possible."

      "It worked," said Kissy sullenly, burping again with a wince. For a
      moment there was silence, with only the sound of the trickling and
      splattering water.

      Finally Kissy spoke up again.

      "Renee... what's the... I mean, what's the... you know...
      p-plan?"

      Renee couldn't keep a smile off her lips this time. She ran her
      hands up and down Kissy's thick thighs, her mind crowding with
      wicked fantasies for all the fun things she had in store for Kissy.
      "Sorry, babe," she said with a giggle. "I don't want to spoil the
      surprise. We need your first time to be special, don't
      we?"
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      Kissy was silent again, but Renee could sense her arousal and
      dread at being under her thumb once again.

      "Umm, Renee?" said Kissy in a timid voice, "You said that these
      markers were washable, right...?"

      Renee bit her lip hard to keep from bursting into laughter.

      "Oh dear... It looks like maybe Mel screwed up when fetching the
      markers. Sorry, Kissy!"

      ...

      The Next Day

      Desirae Fontaine put her big black SUV into park, picked up her
      pug, Princess, and made her way into her large suburban
      Mcmansion.

      No matter how much she complained to the other housewives about her
      good-for-nothing sack-of-shit husband, Charlie, she really did have
      it made.

      Thanks to the high-level position Charlie had gotten doing shady
      work for some hunky black guy, Desirae had been able to quit
      working and live the life she had always dreamed of: sitting around
      the house watching her favorite reality TV shows, gossiping and
      making drama with the other women in the suburb, and exercising to
      keep her body tight and impressive for the young pool boys she
      hired on a rotating basis. After all, she was well aware that
      Charlie wasn't Mr. Faithful, so why should she remain chaste?

      She was a little annoyed on the way into the house to see that
      Melissa's car was in the driveway. Desirae and her daughter didn't
      always see eye to eye, to put it mildly. Desirae had gotten
      pregnant during her senior year of high school and hadn't slipped
      easily into motherhood. In fact, there had even been a sort of
      twisted rivalry between her and her daughter since Melissa had
      turned 18. She could swear that the little skank was trying to
      seduce the latest pool boy before Desirae had the chance.

      Her mood wasn't improved as she entered the house and saw that not
      only was Mel sitting at the kitchen bar brazenly drinking a frozen
      margarita... But her friend Renee was over as well.

      Renee made Desirae a little nervous. She was Charlie's boss'
      daughter, so obviously she couldn't object to the friendship, but
      there was something... dangerous in the girl's lovely brown eyes
      that put Desirae on edge... not to mention the fact that cheer
      captains brought up bad memories for her.

      But she had to play nice. Desirae set Princess down carefully and
      straightened with a false smile. "Hi, girls! So good to see you,
      Renee! You hardly ever come over anymore!"

      Melissa and Renee exchanged glances that Desirae didn't
      particularly like, then Renee turned her dangerous brown eyes to
      her friend's mom. "Actually... I'm hear to talk with you today,
      Mrs. Fontaine."

      Alarm bells sounded in Desirae's mind, but carefully kept the
      reaction off her face. She was willing to play nice to further her
      husband's career, but she had no desire to get more involved with
      Renee than she absolutely had to. "Oh really?" she asked
      cautiously, moving to pour herself a margarita from the machine.
      "Why is that exactly?"

      "Well, we're looking for a new coach for our cheerleading squad.
      Our old coach Ms. Chambers hasn't really been up to the task,"
      explained Renee smoothly, her brown eyes pleading. "Mel told me
      that you were a cheer captain in high school. We were hoping you
      might be able to help out."

      "Ahhhhhh," said Desirae, taking a long sip of the margarita. She
      made a little face; Melissa had used too much tequila. "Well I'm
      flattered you would ask girls, but I'm afraid that I just don't
      think I'm cut out for the job. Besides, I'm far too busy!"

      Melissa snorted and rolled her eyes, mumbling something about "busy
      with the poolboy", and Desirae was about to snipe back at her when
      Renee laid a hand on both of their arms, her eyes flashing. The
      look of authority on the young girl's face brought Desirae to a
      halt.

      "That's too bad..." said Renee. Her voice was sad, but her eyes
      still held a glint of steel. "So many of the girls could use your
      guidance... Like my friend Kissy for instance. I think you used to
      know her mother, by the way."

      "Really?" asked Desirae, a little curious despite herself. "Who's
      this girl's mom?"

      "Gina Harlowe," said Renee simply, a little smirk tugging up the
      corners of her mouth as she stared directly into Desirae's eyes,
      "nee Eriksson."

      Desirae paused with her margarita partway to her lips, her eyes
      narrowing. Gina Eriksson. Gigi. The girl who had embarrassed her so
      badly back in high school that she never wanted to think about
      cheerleading again.

      The daughter whose birthday math had always made Desirae feel a
      little suspicious. She turned the information over slowly and
      thoroughly.

      "This Kissy..." she said slowly, "she needs a lot of guidance,
      huh?"

      Renee nodded knowingly. "Lots. Personal, thorough, strict
      guidance."

      As Melissa looked back and forth between Renee and Desirae with
      annoyed confusion, a wicked smile broke across her mother's
      face.

      "Well then," said Desirae in a warm, purring tone, "How can I say
      'no'?"
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      Cross Contamination Part 14: Learning to Say Yes

      Cassie nervously tugged the long sleeve of her sweater a little
      further down, then crossed her arms uncomfortably as she walked
      into the school building.

      She had scrubbed and scrubbed last night, but the permanent
      marker that Renee and the other cheerleaders had graffitied her
      pale skin with had just refused to come off completely. She had
      grown used to wearing more revealing clothes at Renee's suggestion,
      but today she had been forced to go completely the opposite
      direction. Luckily, none of the girls had doodled on her face, so
      covering herself from wrist to ankle would hopefully be effective
      at hiding her shame.

      Some had crudely scrawled "clit flicker 5000" with an arrow
      pointing to her hand on her inner right wrist, though. Thus why she
      kept tugging anxiously at her sleeve. Her reputation was bad enough
      without anyone seeing that.

      But even though Cassie had inspected herself carefully in the
      mirror that morning to be sure that absolutely none of the crude
      doodles and writing showed up, she still felt eyes following her as
      she made her way through the hallways of the school. Whispers and
      giggles seemed to spring up in her wake.

      Cassie knew it was stupid, but some part of her brain insisted
      that somehow the entire senior class knew about what had happened
      in the girl's locker room yesterday. But there was no way that the
      cheerleaders would spread rumors about their own hazing rituals.
      They would get in trouble with the administration immediately.

      Right?

      Cassie saw Kelsey at her locker, looking almost as miserable and
      anxious as her, and began walking over, a faint smile growing on
      her lips. She and Kelsey were supposed to have met up after the
      initiation yesterday to celebrate Cassie's anticipated triumph.
      But, with the way things had gone, Cassie hadn't felt like
      celebrating and had just hurried home to shower and throw up
      whatever gross cocktail the cheerleaders had fed her instead. She
      hoped that Kelsey wasn't mad that Cassie had ghosted her.

      But before Cassie could make it to Kelsey, she was beaten to the
      punch by the last person in the world she would have ever
      expected.

      Bass Rivera, a massive senior jock with slicked-back hair, an
      honest-to-goodness mustache, and muscles so big that they couldn't
      even be hidden under his letter jacket, leaned on the locker next
      to Kelsey and began chatting her up, his eyes smoldering and his
      mouth pulling up into a smirk. Cassie was too far away to hear what
      he was saying, but if the rumors about Bass were true, it couldn't
      be anything good. He had allegedly been responsible for more than
      one pregnancy among the senior class. It was bizarre that he was
      talking to Kelsey at all. Cassie's best friend was very pretty, in
      a wallflower sort of way, but Bass tended to go for big-chested,
      popular blondes.

      Kelsey wasn't brave enough to tell a scary guy like Bass to fuck
      off right to his face, but Cassie would have expected her to at
      least stammer out some excuse and escape. But instead, to Cassie's
      growing confusion, Kelsey licked her lips, and, although she had a
      frightened look in her eyes, joined the conversation. Cassie shook
      her head as she watched Bass slip a powerful arm over Kelsey's
      delicate shoulders. She hoped her friend knew what she was getting
      into.

      Kelsey didn't make it to homeroom a few minutes later, and
      Cassie resigned herself to a lonely, nervous day with the feeling
      of the obscene messages on her skin burning beneath her clothes.
      Just when Cassie had settled in and closed her eyes for a second to
      calm herself, Renee slid into the chair next to her with a bright,
      chirpy, "Morning, Kissy!"

      Cassie's eyes shot open, and her heart skipped a beat as she
      looked to her side, where Renee was shooting her a signature
      catlike grin. She was impeccably dressed as always, with a
      form-fitting grey sweater and a short tartan skirt that showed off
      her long, smooth legs. Very private schoolgirl, despite the fact
      that Riverside High had never had a uniform.

      But Cassie couldn't let herself get distracted. She had to draw
      a hard line here. Renee had bent her yesterday, but she wasn't
      broken. She steeled herself for the confrontation and said calmly,
      "Good Morning Renee. Look, I don't want you to get the wrong
      impression from... what happened yesterday." Cassie blushed hotly
      as she remembered how Renee had brought her to begging, screaming
      orgasm. It was hard to hold her head high and be defiant after
      that, but she had to try. "I still don't want to be friends with
      you."

      Renee just giggled, her dark eyes flashing with amusement. "Oh,
      Kissy, you're such a kidder! Are you really the type of girl who
      would let an enemy choose who pops her cherry?"

      Shit. Now Cassie's blush deepened, and she was uncomfortably
      aware of the other seniors at the desks around them. But by now she
      knew better than to try to get Renee to stop saying embarrassing
      stuff. The embarrassment was Renee's objective. The easiest way to
      minimize the public spectacle was just to brush past it.

      "No, I... That's irrelevant," said Cassie stiffly, unconsciously
      tugging down the sleeve of her sweater once again. "I just don't
      want you to act like we're best friends, Renee. You know we
      aren't."

      Renee raised an eyebrow, leaning back in her chair and crossing
      one long, gorgeous leg over the other in a way that Cassie found
      massively distracting. "Do I know that, Kissy? Do I? Whatever. I'll
      keep it in mind. But I hope we can at least be cordial at practice
      tonight. I am the squad captain after all."

      Shit. Cassie had forgotten in the heated struggle to
      fight back against Renee's tyranny and prove her worth that passing
      the cheerleader initiation meant that she was actually a member of
      the squad now. Meeting with the other cheerleaders after what they
      had done to her yesterday was a thought that made Cassie's stomach
      twist with anxiety and strange lust.

      "Oh... I'm not actually feeling that well today, so..." said
      Cassie nervously, imagining putting on one of the cheerleader
      uniforms and exposing that much skin now that she had marker
      scrawled all over her.

      "Nonsense," said Renee, with just a touch of iron in her voice.
      "The pep rally is tomorrow, Kissy! We need to whip our newest
      member into shape for her big debut!"

      That didn't make Cassie feel any better, but by then the teacher
      was already calling the class's attention to the front of the room,
      and Renee had turned away with a smirk and a flip of her glossy
      raven hair. Cassie sighed, shook her head, and fitfully pulled down
      her sleeve once again. She should probably go. If she wanted to
      maintain her defiance, she had to stay on the team, and missing a
      vital practice would give Renee a perfect excuse to kick her
      out.

      Besides, what was the worst that could happen? All the
      cheerleaders knew what was written on her body, and she could
      probably get away with practicing in street clothes for one day
      anyway.

      ...

      Gina bowed low on her hands and knees, her eyes blazing and her
      stiff nipples scraping Victor's muscular onyx thighs as she
      extended her tongue to tease the tip of his big, thick, black
      cock.

      The way he was grinning down at her while he lunged back in bed
      with his arms behind his head was pissing her off. To be fair,
      everything was pissing her off today, but she felt like Victor was
      being even more obnoxious than usual.

      "What are you smirking at?" She grumbled before sealing her soft
      lips around the head of Victor's throbbing cock.

      "Gigi, your body is a work of art," said Victor in a rumbling
      voice, giving her a slow wink. "Why wouldn't a man smile when he
      sees it, eager and bare for him?"

      Gina's only response was to roll her eyes and slowly descend,
      stuffing more of Victor's python deep into her mouth. She was
      getting more and more used to deepthroating Victor's cock, but it
      was so fucking big that it felt like a challenge every time. She
      needed to warm herself up to it.

      "You seem mad," said Victor with a raised eyebrow. "What's the
      matter? Trouble in paradise?"

      Gina shot him a venomous glare as the head of his cock hit the
      back of her throat and her tongue swirled around it. As usual, he
      had just hit infuriatingly close to home. Last night, after Gina
      had put a great deal of effort into a pleasant date night with her
      husband, Daren had fucked it all up by cumming in his hand like a
      fucking loser before even reaching her pussy. And considering the
      idiot had gotten himself into a blackmail situation that had his
      cock locked up by a girl his daughter's age most of the time, he
      had spoiled their one chance at a sexual reconnection.

      "Well," said Victor with a satisfied sigh, wiggling his toes as
      he enjoyed the sensation of his sex kitten slowly sliding his cock
      down her tight throat, "At least you have a real man to run to when
      the wimp lets you down."

      Ok, Gina had been content to let Victor run his mouth, but that
      was taking things a step too far. Especially when part of Gina's
      anger came from her own failings last night. The date was supposed
      to be about her and Daren, but somehow Victor had tempted and
      tricked her into a quicky in the restaurant bathroom. That didn't
      excuse Darren's eye-rolling failure, and couldn't have influenced
      it in any way, in fact, since Gina had been careful, but it still
      was a factor in her prickly annoyance today.

      Gina rose, coughing a little before snapping in a cock-roughened
      voice, "Shut the fuck up, Victor. You know the only reason that I'm
      here is because of that stupid contract. Which is ending next week,
      by the way. I bet you thought I would forget about that, didn't
      you?"

      Victor chuckled, his broad, muscular chest falling up and down
      with his mirth. Gina's eyes flicked down to his chest and abs for a
      second, then cursed herself for her wandering gaze. "So, the only
      reason you suck and fuck my cock is because you have to, huh?"

      "That's right," lied Gina fiercely, absentmindedly popping
      Victor's cock back into her mouth and sucking it like a
      pacifier.

      "And here I thought we were getting along better!" said Victor
      with mock-wistfulness. "You were finally learning to enjoy
      submission like a good girl. You must be a good fucking actress.
      I've heard about crying on command, but a wet pussy and stiff nips
      when you hate every second deep down... now that's real
      talent."

      Gina didn't respond this time, instead pretending to get deeply
      absorbed in her blowjob, gliding her lips smoothly up and down
      Victor's huge cock. As much as she hated it, he had a point. Victor
      Cross was evil, but he was a dangerously sexy man. And he had
      successfully awoken a submissive streak in Gina that she hadn't
      realized she had. It felt good to just give in and accept his
      control. Which was exactly why Gina had to show a little resistance
      sometimes. If Victor knew how weak he made her feel, who knew what
      he would do to her?

      Victor shook his head and mockingly clicked his tongue. "All of
      this anger and strife... and on the day that I finally arranged a
      job for you, too!"

      Gina released Victor's cock from her mouth, coming up with an
      open-mouthed expression of delight, her sullen annoyance forgotten
      for the moment. "Wait... are you messing with me?" She asked
      cautiously, trying to adjust her expectations. It had been
      nerve-wracking and awkward for the past few weeks since she had
      been fired from her law firm. She still hadn't told Daren, and part
      of the reason for that was Victor's assurance that he would find
      her a new job using his connections, although in Gina's opinion, it
      seemed like he was dragging his feet on that.

      "God's honest truth," said Victor gravely. "I found a job that
      matches your talents perfectly."

      "What firm is it?" asked Gina excitedly. "It's not Martin and
      Goodwin, is it? Those guys are chumps. Well, never mind, actually I
      would take what I can get at this point, as long as it isn't some
      two-lawyer family law outfit." Gina realized she was babbling and
      shook her head, embarrassed by her own excitement. "Anyway," she
      finally said sheepishly, "What did you find? Who will I be working
      with?"

      "Why, with me of course!" said Victor with a wide grin. "I want
      you to come work at Cross Advertising!"

      Gina stared at him with narrowed eyes, then released his cock
      and pinched the bridge of her nose. She should have known that
      Victor would try to pull some crap like this.

      "An in-house corporate lawyer?" she asked with a bitter twist of
      her mouth. She was under the impression that those jobs were mainly
      paperwork, and while she certainly had the experience necessary for
      a job like that, her main skill set was as a trial lawyer.
      Well... I guess it's better than unemployment. Once I let the
      rumors swirl and die down about why I left the old firm, maybe I
      can go out on the job hunt again.

      "But wait," she added with a questioning eyebrow, "Didn't you
      just offer Xavier a position as your lawyer? Do you really need
      another on retainer?"

      Victor shook his head, a hint of a grin playing on his lips.
      "I'm afraid that there's been a bit of a misunderstanding, Gigi,"
      he said, his tone much more serious than his face. "I have all the
      lawyers I need... but the position of my personal assistant has
      just opened up. I think you would be just perfect for the
      role."

      Gina tilted her head in confusion. For a moment, she couldn't
      even understand what he was saying. But after a few silent seconds,
      Victor's meaning finally sank in, and with it came a tidal wave of
      rage.

      "Victor Cross," she finally managed to say in a small, tight
      voice, "That's not a very funny joke."

      Victor shrugged, his cocky, self-important smile not shifting an
      inch as he observed her anger. "It isn't a joke at all, actually.
      Like I said, I think you would be absolutely perfect for the
      job."

      Gina rose from the bed, white-faced with rage, and began
      snatching her clothes from where they had been scattered over the
      ground.

      "What's the matter, Gigi? Leaving so soon?" Asked Victor,
      turning over to his side with his head propped up on his elbow to
      face her, his thick cock still stiff as iron and dripping with her
      saliva.

      Gina flashed him a look of pure hate, untainted by arousal at
      this particular moment. He had really caught her on the wrong day
      for this bullshit. "If all you were planning on doing was jerking
      me around with this stupid game, the least you could have done is
      get it out of the way on the day that I got fired," she snapped,
      "instead of making me think you were really job hunting for
      me."

      Victor chuckled richly and gestured down to his cock, "I kept
      you busy, didn't I? If it makes you feel better, we can backdate
      your first check and claim that all of our mid-day rendezvous were
      'consulting sessions'."

      "See there it is," said Gina furiously, pointing an accusing
      finger at Victor. "You don't even care if I would be a good
      secretary or not, do you? You just want to turn me into your slutty
      public office pet. Well, I have news for you, Victor."

      She marched up and got right in Victor's face, "I went to school
      for seven fucking years to become a lawyer. And I'm a damn good
      one. It's fun to submit to you in bed. I can admit that. But I'm
      not going to blow up my entire career because humiliating me gets
      you hard."

      "But didn't you do that already?" asked Victor innocently.
      "That's why you got fired at your last job."

      The only thing that Gina could do was make an inarticulate sound
      of pure rage, turning her back on him and leaving the room, her
      middle finger raised high over her shoulder.

      "Goodbye, Gigi. I'll see you soon," called Victor after her, but
      she didn't pause or look back. Victor had really crossed the line
      this time.

      And now she was going to have to frantically begin the job
      search in earnest, a step behind thanks to Victor's antics.

      ...

      Cassie wasn't positive what to expect when she entered the gym
      for cheerleading practice that afternoon. In theory, hazing, for
      all its faults, was supposed to bring people together. A symbolic
      act of bullying that brought someone into the fold. So Cassie was
      hopeful that the rest of the squad would now be more open and
      welcoming.

      She was almost immediately let down. She skipped the locker room
      on the way into the gym today. She intended to insist on wearing
      her regular clothes for reasons the rest of the girls should be
      well familiar with. As she entered the gym, Cassie could feel the
      atmosphere change almost immediately. It was just like when she had
      entered the school early, except now Cassie was absolutely certain
      what the other girls were whispering and snickering over.

      Still, she held her head high as she crossed the gym to the
      group of giggling cheerleaders eyeing her and stood defiantly in
      front of Renee.

      The gorgeous cheer captain looked her up and down slowly, her
      eyebrow raised. "No uniform today, I see," she commented
      mildly.

      "I think that the team has seen quite enough of what's under my
      clothes for the time being," said Cassie with a matching tone of
      cool detachment. "I didn't think you would force me to wear a
      uniform today, considering the mistake you all made with the
      markers.

      Renee snorted with amusement. "Maybe I won't force you to wear
      your uniform... But she might." Renee nodded over Cassie's
      shoulder, and Cassie turned to see a woman entering the gym,
      wearing tight leggings and a form-fitting zip-up hoodie.

      Cassie had never seen her before. The stranger looked like she
      was somewhere between thirty and forty, but it was honestly kind of
      hard to tell. She had had enough plastic surgery that she could
      have been fifty as far as Cassie knew. It wasn't bad plastic
      surgery by any means, but it did give her a somewhat plastic and
      artificial look. And, while Cassie was no expert, she thought the
      new arrival's body had had some work done as well. Breasts were
      rarely that big and round naturally, and it was odd to see a butt
      that big and wide beneath such a slim waist.

      "So nice to meet you all!" cooed the woman in a high-pitched
      voice, clapping her hands together and flashing them a wide,
      blindingly white smile. "I was asked if I would come in and help
      coach the team for the rest of the season. You all might know me
      better as Ms. Fontaine or Melissa's mom, but you can all call me
      Coach Dee Dee during practice, kay?"

      Cassie wasn't sure what to make of the strange,
      artificial-looking woman. Up until this point, she was pretty sure
      the coach was supposed to be Miss Chambers, but she never came to
      practice. Cassie had started to become convinced that the coach
      position was simply a formality, since Renee ran the squad with an
      iron fist.

      Cassie's thoughts were interrupted by Dee Dee's finger stabbing
      out toward her, and a sudden sharp exclamation of "You! Step
      forward."

      Cassie wasn't all that pleased with the stranger's tone, but,
      with a look around at the other grinning girls, she stepped forward
      awkwardly, separating herself from the pack.

      "What's your name, honey?" asked the new coach, her hazel eyes
      piercing straight into Cassie's soul.

      "Cassie," she said, trying to sound confident despite being
      singled out like this in front of the hostile crowd. "Cassie
      Harlowe."

      For some reason, a smirk twisted Dee Dee's lips. "Pleasure to
      meet you, sweetie... now explain to me why you're disrespecting
      your teammates."

      The words were said in such a sugary sweet voice that Cassie had
      difficulty piecing together what the new Coach even meant. She
      tilted her head and said, "Excuse me, I'm not sure exactly..."

      "I mean," said Dee sharply, bulldozing over top of her,
      "That everyone else came today ready to practice. And yet here you
      are in your street clothes, wasting everyone's time. It's a
      disgrace!"

      Cassie grimaced. She hadn't thought she would have to explain
      her situation to someone who wasn't involved. But surely, as a
      responsible adult, Ms. Fontaine would understand if Cassie
      explained it to her privately. "Coach, if I could just have a quick
      word with you," she said in an undertone.
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      But it seemed she had misjudged her target. Dee Dee's smile grew
      wider, and her eyes gleamed viciously as she said, "Why? So you can
      waste even more of your squad's precious time? I think not, Cassie.
      In fact, I think you ought to strip right here and now while
      someone runs and grabs your uniform from the locker room. You
      know... so that we can save ourselves a little time."

      Cassie's stomach dropped as the rest of the girls giggled and let
      out a scandalized "oooooh!" It seemed as though there would be no
      help or support from this new coach. She was honestly kind of
      shocked that an adult would be so willing to join in on the sexual
      bullying, but there was no time to wonder why Dee Dee was acting
      like this... not when she found herself in another
      predicament.

      "You heard the coach," said Renee, clapping her hands. "We need
      someone to run and fetch Kissy's uniform!" Harmony volunteered and
      went running as Coach Dee Dee pursed her lips with a displeased
      expression.

      "Kissy, huh? I thought you said your name was Cassie,
      sweetheart."

      "Oh... Ummm, it's just a nick-"

      "Quiet now. You've proven yourself a time-waster and a liar, Kissy,
      and I don't have much patience for either one. Speaking of wasting
      time, I believe I told you to start taking off those clothes. Now
      Kissy. We're waiting."

      Cassie blushed and bit her lip, a strange arousal bubbling up
      inside her from the embarrassing situation. Not for the first time,
      she cursed the fetishes for humiliation and exhibitionism that
      Renee's "advice" had uncovered. It made it hard to stand up for
      herself in situations like this. But what else could she do
      exactly? This wasn't just bullying; it was an official command from
      the woman who had become the coach.

      Cassie took a deep breath and gripped the bottom hem of her
      sweater. Dee Dee tapped her foot and folded her arms. "Chop chop,
      Kissy. Let's get you out of those disrespectful clothes."

      Cassie just had to rip the Band-Aid off. She tugged up the sweater
      swiftly, dragging the t-shirt beneath along with it. As the sweater
      peeled away, the canvas of her skin was revealed. Dark streaks of
      marker that were faded... but not nearly faded enough for Cassie's
      comfort. Crude pictures of cocks. Filthy taunts. Insults expressed
      in the harshest language possible. Cassie's squadmates hadn't held
      back. And just a fraction of the disgusting bodily graffiti was
      revealed once her shirt came off. Even more appeared when she
      shucked her jeans to the floor.

      Cassie paused, cheeks pink and breathing heavily, in her favorite
      cream-colored bra and an old, comfortable pair of grey panties. She
      genuinely hadn't thought anyone would be seeing her underwear
      today, but she was constantly being surprised these days.

      "Well," said Dee Dee in a sweet, poisonous drawl, "We're waiting!
      Off with those frumpy underthings, sweetie. I want to see all of
      the... fun drawings you've chosen to decorate your chubby little
      body with."

      Even after the humiliating order to strip in front of her giggling
      squadmates, this still took Cassie by surprise. "But Coach... I
      plan to wear underwear under my uniform. Why would I...?"

      "Don't listen to her, Mom," said Melissa with a grinning leer.
      "Everybody knows that Kissy can't wear underwear under her slutty
      uniform."

      Now, instead of shocked, Cassie felt angry. The last thing she
      needed was the bitchy blonde cheerleader to chime in right now.
      "You told me that uniform was just until I became a full member!"
      said Cassie through gritted teeth.

      "Quiet!" snapped the new coach, her plumped lips drawing into a
      thin line of disapproval. "Mel, I don't need your help, thanks. And
      as for you..."

      She stepped right up to Cassie, getting into her personal space and
      making Cassie suck in a breath of shock. "I don't care what kind of
      uniform you think you ought to have. I think that little brats like
      you deserve a little embarrassment for thoughtlessness and
      arrogance. So off with your bra and panties, Kissy. Coach's
      orders."

      The lecture, delivered in a low, forceful voice and accompanied by
      a hateful sneer, didn't do anything to lift her confusion over this
      strange adult's behavior, but at least it made her situation
      crystal clear.

      Cassie's new coach was an enemy. One with the power of adult
      authority behind her. It wouldn't do any good to try to defy her
      now. Cassie just had to grit her teeth and get through this. She
      reached behind her with a sinking feeling of powerlessness to
      unhook her bra strap, and could feel the leering eyes and wolf-like
      grins of the surrounding women, coach included.

      Cassie had scrubbed her tits until they were raw the night before,
      trying to remove the crude graffiti. Wriggling black sperm shapes
      surrounded one nipple in an obscene parody of an egg being
      fertilized. No less than three crudely drawn cock sprayed stylized
      droplets downward toward her heavy mammaries. Someone had just gone
      on a tear of writing all the synonyms they could think of for
      breasts. Tits. Knockers. Udders. Funbags. Words that turned them
      into lurid sexual objects rather than parts of her body.

      The new coach took one look and snickered into her hand, leading to
      a wave of cruel titters from the rest of the squad as well."Oh my
      Kissy... someone had some fun last night, didn't they? Planning out
      potential tattoos, perhaps?"

      Cassie tried her best not to participate in her own humiliation.
      "No, Ma'am. Initiation ritual." Despite her carefully composed
      expression, however, Cassie felt her nipples, raw from the
      desperate washing, rising under the gaze of her new coach and the
      rest of her squad. She couldn't help it. It felt like, at this
      point, a humiliation fetish had been etched into her soul.

      "Whatever you need to tell yourself, darling," said Dee Dee with a
      dismissive wave of her hand. "Panties next, if you please."

      With a low, dangerous heat building between her thighs, Cassie
      hooked her thumbs through the waistband of her panties and slowly
      slipped them down her ample butt and thighs, letting them pool
      around her ankles, then kicking them away, doing her best not to
      give the surrounding girls the kinky show that she knew they
      wanted.

      Dee Dee looked her up and down, her piercing hazel eyes gleaming
      with some sort of unguessable, strong emotion. She opened her plump
      lips to say something, but before she could say anything, Harmony
      hustled up, grinning and obviously checking out Cassie's
      humiliatingly naked form as well before dropping the flimsy rags of
      the trainee uniform in front of her.

      "Perfect, thank you, dear," said Dee Dee with a plastic smile. "Now
      we can finally stop wasting time. Kissy, put on your uniform and
      stop showing off your body like a little slut."

      "But..." Cassie knew it was useless, but this felt so manifestly
      unfair that she felt like she had to speak up. "They said I could
      have a full uniform when I..."

      Dee Dee strode forward again and grabbed Cassie's chin in a cruel
      grip. Getting right in her face to say, "You'll get a full uniform
      when you earn it, Kissy. And your awful attitude tells me that you
      just aren't there yet. But keep going! I'm sure we can find a brand
      new uniform that fits a slutty little brat like you. Maybe we could
      just color one in with a marker, since you seem to love skin art so
      much. Or just have you get out on the field wearing only hair
      ribbons and a big, team-spirit smile. Would you prefer that?"

      "No, Ma'am," said Cassie in a weak little voice. One glance at
      Renee on her left showed that the cheer captain had a thoughtful
      look on her beautiful face. Even if the new coach considered it an
      empty threat, Cassie would put nothing past Renee. Best to take the
      loss here and try to make up ground with this adult who hated her
      for some reason later. Swallowing her pride yet again, Cassie bent
      to retrieve the inadequate uniform, giving those behind her an
      excellent view of her plump rear, then pulled on the tight,
      stretchy, revealing top and the pathetically thin excuse for a
      skirt.

      "Ok," said Dee Dee, taking a step back and finally turning her
      attention to the group rather than Cassie alone. "I hear the big
      pep rally is happening tomorrow. That's a tall order for me to step
      into on such short notice. I want to see the routines that you've
      prepared. And, of course, as is traditional, our brand new member
      will be performing a short solo dance as well."

      Cassie was left wide-eyed in bewilderment once again. It felt like
      every other word out of this woman's mouth was a complete surprise.
      But it seemed like Renee had tired of watching Cassie spar with her
      new coach. She stepped forward and took Cassie by the hand, saying
      decisively, "On it, coach, I'll make sure she is completely ready
      to go by the end of practice." Mercifully, Dee Dee just nodded and
      shooed them away.

      "Renee, I don't know what she's talking about," hissed Cassie as
      soon as they were out of earshot, tugging down the hem of the
      ridiculous top, trying ineffectively to contain her breasts
      completely inside. No matter what she did, it seemed that two pale
      crescents of underboob peeked out from the bottom. "I'm not
      prepared for any kind of solo dance!"

      Renee scoffed. 'What? Of course you're ready, Kissy. We've been
      preparing you for your dance since the first day you joined the
      squad. You know the cheer that we've had you practicing over and
      over? That's going to be your solo dance."

      "Oh," said Cassie, relaxing just a fraction. She wasn't exactly a
      talented cheerleader at this point: practices had had far too many
      distractions for her to actually build any skills. But she had been
      practicing one dance over and over again since the beginning, and
      she was reasonably sure she could put in a good performance of that
      at least.

      "If I were you, I would be more worried about the fact that
      cheerleaders wear their uniforms on pep rally day, and Coach just
      made that your permanent uniform."

      Cassie stared in open-mouth horror, then shook her head, resistance
      hardening inside her. "No way. No fucking way, Renee Cross. You've
      made me do a lot of stupid things, but I am not going to wear this
      fucking slutty uniform to school. And I'm not wearing it to do a
      dance either."

      Renee shrugged. "That's what it's going to take to stay on the
      squad, Kissy. Sorry if that upsets you. I expect to see you wearing
      that uniform tomorrow, first thing. Now... let's run through those
      steps again and make sure you've got them down."

      Cassie opened her mouth, then decided that it wasn't worth it to
      argue. Every time she did, Renee just found a way to manipulate
      her. But as they ran through the dance steps again and again,
      working up a sweat as her tits flopped and her tiny skirt whirled,
      Cassie made up her mind. She would make her ultimatum tomorrow. No
      full uniform, no dance. If she had to quit the squad to preserve
      her dignity, so be it.

      ...

      Gina pecked at the down arrow viciously, scrolling through the job
      listings with prickly annoyance building in her heart. It was
      hitting home to her that most high-quality jobs in the legal
      profession were gotten through networking rather than just a random
      submission of an application. Almost all of the jobs that she could
      find posted online were low-level positions. And, with the way she
      left her old firm, she imagined that calling up her colleagues and
      asking for a job might be an exercise in awkward refusal.

      It was almost enough to make her consider one of the corporate
      lawyer positions she had scoffed at to Victor. But a fucking
      secretary? No. Never. Fuck that.

      The very idea that Victor thought that was something she might
      accept made her blood boil. Maybe she had been enjoying the forced
      submission. It had been... sexually fascinating to meet a man
      impressive enough to bring her to heel and make her obey. But
      bedroom fantasies were one thing, and public disgrace was quite
      another. She had been sliding down a slippery slope on that front,
      with the blowjob she had given Xavier in front of her former boss
      and the reveal of her passionate tryst with Victor that had gotten
      her fired. If she didn't set a firm line here, who knew how far
      Victor might try to take things?

      She was Gina fucking Harlowe, shark in the courtroom and a woman
      you didn't want to mess with. She had been forgetting that lately,
      but now it seemed both she and Victor needed reminding. She was not
      going to work as some bimbo eyecandy secretary for Victor to fuck
      on his lunch break. She would rather scrub toilets.

      Gina sighed, clicked her laptop shut, and reached for her now cold
      latte. She had searched a half a dozen job sites and found nothing
      that met her standards. Maybe it was time to make a few calls to
      colleagues and grovel a little. Embarrassing as that might be, it
      paled in comparison to the things that Victor had been making her
      do.

      Gina finished up her latte and stood from the table at the cafe she
      had been parked at for a few hours. She still needed somewhere to
      go in the morning when Daren thought she was headed to work, and
      she certainly wasn't going to go over to that pig Victor's house at
      the moment. Luckily, he hadn't contacted her since her blow-up
      yesterday. If he did, it would really put her defiance to the test,
      since technically she was still bound by his fucking fraudulent
      contract to do whatever he said.

      Gina decided to go home. Daren should have gone to work already,
      and she would be able to relax and think through her next moves
      better there. Her mind chewed through the same bitter thoughts
      again and again as she drove home, and by the time she pushed open
      the front door, she was in an even worse mood than when she left
      the cafe.

      Her mood wasn't improved in the slightest when she saw Daren
      standing in the kitchen, eating a bowl of cereal, still in his
      pajamas. To be fair, he didn't seem happy to see her either.

      "Uhh... hi sweetheart," he said vaguely, setting down his cereal
      bowl on the counter with a look of guilty panic crossing his face.
      "I thought you would be at work."

      Gina glared at him, trying her best to get her thoughts in order.
      "I could say the same thing to you," she said slowly, buying time
      for her to decide how to approach this. Although she had just
      caught her husband at home when he claimed he would be at work, she
      was in a similar position. A worse position, actually, when she
      really thought about it. Because, unless Dan had become a much
      better liar in the course of the last few weeks, she was pretty
      confident that he hadn't lost his job like she had.

      But the best defence was a strong offense. Especially when it came
      to Daren. Gina raised an eyebrow and crossed her arms, giving her
      husband a disapproving glare. "So... decided just to take the day
      off, huh? I thought things were tricky at work right now. Is it
      really the time to be taking a personal day?"

      Daren stared down at his feet with a grimace. "Yeah... I mean.... I
      g-guess that's true," he said softly, slipping back into the
      stutter that afflicted him when he got nervous.

      Gina immediately felt a little bad for pushing him. He was probably
      just as upset as she was that he had failed so spectacularly in bed
      the other night. But at the same time, Gina's pride and annoyance
      wouldn't allow her to soften. She was sure that things were hard
      for Daren, but that was how things were when you fucked up.

      He had gotten caught and caged by a girl his daughter's age, for
      God's sake! At a certain point, he had to take accountability for
      how things had turned out....But that didn't mean Gina needed to
      twist the knife. Especially since Daren didn't seem to have any
      inclination to question her own absence from work.

      Gina sighed and rolled her shoulders, forcibly shifting herself out
      of her combative mindset. "Well, if we're both off from work, let's
      make a day of it. We can watch a movie, maybe, and when Cassie gets
      home, we'll..."

      The excitement on Daren's face at the prospect of a relaxing day of
      reconnection was heart-warming to see. But it was spoiled when Gina
      heard the sharp click of her phone's text alert and felt it vibrate
      in her purse.

      She cut off midsentence as anger and arousal pulsed through her.
      She could only think of one person who would be texting her right
      now, and, after his insulting job offer yesterday, it was the last
      man on earth she wanted to speak to.

      "Sorry, one second. Let me take care of this," she said irritably,
      snatching her phone up out of her purse with a scowl growing on her
      face.

      "Is it him?" asked Daren dismally. Gina simply held up a finger,
      checking what the message said. For once, it was blunt and
      straightforward,

      [Come and meet me here.]

      An address that Gina didn't recognise followed. Gina made a sound
      of annoyance in the back of her throat. Of course she should have
      known that it was too good to be true. Victor wasn't the kind of
      man to give a woman space, even if she was angry at him.

      [I don't feel like speaking to you right now, Victor. We can meet
      tomorrow.] she texted back. She felt good about it. Setting a
      boundary with Victor was important.

      [Do I need to remind you of the terms of your contract?]

      Gina's blood went cold. Although she had been well aware mentally
      that Victor held the power to order her around, she had begun to
      dismiss the possibility. He hadn't really exercised the coercive
      power of the contract in specific terms up until now. It seemed
      uncharacteristically crude of him. But there was no way to wiggle
      out of this one. If it had been a regular contract, Gina may have
      been able to find a loophole, but this one was backed by Victor's
      blackmail material. If he thought she was in violation, then she
      was.

      Gina sighed heavily and tossed her phone back into her bag. She had
      little choice. She would have to go and at least talk to him.
      Luckily, even if he was being a bit of an ass about making her show
      up, Gina had developed a certainty that Victor would never force
      himself on her. Not because he was a good person, but because he
      considered it cheating in the twisted games he liked to play.

      "I actually have to go," said Gina, feeling a twinge of regret over
      dangling a chance at bonding over Daren's head before snatching it
      away. "But maybe we can still watch a movie when I get back... or
      something."

      "What happened?" asked Daren, licking his lips and leaning against
      the counter in a way that screamed, "I'm trying as hard as I can to
      look casual." He probably already knew who had texted her, but Gina
      saw no reason to rub it in. Daren had been surprisingly forgiving
      about her humiliating failure to resist Victor's schemes. She knew
      that was because he had a cuckold fetish, that didn't mean she had
      to be cruel toward the husband who was still standing by her.

      "Something came up at work," she said with a crooked smile. A
      little white lie. And one that even Daren probably wasn't stupid
      enough to believe.

      But if he was suspicious, Daren didn't say anything. It wasn't his
      way. Instead, he nodded with a little grimace. "Ah. ok, I
      understand. Well, I hope it isn't anything too serious." He made an
      awkward half-step forward, as if going in for a kiss, then seemed
      to catch himself and shrink back, a look of uncertainty on his
      face.

      That just made Gina feel worse. Yes, she was disappointed and
      exasperated with him for his bedroom failure on the one free night
      he had negotiated, but she would have kissed him. He was her
      husband, and she loved him, no matter what complex schemes poisoned
      the air between them.

      She would have kissed him. If he had taken that step.

      All she could do was give him a tight smile, turn on her heel, and
      leave back out the front door. She would do her best to make it up
      to him later. But Victor wouldn't wait.

      ...

      Cassie rehearsed what she would say over and over again in her head
      as she got off the bus. Sorry Renee. That uniform just isn't
      appropriate for school. No... that was way too much of an
      understatement. Renee, I think if I wore that slutty getup to
      class, not only would I get sent to the principal's office, I would
      probably get arrested for indecent exposure.
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      Maybe a touch dramatic, but also probably accurate. Wearing the
      tiny, slutty parody of a cheerleading outfit to practice in front
      of other girls had been questionable enough. To wear it in front of
      boys? Teachers? That was simply impossible. Even Renee had to see
      that the idea simply wasn't viable. Cassie had gotten in enough
      trouble with her trek through the school yesterday wearing the
      slutty clothes left to her in the locker room. She had no desire to
      relive that, although the memory, once so horrible she could barely
      stand to think of it, now made strange arousal squirm through
      her.

      Cassie didn't see Renee until her gorgeous enemy strode confidently
      into homeroom, wearing the typical cheerleader uniform. It was
      perhaps a touch more scandalous than the ones worn by their rival
      high schools, with a bit more stomach bared above and a bit too
      much of her luscious coffee-colored thighs below, but it was
      nothing compared to the slutty uniform that Renee wanted her to
      wear.

      The beautiful, evil minx raised an eyebrow as she saw Cassie in her
      street clothes, and Cassie felt her mouth go dry. All of the
      carefully rehearsed resistance seemed to be leaking out of her head
      as Renee stalked across the room toward her, her skirt flipping up
      distractingly around her thighs. Finally, she stood looming over
      Cassie. Her eyes glittering with cruel appraisal, her hip cocked,
      and her arms folded decisively beneath her impressive
      breasts.

      "So... you didn't change into your uniform at home. Smart. Wouldn't
      want your parents to get too worried about you. But come on, Kissy,
      school's about to start. Let's get this show on the road."

      Cassie was feeling less and less certain by the second, but still
      she shook her head. "No, Renee, I'm not going to do it."

      Renee stared down at her for a moment, her expression unchanging.
      Then opened her mouth and said in a tight, carefully controlled
      voice, "I don't think you understand, Kissy. This is a requirement
      for all members of the squad. I'm going to need you to put on that
      uniform."

      "Then maybe I shouldn't be on the squad anymore," said Cassie,
      staring straight back into her beautiful brown eyes. She had been
      thinking about this as well. The whole point of getting onto the
      team had been to show that Renee couldn't force her to quit. But if
      her entire time on the squad would just be an opportunity for Renee
      to sexually bully her more, then maybe it was better to cut her
      losses.

      "Don't say something that you'll regret, Kissy," said Renee sourly,
      her face and voice growing colder as her anger took root. "We both
      know you went to hell and back to earn your spot on the
      squad."

      It was genuinely intimidating to face down Renee when she was angry
      like this. The lithe, lovely queen of the school towered over
      Cassie, her face a picture of icy displeasure. Part of Cassie just
      wanted to give in and watch Renee smile. Part of her was even
      curious what it would feel like to let all of the boys in her class
      see her in the embarrassing cheer outfit. More importantly, Cassie
      knew firsthand how hard it could be if you made yourself Renee's
      enemy... and yet she couldn't back down. Putting on the slutty
      cheerleading costume and parading around the school just because
      that was what Renee wanted would be as good as waving a white
      flag.

      And Cassie had a sneaking suspicion that, no matter how hot it
      might be to wear Renee's leash, she wasn't a caring pet
      owner.

      "You can say what you want, Renee," said Cassie, setting her jaw in
      determination and fighting through the twinge of fear, "But you
      can't make me put on that uniform. If that means I'm kicked off the
      team, then I'm prepared to deal with that."

      Renee opened her mouth, ready to fire back... then her eyes darted
      over Cassie's face, and her mouth snapped shut. With a dawning
      sense of pride, Cassie realized that Renee had read her resistance
      and realized that there would be no further point in trying to
      convince her.

      Somehow, she had won this battle.

      "I need to use the bathroom, Gloria," snapped Renee to the put-upon
      older teacher who ran the homeroom. "I'll be back when I'm
      back."

      Then she swept out of the room, graceful as ever, with her back
      held perfectly straight and her lovely features fixed in an
      expression of haughty disapproval.

      Cassie was left sitting at her desk, stunned that she had somehow
      won. A smile crept across her face. She would probably pay for it
      later once Renee convinced the rest of the senior class to bully
      her even worse, but for now, she felt untouchable.

      ...

      Renee opened the door to Miss Chamber's office abruptly and strode
      inside, her head swirling with seething rage. The petite blonde
      counselor let out a little gasp at the sudden intrusion, staring up
      at Renee with wide eyes. She opened her mouth to speak, but Renee
      had no more time for idiots today. She gestured impatiently toward
      the door. "Out."

      The counselor didn't ask any questions. She simply scooped up her
      phone and hustled out the door, closing it behind her. The
      employees of the school were just as reluctant to draw Renee's
      anger as the students, if not moreso. Renee had made examples of
      the first few teachers to cross her, and the rest had fallen
      quickly in line.

      Running the school had its perks... like the use of Miss Chamber's
      office when Renee needed to make a phone call and had to be
      absolutely sure it was private.

      Her father picked up swiftly, like he always did. Victor Cross was
      the type to either pick up right away or not at all. "Yes, Renee,
      how can I help you? Keep it brief, if you would. I have a meeting
      in a moment."

      As always, her father's voice was deep, powerful, and confident.
      Exactly what Renee wanted to feel right now. She hated showing him
      her weakness, but she needed his strength. She was so close to
      moving to the next step, where Kissy wasn't just rumored to be a
      slut, but was known for a fact by the entire senior class to be a
      total whore. But all of her careful plans would go to waste if
      Kissy retained this infuriating stubborn streak for the remainder
      of the day. She could make Kissy's life hell as punishment, but
      arranging another pep rally would be difficult or impossible.

      "I'll cut to the chase then," said Renee, trying to project the
      decisiveness her father prized. "The daughter has become an issue.
      I completely broke her the other day with the public teasing, but
      she somehow grew her spine back since then. Every time I bring her
      to heel, it seems like she just won't stay broken."

      To her surprise, her father chuckled. She felt a stab of panic,
      suddenly afraid that she had made herself seem ridiculous to him.
      "What's so funny?" she asked stiffly.

      "Sorry, sorry, dearest... I just can't help thinking that she's
      remarkably like her mother in that way. I'm dealing with a little
      rebellion of sorts myself at the moment. No matter how many times I
      break her spirit, she somehow finds a new reserve of pride and
      defiance. A fascinating little toy. If Kissy is anything like Gigi,
      she's a difficult assignment for your first corruption, no
      question. So let me give you a little advice that I learned when it
      came to handling her mommy. Why do you think she submitted to you
      the other day, but won't right now?"

      Renee frowned and closed her eyes, thinking deeply. Then her eyes
      snapped open, with a glint of understanding. "After I tricked her
      into getting naked, the rest was easy. She couldn't think straight
      once I was touching her."

      "Exactly," said Victor confidently. "You've nursed her new
      perversions carefully. Her unleashed kinks and her desire for you
      are all the tools you need in order to humble her pride. This is
      the day you planned to have her perform for her classmates, is that
      correct?"

      "That's right..." confirmed Renee thoughtfully.

      "Well... that's a significantly bigger ask than just disrobing in
      front of what she assumed was a small group of other girls. No
      wonder you're struggling with buy-in."

      Renee sighed and rubbed her temple. "Well then... what do you
      suggest?"

      "She can't help but submit when she's deeply aroused," said Victor
      flatly. "Why push her into such a slutty choice when she's totally
      calm and collected? Get her wet, and she'll melt in her hands. All
      of your teasing so far has been pretty oblique, right?"

      "That's true," said Renee softly, grimacing a little. "I've gotten
      a lot of mileage so far by leaving her uncertain whether I am
      interested in her sexually or not. That awkward guilt has been a
      useful lever. But I suppose you're right. If a little direct
      contact doesn't break her, nothing will."

      "I think you're on the right track, dearest. Best of luck. Got to
      run."

      "Goodbye, father." Renee lowered the phone, feeling reinvigorated.
      It kind of sucked that she had to involve her father, but it felt
      good to have a sense of direction. Renee began texting with a new
      sense of purpose, ready to pull some strings.

      ...

      "What exactly does she want to talk about?" asked Cassie
      suspiciously as Melissa led her through the halls of the school.
      She already felt strange for just walking out of Physics class
      because Mel showed up at the door, and the mystery behind the
      meeting only put her more on edge.

      The tall, perfect blonde cheerleader rolled her eyes. "I told you,
      Kissy. I. Don't. Know. All she told me is that she needed to talk
      to you and that I should bring you to the counseling office."

      Cassie snorted. "Well, I guess that she respects you just as much
      as she respects me. The only difference is I don't kiss her
      ass."

      Melissa whirled on her, blue eyes blazing with rage. "Listen to me,
      bitch," she hissed, looming over Cassie. "Maybe I do kiss Renee's
      ass, but the only reason I do is because I know she could ruin me
      in a second. She could ruin you in a second, too. If you think that
      what she's done to you so far is bad, see what happens when you
      really piss her off. Then we'll see who's kissing ass."

      Cassie stared up defiantly into Melissa's blue eyes. Eyes that were
      actually a shade pretty close to her own. For some reason, Melissa
      just got under Cassie's skin, and she could tell the feeling was
      mutual. Some subconscious factor made them rub each other the wrong
      way.

      But Cassie didn't have any time to deal with a small fry lackey
      like Melissa when Renee was waiting for her. "Won't your boss be
      mad if you take this long to bring me to her?" she asked
      sarcastically, raising an eyebrow.

      Melissa looked like she wouldn't mind getting into a cat fight
      right there in the hallway, but it seemed that Cassie's taunt
      wasn't far from the truth. She huffed in annoyance and turned,
      flouncing down the hall toward the counselor's office.

      It was a strange choice of venue. If Renee just wanted to talk to
      her and convince her to do the rally, why not just come get Cassie
      herself and talk in the hallway? Was she hoping to involve Ms.
      Chambers? It didn't matter either way. Cassie wouldn't degrade
      herself by participating in the rally. Renee could ask every staff
      member in the building to back her up, and it wouldn't change
      Cassie's stubborn refusal.

      Melissa led her to the door and gestured toward it impatiently.
      "She said to bring you here. You're here."

      "Aren't you going inside?" asked Cassie in confusion. It was rare
      to see Renee at school without her faithful lapdog Melissa at her
      side.

      "Not this time," said Melissa, with an annoyed twist of her lip
      that said she had already had this conversation with Renee. "She's
      pissed. Good luck, loser. You'll need it."

      With that, she turned and disappeared down the hallway, leaving
      Cassie standing alone in front of the closed door to the
      counsellor's office. Cassie had a strange feeling of apprehension
      as she stared at the frosted glass with "Miss Chambers" printed
      across it. Renee was a slippery snake, and she fought dirty. If
      something felt off, it probably was. Renee would never invite
      Cassie anywhere unless she was confident it would help to convince
      Cassie to change her mind about the pep rally.

      But her minor victory earlier in the day had filled Cassie with a
      sense of confidence. All she had to do was refuse Renee's demands,
      and she would win. And claiming another victory over the school's
      bratty queen bee was tempting all by itself.

      So she knocked on the door. A thrill passed through her as Renee's
      musical voice called, "Is that you, Kissy? Come in!" There was some
      undertone in her voice that Cassie couldn't quite place, especially
      muffled through the door. There was only one way to find out what
      Renee's game was this time. Cassie swung the door open and
      entered.

      The sight that met Cassie's eyes immediately transformed her smug
      confidence into red-hot, bewildered arousal, scattering her
      thoughts to the wind.

      Renee sat on the edge of the counselor's desk, completely and
      gloriously naked, her folded cheerleading uniform laid neatly
      beside her.

      Cassie's eyes traveled on their own up her rival's long, silky
      legs, folded demurely at the thigh... over the delicious curve of
      her hips... her toned belly, the stiff nipples adorning her round,
      dusky breasts... her slim, graceful neck... her plump, glossy lips
      curved up into a mysterious smile. Finally, only after making that
      long, heated journey, did her gaze lock with Renee's deep, luminous
      brown eyes.

      Cassie gulped around a suddenly bone-dry mouth, her arousal roaring
      from zero to one-hundred in an instant. She could feel her heart
      hammering hard in her throat and ears as her whole body
      flushed.

      She was used to being naked around Renee at this point, but Renee
      herself was usually only naked in circumstances where going without
      clothes was perfectly natural. Cassie would have thought that being
      clothed while Renee was naked would give her a sense of power or
      control, but strangely, it felt like the exact opposite. Being in
      the same room as a perfect sexual goddess like her enemy only made
      her feel flustered and weak.

      "Are you planning to stand there with the door open all day?" asked
      Renee with a teasing smile. "That might end up being kind of
      embarrassing for me, not gonna lie."

      ...

      Gina let out a frustrated groan as she neared the address that
      Victor had sent her. It was the high-rise where Victor's business
      was located. She hadn't recognised the address by sight alone, but
      she had been to the building a few times for Daren's office
      Christmas parties, and she recognised it as she approached.

      Victor had called her to meet him at his job. The exact same place
      where his "job offer" implied she should work. Gina felt like she
      knew exactly where this conversation was about to go, and she
      didn't look forward to it.

      She checked in with the attendant at the private parking garage to
      find that she was already on the list, and after a short ride up
      the elevator, she stepped out onto a floor that she normally only
      saw decked out in holly and tinsel.

      There was a reception desk right across from her as she entered, so
      she stepped up and addressed the pretty brunette behind the desk.
      "Excuse me," she said, trying to speak in the clipped, professional
      tones she had used as a lawyer so no one would suspect she had been
      called there as Victor's personal slave. "I have a meeting with Mr.
      Cross. Could you direct me to his office?"

      The woman behind the counter raised her eyebrows, and Gina detected
      an unfriendly glint in her eyes that she had no idea how she had
      earned. "You're here to interview for the assistant position?" the
      brunette asked sharply, looking Gina up and down as if she were
      wearing slutty rags rather than professional officewear.

      Gina bristled at the question. "Of course not! Do I look like a
      secretary?"

      The unaccountably rude receptionist scoffed and rolled her eyes,
      getting up from behind her desk. "Not yet," she muttered under her
      breath. Before Gina had a chance to respond indignantly, the
      receptionist started clicking her way deeper into the office on
      towering high heels, waving for Gina to follow. She called over her
      shoulder, "Well, maybe he put down the wrong type of meeting, but
      you match the description he gave. I'll show you to his
      office."

      She was moving fast enough that Gina had to hustle to catch up. She
      glanced nervously around the office floor, mildly worried that
      someone might recognise her. At this point, the revelation to Daren
      that she was meeting with Victor would only be somewhat
      embarrassing rather than devastating, considering that he already
      knew about and grudgingly accepted her and Victor's temporary
      sexual relationship. But if anyone got the impression she was here
      interviewing for a job, which she most definitely wasn't, then it
      could expose her unemployment. She wanted to avoid that at all
      costs.

      But just as she had that thought, a deep, raspy masculine voice
      called out to her from one of the open office doors. "Hey! Is that
      my old pal Gigi? As I live and breathe, never expected to see you
      around these parts!"

      A second later, a scruffy, grinning face poked out of the office
      door, revealing a man Gina had hoped was in her past forever.
      Fuck. Not him. Gina had spent the better part of her life
      avoiding talking to or thinking about Charlie Fontaine. She had
      carefully and deliberately steered clear of him at all of Darren's
      work functions, even though she was well aware he would relish the
      chance to corner her and "reminisce". But, like always, it seemed
      that Charlie had a nose for trouble, and the receptionist guiding
      Gina seemed disinclined to rescue her, instead slowing and allowing
      Charlie to catch up.

      Gina had no choice but to put a tight, insincere smile on her face
      and say testily, "Charlie. Good to see you're well."

      Charlie's slimy eyes slowly traveled down Gina's body, then back
      up. "You're looking good yourself, Gigi," he said with an amused
      undertone that made the intent of his comment crystal clear.

      Gina couldn't say the same. Back when he had been captain of the
      high school football team, Charlie Fontaine had been the wet dream
      of all of the girls in the school. Although she gagged to say it
      now, even Gina herself had tended to steal glances at him when he
      tore his jersey off in the heat of summer training camp and just
      let herself... imagine. But those days were long gone. To say
      Charlie had "dad bod" would be a massive understatement, and his
      once-strong chin had disappeared under softness and stubble. In a
      way, time had made his outsides match his insides.

      "Anyway, what brings you in today?" asked Charlie in an annoyingly
      chummy voice, as if they were the best of friends. "I'm afraid that
      Hardon isn't here, so if you were hoping to drop by to surprise
      him, you'll be disappointed."

      Gina had no intention of telling a creep like Charlie her business,
      but she was instantly stabbed in the back by the bitchy
      receptionist.

      "She's here to meet with the boss," said the brunette tartly,
      twirling a lock of hair in her fingers.

      Gina could have slapped her across the face. If only there weren't
      dozens of her husband's coworkers on the open office floor as
      potential witnesses. There was a reason she didn't want Charlie to
      have any more information than necessary. She hadn't spoken to him
      since high school, but based on what she had heard from her
      husband, Charlie had only become a worse person since then.

      And Charlie already had more dirt on her than she was comfortable
      with. She was thankful on a daily basis that the odious man hadn't
      taken her up on her desperate offer to become her man that she had
      foolishly proposed on prom night.

      "Is that so?" asked Charlie with a filthy little chuckle in the
      back of his throat. "I'm sure that you and the boss have at least
      one BIG topic of conversation to discuss after the fun little game
      you both played the night of the Ball of the Beasts. Have you guys
      been... meeting regularly since then?"

      Gina felt her face beginning to flush, and she noticed with a
      growing sense of embarrassment that some of the workers at nearby
      desks were beginning to take notice of the conversation. The longer
      she let this go on, the more likely it became that someone would
      mention to Daren that she was here.
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      "This is strictly a business meeting," she snapped, trying to
      keep her voice low and calm, but not completely succeeding. Since
      the smirking receptionist seemed to have no inclination to bail her
      out, Gina had no choice but to take matters into her own hands. She
      brushed past both Charlie and the receptionist, muttering, "I think
      I can remember where his office is from the Christmas party."

      The receptionist huffed and hurried after her, and Charlie called
      out from behind, "Maybe you and I should have a meeting soon too,
      Gigi. We've got a lottt of catching up to do."

      Gina ignored him, and thankfully the receptionist squeezed ahead of
      her, because Gina wasn't actually at all confident that she could
      locate Victor's office in the maze-like office.

      Finally, the brunette stopped by a heavy oak door with a golden
      nameplate reading "Victor Cross, CEO" on the outside. She grabbed
      the handle, but paused, giving Gina another venomous glare.

      "What?" asked Gina, feeling more and more annoyed at the woman's
      inexplicable hostility.

      "You know what Victor wrote in the notes for how to recognise you
      when you came in?" asked the receptionist, leaning in with a
      conspiratorial smile on her face, like they were two girlfriends at
      a sleepover instead of two strangers in an office.

      "Curvy blonde slut who looks like she thinks her shit doesn't
      stink." She savored every syllable, then, before Gina could
      get over her shock, knocked briskly on the office door.

      "Enter," said the deep, powerful voice of Victor Cross, and the
      receptionist swung the door open immediately.

      "Hope you enjoy your meeting, Gigi," said the stranger sweetly,
      gesturing her into the room with every appearance of
      politeness.

      Gina glared at her, but she knew that if she got into a fight while
      Victor was within earshot, he would use it as ammunition to
      manipulate her further. So instead, she turned her nose up and
      entered the office without a word, as if the bitchy receptionist
      wasn't even worthy of comment.

      Victor was the one she was really annoyed with, anyway.

      ...

      Cassie realized with a surge of embarrassment that she had been
      standing there in the doorway for several seconds in dumb shock,
      her mouth hanging open and a deep pink blush creeping across her
      face as she stared at Renee's naked body. She quickly moved inside
      and pulled the door shut behind her, stepping into Renee's lair and
      unwittingly agreeing to play whatever twisted game she had in
      mind.

      "Renee... what the fuck is this?" she asked, not knowing where to
      look. A dark, primal monster deep inside her kept pulling her eyes
      to focus on Renee's body, no matter how many times her mind tried
      to insist that Renee was pure evil and she should avoid the obvious
      provocation.

      "Have a seat Kissy," said Renee with a smirk. "I'll explain
      everything."

      "Don't call me that anymore," said Cassie numbly, with no
      expectation that Renee would obey. It was unnerving how poised and
      unaffected Renee looked, despite not wearing a stitch and clearly
      being aroused, if her stiff chocolate-brown nipples were any
      indication. Cassie had found herself stripped in front of clothed
      women more often than she cared to admit in the past few months,
      and it always made her a flustered, dripping mess. But Renee looked
      almost regal, like a queen on her throne rather than a naked
      cheerleader on a counsellor's desk. Cassie sank into one of the
      chairs for students visiting the counselor, mesmerized by the
      bizarre circumstances.

      "I've been thinking about our relationship, Kissy," said Renee
      seriously, staring directly into her eyes with a smoldering gaze.
      "Because, while it certainly blew up recently... It's always been a
      little tense, hasn't it?"

      Cassie licked her lips, her belly squirming and her nipples
      beginning to throb with painful stiffness in her bra. She thought
      she knew where Renee was going with this, and if she was correct,
      it was a conversation she had been trying to avoid almost since she
      and Renee first became friends. "I mean, it's because you've been
      working to humiliate me since almost from the beginning," she said
      defensively, unconsciously crossing her legs and arms to become a
      mirror image of the gorgeous nude girl sitting above her on the
      desk."

      "Liberating you. Training you," said Renee mildly, as if she were
      correcting a minor misunderstanding. "Sometimes change is painful.
      But that's not what I'm talking about, Kissy. And I think you know
      that. There's been tension between you and me from the beginning.
      And it isn't hateful...'

      Renee slowly uncrossed one long, silky leg the color of milky
      coffee, giving Cassie just a tiny peek at her sweet little pussy
      before crossing the other leg over. Cassie was so distracted that
      Renee's next purring words took her by surprise.

      "...It's sexual."

      Cassie felt the heat of shame and arousal spiral out of control
      inside her. She must look brick red. This had been a sneaking fear
      in her mind since the very first "training sessions" Renee had
      pushed on her. That the gorgeous queen bee would realize exactly
      how intense Cassie's feelings for her were. That Renee would
      realize that regardless of whether Cassie loved or hated her at the
      moment, part of her saw the glorious, evil girl as more than just a
      friend.

      "I don't know what you mean," lied Cassie, trying to fight through
      her embarrassment. "I mean... You were teaching me how to
      masturbate and stuff. Obviously, I was going to get turned
      on."

      Renee laughed heartily enough that it bounced her perfect tits
      distractingly. "Come on now, Kissy!" she teased, "Don't bullshit
      me. I see the way you look at me. There's hunger in your eyes. You
      want me right now, don't you? And it's not because you're looking
      for more friendly advice."

      "I don't... I don't like girls," insisted Cassie doggedly. Even as
      the words left her lips, she knew that they were a lie. She hadn't
      explored every corner of her sexuality yet, but the evidence from
      the past few months was inescapable.

      And Renee's taunting smirk told Cassie she had seen straight
      through the flimsy lie as well. "Come on now, Cassie," she said
      with a disappointed shake of her head, "You begged me to make you
      cum two nights ago in that locker room. I don't know, you might
      love dick. You haven't had a chance to try it out yet. But I think
      we both know at this point that pussy is definitely on your
      menu."

      She leaned forward again, lightly bouncing the foot resting on her
      crossed leg. "Your pussy is soaking wet just being in the same room
      as me when I'm naked, isn't it, Kissy?"

      Fuck. This was way too intense for Cassie. She scooted her chair
      back to escape the red-hot tension of a naked Renee invading her
      personal bubble. And the worst part was that Renee was right.
      Cassie could feel a wet heat between her thighs from where she was
      leaking into her panties.

      "I mean... I don't..." Cassie wasn't sure what to say anymore. Was
      this Renee's trump card? Did she plan to ambush Cassie with
      accusations about her sexuality and threaten to tell the whole
      school that she was a lesbian sneaking peeks at the other girls in
      the locker rooms? Even through her cringing embarrassment and
      shameful arousal, Cassie felt a flare of defiant anger. If she was
      going down, Renee was going down with her. Her and all the other
      bitches on the cheerleading squad. It was ludicrous for them to
      make fun of Cassie for liking girls when they had sexually teased
      her for months.

      She opened her mouth to fight back against Renee's taunts, but once
      again, Renee surprised her.

      "Anyway... I called you here today to admit something. I like girls
      too."

      Cassie's righteous anger derailed completely, and her belly did a
      complicated swivel and flop as if she was on a rollercoaster.
      "Y-you do?" she asked in a stunned whisper, not sure how to feel
      anymore.

      Renee nodded solemnly. "Oh, absolutely... I mean, look at the state
      I'm in!"

      Cassie's eyes flew open wide, and a sharp gasp sucked between her
      glossy lips as Renee slowly spread her thighs, then rolled her hips
      to scoot forward to the very edge of the desk, putting her pussy on
      full display.

      Cassie had been around Renee when she was naked before, but she had
      never gotten such a good look at the queen of the high school's
      pussy. She certainly had never been invited to examine it. She
      leaned forward and unconsciously licked her lips, mesmerized.

      Renee kept a trim, sculpted triangle of pubes above her pussy,
      tightly curled and dense; a little patch of midnight against her
      smooth, dusky skin. Below it, her pussy was buttery smooth and
      soft. Her outer lips were a little darker than the rest of her
      skin, with some trim little inner lips poking shyly out from
      within.

      "Look," urged Renee in a raspy whisper, sliding a delicate hand
      down her flat belly, "Look how fucking wet your eyes made me,
      Kissy." She slid her hand down between her thighs, sliding one
      finger over each lip, then slowly spreading them apart.

      Cassie had to bite her lip to avoid the groan building in her
      throat. Renee's pussy was so fucking perfect that it filled her
      with a powerful longing. Although on the outside Renee's pussy was
      as beautifully dark as the rest of her skin, on the inside it was a
      lovely, delicate pink.

      And more importantly, Renee had been telling the truth. She was
      just as wet as Cassie, if not more so.

      "See what you did to me, Kissy?" murmured Renee, finally getting
      Cassie to look up from her horny gaze between Renee's spread
      thighs. "I know for a fact that I love cock, but you've started
      making me feel things I never realized I could about a girl. This
      is where the tension between us is coming from. I'm like a little
      boy who picks on his crush because he doesn't know what he's
      feeling."

      Cassie wasn't sure that was true... after all, some of Renee's
      actions felt far too extreme to be explained away by a misdirected
      crush. But on the other hand, it was also undeniable that Renee was
      here, naked, admitting that she had the same lustful feelings for
      Cassie that Cassie had been struggling with for Renee.

      Cassie felt like she was beginning to drown in her own arousal...
      but a small, stubborn part of her held on. Renee's objective was
      still to get her to participate in her own humiliation during the
      pep rally. What if this was all just a trick?

      "I..." Cassie gulped again heavily, digging her fingers into her
      palm in an attempt to distract herself from her rival's juicy
      pussy, sitting there spread open and tempting right in front of
      her. "I'm still not going to do it, Renee. I'm not wearing that
      uniform. I'm not doing the pep rally."

      Cassie half-expected Renee to explode in rage, but instead she
      simply shrugged, waving away Cassie's concerns. "Oh, don't be
      silly, Kissy," said Renee lightly. "That's just one minor issue.
      I'm talking about solving the tension between us once and for all!
      I have an idea that is going to dispel all of this bad energy all
      at once. After that, we can set aside all this tension and start
      fresh."

      Maybe it was a trap, but Cassie was now hanging onto Renee's every
      word. "Ok," she said nervously. "I'm listening. What's your
      idea?"

      Renee giggled as her fingers began to slowly tease and rub at her
      pussy. "Isn't it obvious?" she asked sweetly. "I think we should
      have sex, Kissy."

      ...

      Victor sat lounging behind a massive hardwood desk as huge,
      decadent, and masculine as everything else in his life. The room
      smelled like aged liquor and spices. It had a sort of shady
      backroom feel, accentuated by the dim lighting and low leather
      furniture.

      "Come in," said Victor warmly, a big, charming smile spreading
      across his face as the door softly clicked shut behind Gina,
      leaving them alone together. "I apologise for Grace. She and I had
      a... rendezvous a few months back, and sometimes women get a little
      hung up on me. Have a seat, kitten. Can I get you something to
      drink? We can relax a little before we begin the interview."

      Gina stood stiffly, her arms crossed over her chest and her face
      frozen in an expression of forbidding disapproval. "I'd rather
      stand. And I know better than to let you liquor me up after that
      farce of a contract negotiation. There isn't going to be an
      interview, Victor. I don't want to be your sex-kitten secretary,
      and I think you know that. Why would I try to convince you to hire
      me for a job I don't want?"

      Victor leaned back in his sumptuous leather office chair and shook
      his head, his grin growing sharper. "I think there has been a
      misunderstanding here, Gigi. I'm well aware of your... reluctance
      to take your new position. You made that clear yesterday. What I
      had in mind was you interviewing me as a potential boss."

      Gina narrowed her eyes, then warily crossed to one of the chairs
      across from the desk and sank into it gingerly. She might as well
      be comfortable as she sparred with Victor. "What exactly do you
      mean by that?" she asked cautiously.

      "Exactly what it sounds like," said Victor, spreading his hands in
      a gesture of innocence that Gina didn't believe for a second. "You
      don't want to be my assistant, and I want to convince you. Grill me
      on the specifics, and I'll try to make it clear why I think the job
      would be perfect for you."

      Gina couldn't help but roll her eyes. "Are we being serious,
      Victor? Do you really think you can just convince me? Enough of
      these games. If you're planning to order me to playact as your
      slutty secretary, then order me to do it."

      Victor wagged a finger. "Ah ah ah, Gigi. You know me better than
      that by now. I only had you sign that contract in the first place
      to give you an excuse to do what you already wanted to do deep
      down. I don't force women to have sex with me. I give them an
      opportunity to indulge while telling themselves it was
      understandable in the circumstances."

      "So you admit it!" said Gina triumphantly. "You're not even
      offering me a real job. It's just some kind of public sex roleplay.
      You just want another venue to humiliate me."

      Victor leaned forward across his desk, and Gina couldn't help but
      notice how broad and powerful his shoulders were. "Would that be so
      bad, kitten?" he rumbled. "If I recall correctly, being humiliated
      by me has given you some of the best orgasms of your life."

      "Yeah," muttered Gina as her body began to heat up involuntarily,
      "And I'm sure jumping off a building would be super fun right up
      until the moment you hit the ground. I'm not going to burn my
      entire career to the ground just because it would be kinky,
      Victor."

      "I'll tell you what," said Victor flippantly, "If you're worried
      about a gap in your resume, we can work around that. Officially in
      the books, you'll be a lawyer working for me on retainer, and when
      and if you move on somewhere else, I'll give a glowing reference
      concerning your legal skills. You have my word."

      Gina squirmed a little in her chair as an unexpected pulse of heat
      throbbed between her thighs. Victor was still confidently talking
      like this was a real possibility... the thought of actually acting
      out the humiliating role of being his secretary flashed through
      Gina's mind, and brought with it more heat, spreading through her
      body. He had to be careful here. Victor had a way of getting into
      her head.

      "It's not about that," she said angrily. Her face flushed deeper
      pink as she heard the desperation in her voice.

      "Then what is it about?" countered Victor swiftly, not giving her
      time to stop and think. "You admit that it would turn you on. I've
      just explained how it couldn't possibly hurt your already tarnished
      professional image. You're just resisting the idea out of sheer
      bloody-minded stubbornness at this point.

      "This is where Daren works!" protested Gina, with the sinking sense
      that she was beginning to grasp at straws. "I can't just parade
      around the office as your public sex toy!"

      Victor laughed, and this time, it wasn't just performative; he
      threw his head back and really let loose for a moment. "The cuck?
      That's the best excuse you have? Gigi, sweetheart, your husband
      knows that you're fucking me. He's given, if not explicit, then
      tacit consent. And if it's a little embarrassing for him, so what?
      Submissive cuckold wimps like him love humiliation. It's in their
      DNA."

      Gina shook her head. All of Victor's manipulative words were just
      confusing her. No matter how horny his confidence and voice and
      eyes and stupid muscular body were making her, she had to stay
      strong. "No, Victor. You're asking me to submit because submission
      is hot. That's all your argument boils down to. But I'm stronger
      than my own libido. I don't want to be your fucking secretary. All
      the arguments in the world won't change that."

      Victor rose from behind his desk, trailing his hand over its
      leather-topped surface as he slowly rounded it. "But that's not
      true,kitten. Not at all. You already want it. You just think that
      wanting it is embarrassing. Yes, I'm asking you to submit for
      submission's sake, not because submission is a good idea. But you
      can trust me, Gina. If you put yourself in my hands completely,
      you'll never need to worry again."

      Gina's mouth grew dry, and the thumping, powerful beat of her heart
      drummed against her skin as Victor stalked around the corner of his
      desk like a panther, approaching her. Her nipples were like two
      aching pebbles in her bra, and she could feel a wet spot forming in
      her panties. Even if this was mentally a fight for her dignity
      against the man who wanted to break her completely, her body had
      already been trained too well by him. Subconsciously, she yearned
      for his strict, confident control.

      "I don't want that," she lied.

      "I can make you want anything I feel like," said Victor in a
      breathtaking display of arrogance.

      "You didn't this time," fired back Gina.

      Victor loomed above her, a dark mountain of masculine bulk. Staring
      down at her with deep, dark eyes. One massive hand reached down to
      touch her cheek, and Gina found herself drawing in a sharp little
      breath despite herself. His gentle, probing fingers were electric,
      tingling on her skin as they traced back, threading through her
      feathery blonde hair.

      "You think I can't make you want things, kitten?" he murmured in a
      bass rumble, just loud enough for Gina to make out the words. "I'm
      making you want me right now."

      Gina stared back at him, blue eyes luminous with defiance. She was
      fighting hard against the rising tide of submissive lust swirling
      up inside her, so thick and heavy she could barely breathe. "I want
      what I want, Victor Cross," she lied in a raspy voice. "You can't
      make me want anything."

      Victor's strong hand gathered her lustrous blonde hair in his fist,
      then wrapped it around, tightening his grip and pulling just on the
      edge of pain. Gina felt trapped and helpless; completely in his
      power, and it sent the needy, hollow feeling between her thighs
      spiking wildly. The burning lust inside her only swelled higher as
      he reached down and unzipped his pants, fishing out his hard, thick
      cock with his free hand while holding her tight by the hair with
      the other.

      "That will prove your point," she said in a voice that was a little
      too aroused for her sarcasm to properly land, "Force me to suck
      your cock. Be the big, strong man and don't take no for an
      answer."

      "That depends," said Victor smugly, "On whether I hear
      'no' as an answer."

      By this point, just the sight of Victor's cock was enough to turn
      Gina on. His thick, throbbing, ebony manhood had brought her to
      screaming orgasm enough times that it was a predictable Pavlovian
      response.

      Victor pulled her forward, using her hair like a handle. Not
      roughly or painfully, but more like a man with a well-trained dog,
      directing her confidently with every expectation that he would be
      obeyed.

      Despite her show of defiance, Gina parted her lips, realizing her
      mouth was swimming with eager drool at the thought of packing it
      full of Victor's manly cock. But, surprisingly, Victor didn't aim
      his bulbous, dusky cockhead toward her open lips. He chuckled,
      saying, "Ah, ah, ah, I told you, didn't I, Gigi, I don't force
      women to fuck me when they don't want to. You've made your feelings
      on sucking my cock perfectly clear, so why don't I spare you the
      indignity today?"
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      Instead, he laid the hot, throbbing length of his shaft across
      Gina's face. She had to bite her lip hard to suppress a whimper of
      surprise as she was intimately confronted with the thick, masculine
      power of her dominant lover's cock, pressed against the soft skin
      of her cheek. It was nearly overwhelming to feel him this close,
      and as he began to slowly rub and nuzzle his dick all over her
      blushing face, it began to feel even more dirty and possessive than
      when he fucked her mouth.

      Gina closed her eyes, doing her best to control her thundering
      heart, her ragged breath, the deep heat growing hotter and hotter
      in her lower belly. As she did, the burning, velvety skin of
      Victor's cock head traced over her face, the thick, veiny stiffness
      of his shaft occasionally pressing there as well. Her body wanted
      to surrender so badly that her mind was being pulled along by its
      dark gravity. Her lips parted, harsh panting coming through as
      images of sealing her soft pink lips around Victor's thick, dark
      shaft invaded her mind, unable to be banished.

      "You're drooling, kitten," said Victor with a rumbling chuckle as
      his cock head just barely grazed over the surface of her glossy
      lips, leaving a little salty smear of precum. "Are you certain that
      you still don't want anything?'

      "I..." Gina gulped away a mouthful of hot drool, but more welled up
      to replace it instantly. "I'm sure."

      "Sounds good... well then, let's do this instead."

      Suddenly and without warning, Victor pulled Gina's head close
      again, but he still wasn't aiming to force his cock between her
      lips. Instead, he pulled her lower, beneath his towering cock,
      pressing Gina's nose tight up against his scrotum. Gina could feel
      her lover's heavy, round balls pressing up against her, and she
      made a little noise of alarm at the unexpected movement.

      The leathery, wrinkled skin was pressed hard against her lips and
      chin while his massive cock pressed against her forehead. She could
      feel the shape of his testicles against her face, and she imagined
      them heavy and bursting with hot, virile cum, eager to fill and
      claim her.

      But even more importantly than her chin and lips, her nose was
      pressed tight against Victor, right at the base of his cock where
      it met the scrotum. Without even thinking, she snorted in a deep
      breath of his wild, feral, masculine smell. In any other
      circumstance, Gina was sure that the scent would turn her stomach.
      But right now, humiliatingly forced to smell him whether she liked
      it or not, while she was so horny she was leaking through her
      panties, it only aroused her further.

      Gina couldn't take the teasing anymore. She was in heat, and she
      needed to taste Victor. She told herself that it didn't count as
      she parted her lips and began slithering her tongue over the
      wrinkled skin of Victor's sack, circling the massive orbs beneath
      the skin. After all, what they had been arguing about was sucking
      cock... not licking his balls.

      Victor seemed to take it as a victory anyway. Holding Gina tight by
      her hair and pressing himself against her face. "Mmmmm, that's it,
      baby," he crooned, "If you're too proud to admit what you want,
      licking my nuts is the next best thing, isn't it?"

      Gina pulled away a fraction of an inch, panting heavily, her hot,
      humid breaths tickling Victor's sensitive skin. "You're being a
      child about this, Victor," she muttered accusingly, her beautiful
      blue eyes glaring up at him with his thick black cock laid between
      them.

      "And you're being a brat," responded Victor in a smoldering voice,
      "Who's too proud to even admit her own desires, let alone act on
      them."

      He pulled her up again, and this time, Gina thought she would
      finally be able to feel his stiff, satisfying thickness stretch her
      lips. Victor pressed his leaking, bulging cockhead against her
      pouty lips, and Gina parted them gladly, eager to welcome him into
      the wet, eager heat inside. But then, just when he was about to
      plunge inside as he usually did, Victor paused. His tip was just
      inside her lips, not even past her teeth, but he went no further.
      Instinctively, now that she was so close, Gina tried to bridge the
      gap herself, pressing forward to take the object of her heated
      desires deeper into her mouth.

      But Victor didn't allow it. He gripped her silky blonde hair
      tightly in his strong hand, refusing to let her move even a
      centimeter further. She was so close, yet so far, able to grip his
      cock head with her soft, warm lips and just barely reach it with
      her wriggling tongue, but denied the satisfaction of a full
      blowjob.

      It was pathetic, really. Most women only gave blowjobs grudgingly,
      or as an act of service for someone they loved. After all, blowjobs
      were an act centered wholly on the pleasure of the man. Gina used
      to enjoy giving her college boyfriends blowjobs, but it was more a
      feeling of enjoying making them feel good than something she
      craved. But somehow, Victor's massive ebony pillar was completely
      different. Gina had a deep, itching urge to worship it. To
      interface directly with its masculine power by taking it inside her
      mouth and tracing every inch of it with her curious tongue. Somehow
      kneeling at Victor's feet and serving him was more satisfying that
      regular old sex had been with any of her past boyfriends. Victor's
      domination had opened new doors for her that she might never be
      able to close... even if she wanted to.

      "Just... come on, Victor," she whined, her lips brushing the
      sensitive head of his cock as she spoke. "I get it ok? I get what
      you're saying." She felt the hair on the back of her head tighten
      painfully, but not because Victor had pulled it any tighter. She
      was straining forward again, trying to get as much of his dick in
      her mouth as possible.

      "If you get it, then all you have to do is ask," said Victor with
      one of his signature infuriating grins. Gina let out a frustrated
      whining growling in the back of her throat, licking the tip of
      Victor's cock frantically and letting the salty taste of his precum
      spread over her tongue. The frustrated lust built up inside her
      stronger and stronger, until it dwarfed her stubborn pride.

      "Uggggh fine!" She hissed angrily, her eyes blazing with sullen
      submission as she gazed up at Victor's cocky grin. "I want to suck
      your cock! Can we stop playing this game?"

      "Round one goes to me," commented Victor calmly. Before Gina could
      give any retort, he not only stopped holding her back, but pulled
      Gina closer, pressing his head between her lips and deep into her
      waiting mouth. Gina was so surprised that she let out a little moan
      of satisfaction, buzzing against the thick, pulsating shaft now
      lying heavy on her tongue. Now that she had surrendered, Victor
      showed her no mercy, dragging her pretty pink lips up and down the
      length of his powerful black shaft as he plundered her mouth. Her
      tongue wriggled, and her lips gripped, but Victor was in charge of
      this blowjob, not Gina, and he made that clear. Gina's thick saliva
      was soon dripping down his shaft and off her chin as he used her
      like a sex toy. As degrading as it was to have a man pull her hair
      and practically fuck her mouth while she sat helplessly in a chair
      and took his cock, Gina wouldn't have it any other way.

      For a moment, she reflected that she had come here with the
      intention of telling Victor to fuck off, not to suck his cock, but
      that thought was lost in a haze of lust as Victor pushed his cock
      deep, slowly easing it into Gina's tight, wet throat. As always,
      the feeling of him deep inside her was nearly overwhelming. Gina
      breathed slowly through her nose and relaxed her throat to welcome
      him, but she still felt utterly dominated by the thick rod of flesh
      buried deep in her mouth.

      Finally, Victor released her hair altogether and stepped back,
      leaving Gina panting and red-faced, holding a hand to her forehead
      as she was nearly overcome with the intensity of her lust.

      "Get up," he said with a grin, "Take those fancy clothes off for
      me... now that you're my woman, I want you to learn one of my
      favorite ways to get my cock sucked."

      ...

      Cassie's eyes went wide, and she was sure her face was rapidly
      changing from pink to red. Even though she did her best to look
      away, she couldn't stop staring at Renee's beautiful pink pussy,
      and the way her delicate, feminine fingers slowly rubbed her clit
      in soft, circular motions. What the fuck? Have sex with Renee?
      Just like that? The idea was so insane that she couldn't even
      speak. Her heart was in her throat, and a burning, corrosive lust
      was pulsing through her veins, spreading a powerful heat through
      every inch of her body.

      In some ways, it had been what she secretly wanted since the first
      dayRenee had begun teasing her. For so long, Cassie had told
      herself that Renee couldn't possibly be interested in something
      like that. That she herself was weird for even thinking about a
      friend like that. And now, at a point where the two of them were
      completely at odds, this was when Renee proposed what Cassie used
      to pleasure herself to, knowing it would never happen.

      She knew now that Renee was an evil bitch... but that didn't make
      Cassie want her any less.

      "Well? Cat got your tongue?" asked Renee with a little smirk, her
      voice colored with a tinge of pleasure as she continued to rub
      softly at her exposed pussy. "I'm shocked you aren't jumping for
      joy after the way you've been looking at me. Come on, Kissy. This
      is your chance. Don't you want to fuck me?'

      Cassie shook her head, overwhelmed and tongue-tied. Part of her
      wanted that more than anything... but it was the middle of a school
      day in a counsellor's office, and, more importantly, Renee had
      proven herself to be utterly untrustworthy. Renee had said her
      little speech about solving the tension between them and turning
      over a new leaf, but how could Cassie know that it was genuine, and
      not some ploy to entrap her once again> She got up out of her
      chair on wobbly legs, at war with herself as she took on hesitant
      step backward, poised between running toward and away from
      Renee.

      She probably would have talked herself into refusing eventually...
      if Renee hadn't made her move. As Casse took a step back, Renee
      slid off the desk and got to her feet as well, moving forward. She
      closed the distance between her and her prey before Cassie could
      break her paralysis. Her slim arms wrapped around Cassie and drew
      her in, pressing her soft, warm nudity against Cassie's rigid,
      panicked body and pulling her into a deep, passionate kiss.

      Cassie groaned against her lips and resisted for a moment... then
      surrendered. Feeling Renee's soft lips on hers, and feeling her
      wicked little tongue slip inside to tangle and tease, felt too good
      to resist. Her tension melted as she wrapped her arms around Renee,
      hungrily clutching at the warm, velvety skin of her back before
      slipping down to cup her perfect, bouncy ass in greedy
      fingers.

      Cassie felt her anger drain away as Renee's soft breasts and
      bullet-hard nipples pressed tight to hers. The only way it would
      feel better was if...

      As if she was reading her mind, Renee reached down and pulled up
      the hem of Cassie's shirt with fumbling fingers. Cassie gasped,
      pulling away from the kiss, suspicion and wild arousal roaring
      inside her. "No... Renee... I don't know if... How can I...?" she
      licked her lips, but even in the middle of her objections, she
      couldn't keep her eyes from flicking downward toward Renee's tits.
      "How can I trust you?"

      Renee laughed and continued to pull Cassie's shirt up and then off.
      Cassie felt weak and indecisive... unable to fight back. After all,
      she had just been imagining how good it would feel to have her
      naked skin pressed against Renee's. "You think too much, Kissy,"
      whispered Renee in her ear as she slipped her hands behind her back
      to unclasp Cassie's bra. "What could the trick possibly be here? I
      told you I want to have sex. I'm fucking naked. What you see is
      kind of what you get." She nipped the delicate shell of Cassie's
      ear with sharp white teeth, hissing, "Why don't we just let our
      bodies do the thinking and see where it leads us, hmmm?"

      Cassie tried to remember why it was so important to resist Renee,
      but now her bra was falling away, and the cool air of the office
      was almost stinging against her nipples. When Renee pulled her
      close again, her breasts pressed against Cassie's. Their throbbing
      nipples rubbed against each other, sending sparks of pleasure
      firing through Cassie's overtaxed brain, and her resistance
      evaporated completely. She reached up to seize her evil rival's
      beautiful face and pulled her into a hungry kiss.

      And she was lost.

      When Renee unbuttoned the front of Cassie's jeans, she not only
      didn't resist, she eagerly helped to pull them down her thick
      thighs, dragging her panties along with them to expose her puffy
      pussy, swollen and dripping with wild desire. They were both fully
      naked now, and Cassie could feel unleashed lust roaring through
      her, making her feel free and submissive at the same time. While
      their tongues remained locked in a frantic, tongue-tangling kiss,
      her hands eagerly roamed every inch of Renee's perfect body,
      finally free to touch all of the places she had only been able to
      stare at when she thought her lust had been forbidden.

      Her hands cupped and squeezed Renee's perfect breasts, thumbs
      flicking over her stiff, responsive nipples. They slid over her
      hips and ass. But Cassie didn't just restrict herself to erogenous
      zones. Now that she had a little taste, she wanted to feast on
      every inch of Renee. She touched her arms, her hair, her thighs,
      her flat, toned tummy. Like a kid in a candy store, she wanted a
      little bit of everything.

      Except, of course, the one place she was saving for last. The place
      where she knew this would definitely be heading in the end.
      Although her hands crept close, sliding up Renee's inner thighs,
      she still felt a little nervous to directly touch Renee's pussy. It
      was a silly impulse. After all, she had eaten Melissa out just the
      other day. It wasn't like it would be her first experience with
      someone else's pussy. But somehow Renee felt... different.
      Special.

      Before Cassie could work up her nerve to touch Renee's pussy, she
      was beaten to the punch. Her stomach fluttered and her body pulsed
      with filthy heat as Renee's slim fingers traced down her belly,
      tickling through her pubic hair. Renee giggled, pausing to seize a
      few strands between her knuckles and tugging playfully. "A little
      too messy down here, Kissy," she murmured. "Remind me to help you
      clean up later."

      Cassie bit her lip and whimpered at the little jolt of pain. What
      Renee was saying was dumb, of course, because there was no way that
      Cassie would let her dictate what her pubic hair looked like... but
      Cassie didn't object in the moment. Instead, she let her own
      fingers slide down to touch Renee's dense patch of pubic hair.
      "B-but, you have some too..." she whispered, staring into Renee's
      deep, brown eyes, trying hard and failing to avoid getting
      starstruck.

      Renee flashed her a mischievous smile. "It's different." Her
      fingers slipped lower, and Renee let out a trembling moan,
      squeezing her eyes shut as Renee's fingers glided over her tender,
      sensitive pussy. "Because I'm a Dom. And you, Kissy? You're a total
      sub. So you should look the part."

      Even in the depths of her pleasure, that didn't quite sit right
      with Cassie. She gulped and shook her head. "I'm not a... a
      s-submiss-"

      Her words cut off in a ragged gasp as Renee slid a finger between
      her juicy lips, seeking and finding Cassie's hard, throbbing clit.
      "Don't make me laugh, Kissy," purred Renee, slowly beginning to
      circle Cassie's sensitive love button. "You're as submissive as
      they come! You just love it when I tell you what to do, even when
      it makes you mad."

      "No, that's not true!" insisted Cassie. But it didn't hold much
      weight when delivered in a breathy gasp. She thought back to all
      the times that Renee had bulldozed over her and convinced her to do
      something that she knew would be humiliating... and how much it had
      turned her. She had said "no" to letting Renee decide who took her
      virginity... but then went back on that again later when Renee
      teased her into submission at the cheerleader initiation. There was
      only one thing she could hang onto right now...

      "I... I said no to you about the pep rally today," she moaned,
      spreading her legs a little wider and beginning to hump forward
      into Renee's fingers as they delicately teased her throbbing clit.
      "I didn't let you push me around!"

      Renee got right up close to Cassie's ear again as she slowly slid a
      finger deep into Cassie's quivering hole. "The pep rally hasn't
      happened yet, Kissy dear," she whispered throatily. "And besides,
      I'm about to make you submit in a totally different way right
      now."

      Without warning, Renee withdrew her hands and took a step back,
      gripping Cassie's hips to bring her along. Cassie didn't know what
      Renee had in mind, and she was still a little stung by the
      insulting way that Renee had called her a submissive, but she was
      willing to do whatever Renee wanted if it meant finally quenching
      the bone-deep thirst she had for her bitchy enemy's perfect
      body.

      Renee sat back on the desk again, perching her perfect ass on the
      very edge and spreading her slim thighs wide. She took Cassie's
      cheeks in her hands and pulled her forward for another passionate,
      but brief kiss.

      "Are you ready to fuck me, Kissy?" she whispered, nose to nose and
      eyes to eye with her flustered, horny victim. "This isn't training
      anymore. It's not advice to reclaim your sexuality. It's just raw,
      red-hot sex. Is that what you want?"

      Cassie thought about lying. It would have been so much easier if
      she didn't want anything to do with Renee at all. But she knew what
      the price of admission here was. She needed to tell the truth if
      she was going to get what her whole body screamed for.

      "Yes," she breathed, in a desperate, broken voice. "Yes, that's
      what I want."

      "Good. Then get down there and worship, like the sub we both know
      you are." With that taunting barb, Renee pressed downward on
      Cassie's shoulders, and her weak knees gave way, falling until they
      hit the floor. Cassie was left face to face with Renee's pussy, her
      heart in her throat and her nerves singing with erotic
      tension.

      Renee was right. This was no longer a "lesson" or some sort of
      punishment. This was sex. And that made all the difference,
      psychologically. She stared at Renee's glistening pussy and
      swallowed. Her mouth was suddenly swimming with eager saliva. All
      of her misgivings dropped away as she placed a hand on each of
      Renee's thighs and craned her neck forward, trembling with
      desire.

      Just before she made contact, Cassie looked up into Renee's eyes.
      The gorgeous queen of the school stared down at her with a strange
      mix of smugness and adoration. "Go on, Kissy," she said softly.
      "We've both wanted this for a long time, haven't we?"

      Cassie nodded, then looked back down at Renee's perfect pussy...
      and pressed her lips against it, tasting the essence of Renee's
      arousal flood her mouth. It wasn't sweet or delicious, or any of
      those other cliche descriptions. But it was wild and human and
      unmistakably real. This was the taste of her crush's pussy, and
      finally being here, doing this, made Cassie's heart beat wildly in
      her chest.

      After that first hesitant taste, Cassie pressed deeper, her tongue
      extending to explore every fold and crevice of Renee's pussy, her
      eyes closing and her lips latching tight around Renee's tight
      little cunt. As embarrassing as it was for Cassie to kneel at
      Renee's feet, feeling her warm, toned thighs closing around her
      ears and her hot cunt beginning to grind into her face, it also
      felt right. None of the teasing and training and humiliation had
      been even half as satisfying as this act of simple, straightforward
      worship. Cassie lost herself in the sweet, slightly shameful burn
      of serving her enemy with her mouth.


      

    


    

    
      Page 6 - Cross Contamination Pt. 14 - Fetish -
      Literotica.com

      
      Renee reached down and seized Cassie's hair in a tight grip, her
      hips grinding upward to rub her wet pussy over Cassie's obedient
      face. "Mmmmm, you know," she purred as Cassie slurped and slobbered
      between her silky thighs, "In a way, it's me who's taking your
      virginity, isn't it? Since we both agreed that this is officially
      sex."

      The idea made Cassie feel even more ashamed. She had assumed that
      her first time would be something magical. And in a way, this was.
      Having her evil enemy's tight, wet cunt shoved into her submissive,
      licking face was hotter than Cassie could ever have imagined.

      She had just assumed that her first time would be in a bed with
      someone she loved.

      "But don't worry," said Renee in a hard, smoldering voice, "I'll
      still be the one to decide which cock claims you first too. I just
      want you to remember that when I do, they're getting my sloppy
      seconds. Now... make me cum, Kissy."

      Renee stopped talking, instead concentrating all of her effort on
      humping Cassie's face while pulling her closer with a cruelly tight
      grip. Cassie left all of her thoughts behind as she concentrated
      fully on sucking and slurping while flicking her tongue lightly
      over Renee's clit. She looked up again into Renee's deep brown
      eyes, and was frightened and aroused to see an intense possessive
      greed shining there. Right now, she belonged to Renee. She had
      submitted. She had let Renee win.

      "That's it, you little bitch," snarled the perfect queen bee above
      her as her hips ground forward relentlessly in smooth, muscular
      motions. "You'll do whatever I say, won't you, you pathetic sub...
      Fuck! I like that sassy little tongue better when it's buried in my
      cunt. Make me cum you nasty little slut!"

      Cassie worked double time as Renee's venomous words dissolved into
      moans, her back arching and her hips moving faster and faster. Her
      pussy smeared all over Cassie's face, and Cassie felt her arousal
      spiraling as Renee viciously rode her, using her like a sex toy as
      her moans got louder and more desperate.

      Finally, Renee flexed and strained with a breathy whine. Her fist
      clutched tight in Cassie's hair while her thighs clamped around her
      face, temporarily cutting off Cassie's air as her spasming pussy
      sealed over Cassie's mouth and nose. The only thing that Cassie
      could do was hold on for dear life, wriggling her tongue and trying
      to serve the best she could.

      Just when the air began to burn in Cassie's lungs, Renee loosed her
      grip, allowing Cassie to fall back on her butt, gasping for air,
      her face dripping with Renee's juices. Renee sat back for just a
      moment, covering her eyes with one hand while her beautiful chest
      heaved with passion. Then she seemed to gather herself and crossed
      her legs again, hiding her perfect pussy from view. "That was...
      good for a first time," said Renee with a cheeky grin.

      Cassie could only let out a shaky laugh. Right now, her whole body
      trembled with desire. Renee had just climaxed all over Cassie's
      face, but Cassie herself had only been turned on further by eating
      out her rival's pussy. She needed to cum. Badly.

      Renee seemed to notice her predicament, leaning forward to plant
      her chin in her hand and asking in a tone of amused sympathy,
      "Ahhh. Kissy needs a little attention as well, doesn't she? Do you
      need to cum, Kissy dear?"

      Cassie was beyond having any pride or rebellion. She needed
      satisfaction, and she would do anything to get it. "Yes," she
      admitted, staring up at the dominant woman perched above her with
      pleading, submissive eyes. "Please."

      Renee slid off the slightly wet desk and patted it with a grin.
      "Well, get up here, girl! Let's get you taken care of!"

      Cassie didn't need to be told twice. She hurried to jump up on the
      desk, her head beating a rapid, shallow rhythm in her chest. She
      spread her thick thighs wide, exposing her plump, leaking pussy.
      Her whole body pulsed with powerful need, and her desperation only
      intensified as Renee moved forward, planting a hand on each thigh
      to spread her even further. Renee leaned down, keeping her eyes
      locked on Cassie's face as she drew closer and closer. Cassie's
      stomach swirled with butterflies as she felt Renee's hot breath fan
      over her sensitive flesh. In just a few more inches, Renee's soft,
      pillowy lips would make contact, and Cassie knew she would cum
      almost instantly in the strongest orgasm of her young life.

      But then it all went wrong. Renee's eyes flicked upward to the
      clock behind Miss Chamber's desk on the wall, and her eyebrows rose
      in mild surprise. "Oh shit," she murmured, straightening up, much
      to Cassie's dismay, "is that the time? I need to get ready for the
      pep rally."

      "Just... just finish me off quick," said Cassie, squirming on the
      desk and biting her lip. "It really won't take that long. I'm
      almost there already."

      Cassie felt a stab of disquiet when she saw Renee's expression. The
      gorgeous, evil cheer captain had just the hint of a smug smile
      playing on her lips as she said, "I'm afraid I just can't, Kissy.
      I'm the captain. I've got to be ready before anyone else." She
      picked up her bra and thong from her neat pile of clothes and began
      slipping them on.

      The truth crashed over Cassie. This had always been the plan. Renee
      had wanted to leave her dripping and desperate. "Are you fucking
      serious, Renee?" she whined, still unable to bring herself to
      accept defeat and close her spread thighs. "After I ate you out,
      you're just going to fucking leave?"

      Now the grin was unmistakable. "Wow, you really haven't even had
      sex with a boy, have you, Kissy? Sometimes one person cums and the
      other doesn't. I did exactly what I promised. We fucked. I don't
      have time to go any further. Sorry!"

      Cassie swallowed the huge wave of frustration that was building up
      inside her. That was the response Renee wanted. She knew that she
      could use her fingers and work herself over the edge of orgasm in a
      matter of minutes. But now that she had tasted Renee's pussy...
      that she had been just inches away from feeling Renee's sweet lips
      kiss between her thighs... she knew that her fingers wouldn't
      satisfy her. Not truly. She needed to experience this again, and
      more importantly, go all the way. "So... when are you going to be
      able to finish the job?" she asked, finally closing her thighs,
      despite how needy her poor pussy felt.

      Renee pulled her cheerleading top over her head and gave Renee a
      sidelong glance. "I'm not sure what you're talking about, Kissy.
      This wasn't an invitation to some sort of sexual relationship. We
      were just breaking the sexual tension between us. It worked! I feel
      great, and there's no need for any more sex."

      Cassie stared at her open-mouthed, her insides boiling with anger
      and acidic sexual frustration. She knew it wouldn't convince Renee,
      but she couldn't help whining, "It's not fair! You... you can't
      fucking leave me like this!"

      Renee was fully dressed now. She reached over to pat Cassie's cheek
      condescendingly. "Oh, Kissy... I don't owe you anything! We aren't
      even friends, remember? You said so yourself!" She walked toward
      the door, then turned to call back over her shoulder with a glint
      in her eye. "But if you were my friend... then I might change my
      mind. But a friend would be a lot more accommodating and take my
      advice more often... don't you think?"

      She winked as she opened the door to the hallway, then added one
      last thing.

      "I left you a present under Chamber's desk. I'll be seeing you
      soon, Kissy."

      Then she left, leaving the door hanging wide open behind her.

      Naked and ashamed, Kissy slid off the desk and crossed the room,
      swiftly closing the door again. Conflicting feelings raged inside
      her. To make matters worse, she was still horny beyond words, and
      that made it difficult to think clearly. The image of Renee's
      beautiful face getting within inches of her pussy kept flashing
      into her mind. If she was reading Renee correctly, more sex was
      definitely on the table... but the price would be submission. An
      actual surrender, not a temporary one like she had made at the
      initiation.

      Cassie decided that she had better check out the gift that Renee
      had left her. Beneath the counselor's desk, she found a gift box
      tied with a ribbon. A note on the outside was simply addressed to
      "Kissy" with a heart beneath. Cassie flipped open the note to read,
      "If you just do this one little thing for me, I promise you that
      I'll give you the best orgasm of your life. Tonight." Cassie's
      heart hammered as she slipped the ribbon off the box and opened it
      up.

      Inside was a brand-new, but identical version of the slutty
      cheerleader uniform she had been forced to wear at practice for the
      past few months.

      The deal was clear. If she did the pep rally, Renee would have sex
      with her again. Reciprocal sex this time. If she didn't, she would
      be left fantasizing about it forever.

      Cassie glanced up at the clock. She only had a few minutes left to
      decide before the pep rally began. It should have been an easy
      choice, but Cassie found herself staring down at the uniform,
      wracked with indecision as precious minutes ticked by.

      ...

      A tiny voice in the back of Gina's head protested that it was a bad
      idea to strip naked in Victor's office. The blinds were down, and
      the door was closed, but she hadn't seen him lock it. Some of her
      husband's coworkers were sitting at desks and chatting by the water
      cooler just a stone's throw from the doorway. But even though it
      was foolish and humiliating, Gina couldn't help herself. She
      reached down and unzipped her skirt, letting it fall to the ground
      before slowly unbuttoning her blouse.

      Her skin raised in goosebumps as Victor's eyes devoured her,
      sliding hungrily over every inch of her naked skin. As her bra fell
      away, his gaze lingered on her stiff, rosy nipples, straining and
      crinkled with the embarrassing force of her lust. She slipped her
      panties down over her thighs, and Victor's smoldering eyes locked
      onto the flushed flesh between her legs, utterly hairless and soft
      thanks to his machinations, and at his point, his personal
      playground.

      Victor remained clothed. His thick, powerful cock poked stiffly
      through the fly of his pants, but otherwise dressed in an
      impeccably tailored suit, like always. It was a stark and clear
      reminder of the power difference between them. Gina was the sexual
      plaything, and Victor remained in comfortable control at all
      times.

      "Come here," he murmured, reaching out to slide a hand over her
      naked hip, making a shudder pass through her body. His hand gripped
      her tight, pulling her closer to him, and the lust inside Gina
      began to boil over.

      "I thought you were going to have me suck your cock," she whispered
      softly, gazing up into his eyes as she threaded her arms loosely
      around his neck. His magnificent cock was sandwiched between them,
      pressing hot and hard and throbbing against Gina's tender belly,
      making butterflies erupt beneath where it touched.

      "I am," said Victor confidently. Without warning, his strong arms
      scooped Gina up, making her gasp in alarm.

      He's just... so fucking strong!

      When Victor held Gina in his arms, it set the powerful submissive
      instincts he had unlocked inside her ablaze. She felt so weak and
      helpless and soft when his rock-hard muscles gripped and carried
      her so effortlessly. She still didn't know exactly where this was
      going, but she was eager to find out. The day that Gina had been
      fired from her job as a lawyer, Victor had pinned her up against a
      wall and fucked her into submission. And despite how awful that day
      had been overall, it was still something that turned her on to
      remember. If Victor put on a repeat performance of that kind of
      masculine dominance, Gina was more than happy to go along for the
      ride, regardless of why she had come to the office in the first
      place.

      But lifting Gina up wasn't the last trick that Victor had up his
      sleeve. Instead of aligning her sopping wet pussy with his cock,
      Victor suddenly spun her upside down in a dizzying whirl that sent
      blood rushing to Gina's head... among other parts of her body. This
      time, the noise she made wasn't so much a gasp as an undignified
      squeal. If being held upright by Victor made her feel helpless and
      submissive, being upside down made her feel like a doll in his
      arms. Her legs moved by themselves, wrapping around Victor's neck
      for security as her hands braced themselves on his thighs.

      She found herself face to face once again with his cock, this time
      even more helpless than when he had gripped her hair. She could
      instantly feel what he meant when he said this way of sucking cock
      was even more submissive.

      "Well? What are you waiting for, Gigi?" asked Victor with amusement
      as he dangled his naked sex slave upside down, her mouth aligned
      with his cock. "You admitted that you want to suck my cock. Don't
      hold back now."

      Flushed with submissive arousal and breathless from being
      manhandled, Gina's defiance had evaporated for the time being. Her
      pussy was in charge now, and it wanted her to wrap her lips around
      the big black cock in front of her face and start sucking.

      She leaned forward and began bobbing her head up and down her
      illicit lover's thick shaft. Upside down, his cock fit differently
      on her tongue and lips, and she found herself having to explore and
      learn its shape again, savoring every inch with her tongue.

      She moaned deeply against him once again as he leaned forward, his
      hot breath fanning over the sensitive flesh of her overheated,
      dripping pussy.

      "Let me show you why I love standing sixty-nine." He leaned
      forward, pressing his lips softly to Gina's labia, sending a
      cascading crackle of sexual energy down her spine. "Not only does
      it let me put my women in their place, but women tend to get a lot
      more... enthusiastic with their mouths when they're cumming at the
      same time."

      Gina moaned low and passionately, arching her back dramatically at
      the intense pleasure as Victor leaned forward, closing his lips
      over her sensitive pussy and parting her tender lower lips with his
      tongue, exploring and delicately tracing every curve and crevice
      with his warm, wet mouth.

      Gina found herself taking his cock deeper and deeper, opening up
      and easily engulfing him in her tight, wet throat as Victor feasted
      on her horny cunt. He worked with passion, using his lips, tongue,
      and even his teeth, sucking and slurping as he circled her clit,
      slid his tongue over every vulnerable fold, and occasionally
      slipped deeper inside to lease her with what deep, satisfying
      penetration might feel like.

      Gina was overwhelmed, beginning to sweat in Victor's arms as she
      writhed her hips against the delicious feeling of his mouth and
      bobbed her neck between his thighs. The blood rushing to her head
      was making it more and more difficult to think rationally, but one
      thought was growing in her mind, blazing brighter and brighter as
      her arousal flooded her.

      She didn't just want to suck Victor's cock... she wanted... no,
      needed him to fuck her. And she knew that he wanted the same thing.
      Victor had iron control of his own cock, and he didn't cum from
      blowjobs unless he wanted to. As the minutes drew on, Gina grew
      desperate, whining and grunting as she drew the thighs clutched
      around Victor's neck tighter, pressing her cunt against his face.
      As incredible as it felt, she needed more than just Victor's
      tongue. She wanted to feel the powerful masculine rod of flesh
      currently buried in her throat to stretch open her pussy
      instead.

      But Victor just kept going, taking Gina to new heights, but never
      quite leading her over the edge. Her whole body was on fire, and it
      didn't matter anymore how good it felt to be held in Victor's arms
      and used as his sexual plaything.

      Gina pulled her face away from Victor's cock, letting it rest
      against her neck, hot and slick with her saliva.

      "Enough, Victor!" she moaned hoarsely, "I need your fucking cock.
      Stop playing with me and fuck me."

      For a moment, Victor didn't pull away from his passionate
      cunnilingus, and she felt his chuckle rather than just heard
      it.

      Then, thankfully, Victor effortlessly spun her around again and set
      her down. She leaned back against his desk, panting as her head and
      pussy throbbed. Being upside down for that long had been affecting
      her more than she thought.

      Victor leaned down toward her and smoothed her hair, tucking it
      behind her ears from when his grip and then hanging upside down had
      mussed it.

      He spoiled the uncharacteristically tender moment with a cheeky
      grin, saying, "And round two goes to me as well!"

      Gina frowned at him, then let out a groan as she realized what he
      was saying. She had just lost a game she hadn't even realized she
      was playing. He had teased her until she begged him to fuck her,
      once again "making her want something."

      She couldn't believe he was still focused on his stupid game even
      in the middle of a torrid fuck session with her. But then again,
      that was what Victor was all about. Stupid fucking mind
      games.

      "Are you going to stand there gloating or are you going to fuck
      your sex kitten like a real man?" she snarled heatedly in his face,
      both furious and aroused that he had made a fool of her once
      again.

      Victor pressed forward unexpectedly and kissed her deep. His lips
      were hot against hers as his hands snaked up to pull her closer
      into his possessive embrace. Gina returned the kiss, riding the
      wave of frustrated sexuality cresting inside her, but she rebelled
      against his control by biting his lip hard. She was rewarded with a
      sharp intake of breath, and Victor drew back, staring at her in
      shock, a hand rising to his mouth.

      Gina panted, sweaty strands of hair in her face as she tasted
      blood. She watched with satisfaction as a tiny drop of red came
      away on Victor's fingers when he touched his lip.

      For a second, she thought she had finally succeeded in angering the
      unflappable Victor Cross. But then, instead of yelling, his face
      split into a wide smile, and he laughed. This was no condescending
      chuckle. He let loose with a deep, genuine laugh from his
      gut.

      "You know, that's what I love about you, Gigi," he said warmly,
      leaning forward to get into her face again, completely unafraid.
      "Usually, when I tame brats, they stay tamed. But you're like a
      puzzle that keeps unsolving itself. Just what I needed."

      Gina didn't know what the fuck he was talking about. All she knew
      was that if she didn't have a cock spreading her cunt in thirty
      seconds, Victor would be bleeding a lot more than just a few
      pinpricks. "Shut the fuck up," she grunted savagely. "Fuck
      me."

      This time, thankfully, Victor had no smart remark. He spun Gina
      around swiftly and pressed down on her back, bending her over the
      desk so swiftly she felt her teeth click. Gina practically purred
      in approval at the dominant display, arching her back dramatically
      to present her dripping snatch, begging to be taken.

      Victor's broad hand descended in a vicious spank as he angled his
      cock, teasing at Gina's delicate lips with his hot, bulbous
      cockhead. "So... Gigi wants to call the shots," he mused as Gina
      whined and wriggled beneath him, trying to press her hips back and
      achieve the deep, satisfying penetration she craved. "Well... I
      suppose I can indulge you just this once."

      Gina's fingers scratched lines into the leather of the desk, and an
      inarticulate cry burst from her throat as Victor slid inside her,
      finally bringing the torturous teasing to an end by claiming her
      pussy.

      Victor reached forward to seize a handful of Gina's hair once
      again, this time to gain leverage as he began pumping into her. It
      was painful and intense to have her silky blonde locks pulled so
      tight, forcing her back to arch so hard that her sweaty tits pulled
      up off the sticky leather of the desk... but the pain felt good. It
      was deeply, primally erotic to be used this way, and Gina spread
      her thighs wider, submitting eagerly to the rough, dominant sex
      that Victor had initiated.
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      They descended into hard, animalistic rutting, Victor's powerful
      thrusts pushing her forward into his bulky desk again and again,
      each thrust accompanied by a deliciously humiliating tug on her
      hair. He was stretching her out, making her feel every inch of his
      powerful cock as it took the deepest depths of her pussy. She was
      up on her tippy-toes now, slamming her soft butt back into his
      hard, muscular hips over and over again.

      Every thought of how angry she was at him, or how his job offer had
      insulted her so deeply, was drowned completely in her hot, gushing,
      submissive pleasure.

      "Fuck me!" she gasped, every muscle trembling with strain as she
      writhed back to meet his powerful thrusts. "Make me feel like a
      woman, you fucking monster!"

      Victor's grip tightened in her hair, making Gina let out a strange
      sound that was half moan and half snarl of pain. The antagonistic
      spark of rivalry mixed with attraction had always been the most
      compelling part of her relationship with Victor, and this brutal,
      hard fucking was turning up that volatile, horny hatred up to
      eleven.

      Gina could feel herself cruising toward a massive orgasm, and she
      craved it with every fiber of her being. Her moans lost their
      snarling and instead became breathy whines as she rapidly
      approached her peak.

      And then Victor slowed down.

      It felt like missing a step when going down the stairs. A sudden,
      brutal punch to the gut that left her feeling cheated. Gina tried
      to make up the difference by pushing her ass back against him even
      faster and harder, but without Victor's dominant muscle and
      hair-pulling, it just wasn't the same. Her orgasm was just out of
      reach.

      "Come on, you motherfucker," she grunted, panting with arousal and
      fury, dripping sweat down onto Victor's expensive desk as her
      nipples dragged across its leather surface, "Fuck me. Fuck me like
      a man, you pussy."

      But taunts didn't seem to work either. Victor continued to thrust
      slowly and deeply into her. It was immensely pleasurable, but it
      kept her right on the bleeding edge of orgasm without letting her
      cross the finish line. It was a stunning sexual misplay on Victor's
      part, who usually relished making his sexual partners cum hard
      multiple times. In fact... It was a suspicious error. Victor
      usually didn't make mistakes when it came to sexual prowess.

      Gina craned her neck around, staring over her shoulder at the man
      pinning her down and plundering her married cunt. A jolt of
      adrenaline went through her as she realized her worst suspicions
      were confirmed. Victor looked down at her with a taunting grin as
      he slowly and torturously pumped in and out of her pussy.

      "Something the matter, kitten?" he asked teasingly. "You look like
      you... want something."

      "You son of a fucking bitch," she hissed through her teeth, "Stop
      with these stupid fucking games and make me cum!"

      His response surprised her. He looked her dead in the eyes, his
      taunting smile dropping away as he said, "Be my assistant."

      "Fuck you!" she spat back, redoubling her efforts to hump her hips
      backward into his cock, impaling herself feverishly in an attempt
      to steal the orgasm he refused to give her. "Never! Fucking never,
      Victor! I'm not going to make a fucking laughingstock of myself
      just because I want to fucking cum!"

      Victor laughed and spanked her ass hard, sending another powerful
      jolt of pleasure through her... but still not tipping her over the
      edge. He continued his slow thrusts as he spoke, filling her
      utterly with every deep, firm stroke. "We both know that this is
      just stubborn pride talking, Gina. You know you need a job... You
      know that I can take care of you... You know that I would never let
      it ruin your life, not really... Your husband will be humiliated,
      but that shit makes him cream his jeans on a regular basis. Most
      importantly, you want it. You know it's shameful to be my slutty
      little bimbo, but you want it so bad you can taste it. Just like at
      the strip club. Just like at your old job. You hate being dominated
      and degraded by me, but nothing makes you cum as hard as losing.
      And what would make you more of a loser than playing the slutty
      secretary for a man you used to despise?"

      Gina shook her head furiously. Victor was just being an asshole
      again, messing with her as usual with his smug, manipulative words.
      But this time, he wasn't suggesting some little sexy adventure that
      she could chalk up to a mistake later on. He was suggesting a
      massive life change. A public submission that would degrade her not
      just in his eyes and the eyes of strangers, but in front of her
      husband's coworkers.

      But on the other hand... here in the heat of sexual submission, it
      was hard to argue with the sexual potency of the idea. Every time
      she had lost to Victor and felt the humiliating sting of sexual
      defeat, she had cum so fucking hard she saw stars. Whether or not
      it was something inherent to her nature, like Victor claimed, or it
      was something he had somehow twisted in her sexuality, she was
      turned on by humiliation now.

      And he wasn't wrong that going from high-powered lawyer to slutty
      secretary would be deliciously humiliating.

      "I'm a fucking lawyer!" she whined, desperate to not only convince
      him, but head off the traitorous arousal blooming inside her. "I
      command respect, God damn it! I'm not some little doll you can show
      off to all your fucking employees!"

      "Then I guess neither one of us is going to get what we want," said
      Victor smugly.

      Then he stopped.

      Even the slow, languid strokes he had been teasing her with ceased.
      His thick cock was buried deep inside her, but he no longer gave
      her any of the slick, pumping friction her body craved. Gina whined
      in frustration. Her pussy gripped and clenched hungrily around the
      pulsing rod of flesh embedded deep inside her. This was even more
      maddening than the slow strokes. She tried to hump backward into
      Victor, impaling herself on his stationary cock, but Victor was
      waiting for her. His strong hands gripped her hips and held her
      close, not letting her do anything more than little circular
      grinding motions, which only fueled her frustrated arousal
      more.

      "No so fast, Miss Fancy-pants Lawyer,' he chuckled. "Only good
      girls get what they want." He slowly withdrew his cock until only
      the head was inside, then slammed it forward, drawing a ragged moan
      from Gina's lips. Fuck, it wasn't enough! She wanted that power,
      but over and over again until she was a sobbing, shaking mess of
      climax. This was like pouring one drop of water onto the tongue of
      a person dying of thirst.

      "So be my good girl. Do what I say." Gina's breath was hard and
      ragged. Her whole body burned with sexual need, and her mind buzzed
      with dissatisfaction. "You know that you want to be my assistant.
      You just don't think you're allowed to say yes. Well, I give you
      permission. Be my assistant. Not for any logical reason... but
      because it feels fucking good to obey."

      Gina bit her lip hard, trying to focus on the image of herself she
      had cultivated at her old job. Hurricane Gina. A shark in the
      courtroom. A force of nature you might not like, but had to
      respect. But that image was already crumbling into the pink haze of
      powerful desire that the throbbing cock buried inside her was
      sending through her brain.

      That image had been vaporized for all of her old coworkers in an
      instant that she had been caught getting fucked like a bitch by
      Victor. She was the only one who still saw herself as the proud,
      accomplished lawyer. And when she thought about it, did that even
      matter? Victor had already sworn to work with her best interests at
      heart... and say what you wanted about him, the man abided by the
      rules of his own sick games. Would it be so bad to play a little
      sex game for a few weeks until the contract ran out?

      Gina realized with a pulse of fear that Victor was right... Beneath
      her reluctance lay a vast ocean of desire. A growing part of her
      loved being Victor's humiliated sex pet. She knew it was dangerous
      to give in to that deep, subconscious impulse to submit... But it
      would feel sooo fucking good...

      "Fine..." the word slipped out of her, weak and trembling and
      tinged with her frustrated desire.

      "What's that, kitten?" asked Victor, on hand stroking encouragingly
      up and down the curve of her hip as his cock pulsed inside
      her.

      "I said fine!" snapped Gina in a petulant whine. "I... I'll try
      being your assistant. At least until the contract runs out."

      "That's my good girl," said Victor in a sickeningly triumphant
      voice. His fingers gripped tighter on her hips, and then a second
      later he was pumping in and out of her hot, sloppy pussy once
      again. Shoving her up against the desk hard enough to rattle the
      drawers.

      Gina let out deep, cathartic moans, pushing back into every forward
      stroke as her pussy gripped and squeezed the cock that had become
      her favorite. She could feel herself rocketing rapidly back toward
      the orgasm that Victor had stolen from her, her entire body
      crackling with sexual electricity from every dominant thrust.

      Victor reached one hand forward again to grip her hair, holding it
      in a commanding fist and sending more jolts of arousing pressure
      and pain through her scalp. "You'll be mine. All day long. Right in
      front of your pathetic husband," he growled, thrusting so hard into
      her that her straining toes almost left the ground each time his
      thighs impacted her butt with a sweaty slap. "The submissive little
      kept sex kitten you were always meant to be."

      No matter what he said, Gina had always known that this was how
      Victor saw the situation. Degrading her. Defeating her. Turning the
      bitchy lawyer into a pathetic slut. But the knowledge she had once
      again played right into her hands didn't make her rethink her
      decision. Instead, it sent her screaming over the ragged edge of
      orgasm. Whining and moaning and clenching her pussy hard around the
      cock of the worst person she knew. Her back arched up and Victor
      pulled her hair hard, every muscle straining, and her skin gleaming
      with the sweat of her sexual exertion. Her body sang with powerful
      orgasm, roaring through every nerve, deeper and more complete than
      any other man could give her.

      "Say it!" demanded Victor roughly, as he pumped into her with
      tight, rapid strokes. "You know what I want to hear."

      "I love yoooouuu!" Moaned Gina pathetically as the orgasm continued
      to ripple through her in powerful waves. It wasn't true. It had
      just been a lie that Victor forced her to tell every time she made
      him cum. But it felt easier and easier every time.

      Her moaning words must have sent him over the edge, because Victor
      grunted, and a second later, Gina felt his cock twitch and pulse
      powerfully inside her. A hot trickle of sperm traced down her
      thighs as her chest heaved, her orgasm slowly draining away.

      Finally, Victor stepped back, letting Gina collapse forward onto
      the surface of the desk, her knees too weak to hold her up. With a
      sigh of satisfaction, he pulled a handkerchief from his pocket,
      cleaned the tip of his cock, then dropped it into the wastepaper
      basket by his desk.

      Gina just panted and rested, totally drained by the overwhelming
      sexual experience. She could feel Victor's hot sperm slipping down
      her leg as reality set in. On what exactly she had agreed to.
      Technically, she could still back out and refuse... but Gina had
      never felt as defeated and dominated as she did now. She had
      decided to take the job as Victor's assistant, and that was exactly
      what she would do.

      Victor circled back around the desk and sat back in his chair,
      staring in pride at the panting, trembling, naked slut collapsed on
      his desk. Then he thumbed a button on his desktop phone. When the
      line connected a second later, he said with deep satisfaction,
      "Miss Harlow has accepted the position, Grace. Could you bring in
      her uniform? I think it would be best if she started her training
      right away."

      

    


    

    
      Cross Contamination Pt. 15

      
      Cross Contamination Chapter 15: The New Girls

      Renee Cross absolutely loved it when a plan came together. She
      strode down the hallways of Riverside High like the queen she was,
      reveling in her power and control as the other students made way,
      eying her with a blend of jealousy, fear, and desire.

      She saw the old, lecherous principal down the hallway and gestured
      for him to approach. Even he looked wary and subservient as he fell
      in beside her.

      Principal Wheaton had been a key, early conquest in subjugating the
      school. All it had taken was a little evidence of his unsavory
      desires toward students, and Renee had all the leverage she needed.
      After the principal was in her pocket, ensnaring other key staff
      members had been easy. For years now, the high school had been
      Renee's playground and kingdom. But things felt a little too easy
      now. In a few short months, she would give up the throne and move
      on to a college where she could have fun conquering all over
      again.

      Until then, she planned to send off her rulership of Riverside with
      an explosive bang.

      "Yes, Miss Cross?" asked Principal Wheaton under his breath, doing
      his best to seem like he was having a casual conversation with a
      student rather than bowing and scraping.

      "There's going to be a special presentation at the end of the pep
      rally today," said Renee sweetly as they continued down toward the
      girls' locker room. Her eyes flicked to the side to give the dirty
      old man a meaningful glance. "One that's just for the
      seniors."

      A ghost of a filthy grin crossed the principal's face before he
      concealed it. "I'm sure it will do wonders for their school
      spirit," he chuckled.

      Renee dismissed him with a flick of her wrist. Like most of her old
      toys, the principal had ceased to be amusing to her a long time
      ago.

      Her latest toy was much more interesting to her currently.

      Although she was on her way toward the girls' locker room, Renee
      paused and whipped out her phone first. There was a missing element
      of her little plan for today, and now that she was certain the plan
      was moving forward, it was time to set up the final piece. She
      opened a group text with both Daren and Charlie and sent them a
      message.

      [Hey boys. I need you two to swing by the high school for
      something.]

      Daren answered immediately. All of the little courage he had had to
      begin with had been crushed out of him already, so of course he
      answered with a timid:

      [Yes, Mistress]

      But Charlie was a bit of an ass, as usual.

      [Can't. Something interesting going on at work.]

      Renee blew air through her nose and stilled a spike of rage. Her
      father had taught her that her own emotions were the biggest
      obstacle to success in the twisted game that they played. It was
      easy to fly into a rage when your lessers copped an attitude, but
      it was better to remain unfazed.

      Charlie had too high an opinion of himself, but his cocky, slimy
      arrogance was why he was useful. Crushing him would lessen his
      usefulness. So Renee used a carrot instead of a stick.

      [Suit yourself! But I was going to have the two of you compete for
      a juicy prize, and I would hate to have my puppy just win by
      default.]

      Charlie's answer was predictable.

      [Fuck that. I can be there in 20.]

      Renee smirked and shook her head. The real reason she was so much
      more interested in corrupting women over men, despite being
      attracted to both, was that men were too easy and
      predictable.

      [Perfect. I'll meet you both in the office.]

      With that, Renee continued on her way to the girls' locker room.
      When she got there, it was a flurry of activity as the cheerleading
      squad readied themselves. The pep rally was one of the biggest
      events of the year after all. The squad performed at games in front
      of anyone who attended, but this was an opportunity to show off
      their skills to the entire student body.

      And, despite the fact that Renee herself had only joined the squad
      for social prestige and easy access to the hottest girls in school,
      many of the members actually took cheerleading seriously.
      Especially Melissa, who was barking orders like some sort of leggy
      blonde drill sergeant. Renee let her have her fun. She was waiting
      for...

      Right on queue, just as Renee had taken a seat regally on one of
      the locker room benches, the door swung open again, revealing
      Kissy, blushing from the roots of her dark hair all the way down to
      the tops of her cow tits, sluttily displayed in the tiny little
      porn parody of a cheerleader outfit that Renee had left for
      her.

      The whole room of cheerleaders turned to look as she shuffled in,
      the tiny fringe of a skirt rustling around her thick, juicy thighs.
      Kissy shuffled her way over to Renee, biting her lip, her eyes
      troubled with a potent mix of lust and humiliation.

      She had broken. Just like Renee knew she would. But this was
      another time when holding back her emotions was important. She
      wanted to jump up and whoop in triumph at the defiant little brat's
      defeat. But that would be counter-productive. Kissy's shame at
      giving in was already sky high. The last thing Renee wanted was to
      reawaken any last scrap of pride that was still lurking beneath
      those fat tits.

      So instead, Renee painted a calm, welcoming smile on her face and
      stood to pull her submissive into a tight hug. "Kissy, so glad you
      could make it! I'm proud that you decided to take your place on the
      team."

      She felt Kissy shudder against her, goosebumps rising all over her
      miles of exposed skin. Renee could feel the curvy slut try to
      resist the pleasure of feeling Renee's tight body pressed against
      hers, but it was a fight she was destined to lose. Renee had
      whipped Kissy's sapphic lust to a frenzy just minutes before. She
      was thinking with her pussy now, desperate to cum, no matter how
      self-destructive she had to get in order to do so.

      "I...' muttered Kissy, pausing to gulp audibly. "I can't believe
      I'm fucking doing this... it's so sooo fucking stupid!"

      Renee bit her lip to hold back a chuckle. This was what was so
      amusing about corrupting the mixed-up, chesty slut. Kissy
      technically had one of the brightest minds in school. Part of her
      knew that the dance routine and uniform that Renee had pushed her
      to display to the school would make her a degraded laughingstock.
      But that was the power of lust. Renee had wound Kissy up to the
      edge of orgasm, then left her wanting. For the first time ever, she
      had dangled direct sex with her in front of Kissy's nose as a
      carrot. No teasing. No fig leaf of "friendly advice". Just raw
      lesbian sex with the girl Kissy had become obsessed with.

      Kissy was a moth to the flame, and today it was time to burn her
      pretty wings off in front of the whole senior class.

      But now was the time to soothe, not rub her nose in it. Renee
      reached up and placed a finger against her submissive's plump lips,
      silencing her. "Shhhhh, you're making the right choice. This is
      going to be fucking hot."

      "B-but," protested Kissy, her soft lips moving against Renee's
      pressing finger. "They're going to see me. They're going to see..."
      she cringed, running her hands over the pornographically revealing
      cheerleader outfit, "...e-everything!"

      "It's all going to be fine," said Renee gently, pulling Kissy back
      into a hug and letting her feel the tempting sensation of her tight
      young body. "I'll make sure nothing bad happens to you. And
      besides..." Renee's lips were pressed right up against Kissy ear as
      she whispered, "If you do this one little thing for me, you'll get
      the happy ending that I promised you." Her tongue darted out for a
      teasing lick, then Renee pulled away, leaving Kissy with a dazed,
      horny expression that overwhelmed her fear for the moment.

      Renee gave Kissy a little spank on the ass as a goodbye, then went
      to find Melissa, who was chewing out some of the other girls over
      their sloppy hair ribbons.

      "You're in charge of all of the actual cheerleading shit today,
      co-captain," she said in an undertone, "I'm going to be busy with a
      few other projects."

      Melissa waved away the other girls and raised an eyebrow curiously.
      "Oh yeah?" she asked with obvious interest. "What do you have
      cooking? I mean, besides having your little slut shake her tits for
      all her classmates?"

      Renee just giggled and gave Melissa a warning, hooded glance that
      said that she shouldn't dig too hard. "Oh Mel... you wouldn't
      believe me if I told you!"

      She had no intention of revealing her plans to her henchman today.
      Especially since some of them concerned her dad.

      ...

      Gina sat back in the chair in Victor's office, uncomfortably aware
      of the fact that her well-fucked pussy was leaking Victor's sperm
      out onto the leather. She had tried to insist that she should get
      dressed again, but Victor overrode her, saying that her new uniform
      would be here in just a second, and it made no sense to get dressed
      only to undress again a moment later.

      Gina couldn't exactly defy him. After all, in addition to her
      dominant lover, Victor had just become her boss.

      The idea was still strange, unpleasant, and arousing. Just like he
      always did, Victor had somehow pushed and bullied and manipulated
      Gina into a humiliating new circumstance. She had once been a
      lawyer, but through a combination of smooth-talking words and
      sexual pleasure, Victor had convinced her to become his
      secretary... at least until the agreement dictating her complete
      submission expired.

      Gina's eyes flicked over to Victor as he sat behind his desk,
      flipping through a leather portfolio of documents. As she watched,
      he took a cigar out of a case on his desk, neatly cut off the end,
      and lit it up, all without looking up from his document.

      He made it look easy. In fact, Victor made almost everything he did
      look easy. He certainly hadn't seemed to have any difficulty in
      seducing her and overriding her will. Gina had no idea what
      Victor's ultimate plans for her were... was she just a toy that he
      planned to toss away when playing with her wasn't fun anymore? Was
      this all about torturing her husband, a despised employee? Either
      way, it didn't feel like this was heading in a healthy direction.
      But Gina had no idea how to get off this ride. She didn't
      necessarily believe Victor's bullshit about her being a "natural
      submissive", but it was undeniable at this point that she had a
      hard time refusing him when he put his mind to convincing
      her.

      Somehow, some way, Gina would have to protect herself. But it was
      too late to back out of the personal assistant position. She only
      had to do the humiliating job for a few weeks until their contract
      ran out anyway. In that short time, Gina resolved to do the best
      job she possibly could. The idea brightened her a little. Yes. That
      made sense to her. Despite what you might see in porn, being an
      assistant was a legitimate job. All she would have to do is be so
      competent and professional that no one would assume that Victor had
      hired her to be his work-hours booty call. If all of the people in
      the office simply saw her as an effective assistant, even Daren
      wouldn't be embarrassed to have her working in his office.

      That dream lasted about two minutes, right up until the
      receptionist knocked and entered with Gina's "new uniform".

      The smirking bitch ran her eyes over Gina's nudity with a smug roll
      of her eyes that sent a flare of angry heat through Gina's belly,
      then turned to Victor, her face shifting to a simpering expression.
      "Here you are, Mr. Cross!" she purred happily, holding out the
      hanger with the clothes dangling from it.

      But, as infuriating as the bitch was, Gina only had eyes for the
      clothes she was carrying. Her cheeks flamed when she saw what
      Victor had in mind for her new "uniform". It was exactly the type
      of degrading outfit you might see in a porn about a slutty
      secretary. A tiny little half-see-through shirt that was at least
      two sizes too small, a skirt that looked like it would restrict her
      from taking all but the tiniest mincing steps, dark stockings with
      lacy tops, and a pair of sky-high heels that Gina imagined would
      make her legs and ass look distractingly fantastic at the price of
      killing her feet.

      And, worst of all was the thong. A lacy little scrap of dark
      material. To be more precise, the issue was what the thong implied.
      It meant that she wasn't intended to wear the underwear she walked
      into the building with.

      And there was no bra supplied to wear beneath the tight, half-sheer
      top.

      This wasn't the outfit of a confident career woman working at a
      lower, but respectable position. This uniform screamed from the
      rooftops that Gina was a kept woman, hired to service the boss's
      cock during any free time he might have.

      "No. No way," said Gina stonily as Grace walked over and held out
      the hangar to her. "This is going too far, Victor. Even for a
      pervert like you."

      Victor sighed and blew out a cloud of fragrant cigar smoke, then
      stood from behind his desk. Gina suddenly felt a clenching
      sensation of mixed fear and arousal deep inside her as Victor
      sauntered around his massive desk and plucked the clothes from the
      receptionist's hands.

      "I'll take it from here, Miss Dewitt," said Victor lightly,
      gesturing for the receptionist to leave the room. "It looks like
      our newest employee needs a little orientation. Be a dear and take
      the rest of her clothes with you as you leave, would you? There's a
      good girl."

      The bitch literally giggled and twirled a lock of her hair as she
      swiftly scooped up the clothes Gina had come in with. Gina tried to
      protest, but she was stopped by Victor placing a calming hand on
      her shoulder and shaking his head. Grace shot her one last
      venomous, gloating glare on her way out the door, and then Gina was
      alone once again with the powerful, infuriating man who had become
      her obsession.

      Victor simply stared down at her for a moment, his eyes calm,
      holding his cigar in one hand and the insulting clothes in the
      other. Gina wanted to let him stew in her point-blank refusal, but
      it became clear after a while that he had more patience than she
      did. Gina shifted uncomfortably on the leather chair, feeling the
      unpleasant squish of semen beneath her, then grumbled, "What are
      you, deaf? I told you. I'll be your fucking assistant for a little
      while, but I'm not going to wear those... those clothes."

      Victor tilted his head as if genuinely confused, leaning back on
      his desk as he set the clothes aside and asked, "Why not?"

      Gina scoffed, squirming again in her seat and crossing her arms
      tightly over her chest. For some reason, even talking to Victor
      these days was enough to turn her on. Especially when he was trying
      to bully her into something. "Don't play games with me, Victor,"
      she snapped. "I won't wear clothes like that because I'm not some
      slutty bimbo you can turn into a sex object for your employees to
      ogle!"

      Victor chuckled, taking a deep puff of his cigar. "Aren't you,
      though?" he asked in a deep, rich voice.

      "Excuse me?" Gina's voice was high and strangled with outrage. This
      time Victor had seriously overstepped himself.

      "I mean, let's be realistic," said Victor with a sly grin. "As far
      as being slutty goes, I think that goes without saying. You're
      getting regularly fucked by your husband's boss. Not exactly chaste
      behavior."

      Gina opened her mouth to angrily respond, but Victor's low,
      confident drawl simply rolled right over her. "And let's be honest
      with each other, Gigi. You may have been a smart woman once, but
      you've been making dumber and dumber choices every day. I think
      your decision-making skill has sunk to the level where the label
      'bimbo', while insulting, isn't entirely inappropriate."

      "You're a fucking pig, Victor Cross," snarled Gina. But at the same
      time, she found her body perversely heating up. Being talked down
      to by her dominant lover was just another trigger for her now. She
      had once been a fiercely proud woman, but at this point, Victor had
      trained her to get aroused by her own degradation.

      Victor ignored her outburst once again. He suddenly knelt down in
      front of her, His deep, dark eyes gazing up at her with supreme,
      unshakable confidence. And why wouldn't he be confident?
      Gina thought to herself. Every time he and I have gone toe to
      toe in a battle of wills, he has come out on top.

      "And yes," he said with a grin, "You are exactly correct. I'm going
      to turn you into a sex object for all of my other employees to
      ogle." His massive, warm hand slid up Gina's thigh, sending shivers
      down her spine. "But what's the matter with that? Come on now,
      Gigi, isn't it time you were honest about what turns you on?
      Remember the strip club? Hell, remember why you got fired from your
      last job? It makes you unbelievably horny to be my slutty eye
      candy."

      His hand slid further up, his fingers pressing and working their
      way between her tightly crossed thighs. Gina took a shuddering
      breath, reaching down to grab his hand, half-heartedly trying to
      stop him. "D-don't Victor," she whined, "I'm trying to have a
      serious conversation with you!"

      "I'm as serious as the grave," said Victor with a wink. But he
      didn't stop pressing his hand forward, and with a twist of shameful
      lust, Gina spread her thighs for him, allowing his thick, skillful
      fingers access to her pussy, still dripping with his sperm.

      "Now, where was I?" asked Victor, teasing her overheated cunt with
      swirling fingers. "Oh yes... the humiliating uniform. You're going
      to wear it for me, Gigi. We both know it. You whine and complain,
      but in the end, you always submit like a good girl. So why are we
      playing this game?"

      "Prick!" spat Gina, but her hips were now grinding into the
      delicious feeling of Victor's fingers, and her resolve was
      weakening.

      'Put on the uniform, Gina. You're only mine for a few more weeks,
      right? You might as well enjoy all of the humiliating submission
      you can stomach until then. Save up enough horny memories to last
      you a lifetime."

      Gina let out a frustrated moan, her bruised pride fighting tooth
      and nail against the submissive pleasure of giving in to yet
      another humiliating demand. Victor's excuse that she would only be
      humiliating herself temporarily gave her a tempting out... and the
      cum-smeared fingers tenderly circling her clit were making her
      prickly, offended resistance evaporate.

      But there was one sticking point.

      "Daren," she gasped, her fingers white-knuckling the armrests of
      the chair as Victor coaxed untold pleasure from her throbbing
      pussy. "These are his coworkers! If I act like a slut around his
      office, he'll never live it down!"

      Victor actually laughed. His fingers increased in speed, drawing a
      wavering moan from Gina's throat. "Your husband? That's what you're
      worried about?" He shook his head with a contemptuous sneer. "That
      pathetic cuck loves to be humiliated even more than you do. Being
      the office laughingstock will have him pitching a sad little tent
      in his pants from now until he finally gets fired for
      incompetence."

      The image actually surprised a nervous giggle from Gina. It was
      breathtakingly mean, but she had to admit that it had the ring of
      truth. Daren really did get off on her being dominated by Victor.
      But right after laughing, she felt a twinge of guilt. "Stop! Don't
      talk about him that way..." she insisted. But her voice still held
      a twinge of amusement that she couldn't quite hide.

      "I won't stop," shot back Victor with a playful grin, beginning to
      plunge his fingers into Gina's pussy, making loud wet sounds fill
      the air. "I know that you're new to this cuckolding thing, kitten,
      but you're going to have to learn that your cuck is your bitch.
      He'll take all the humiliation you give him and beg for
      more."

      Victor pulled his dripping, gooey fingers from Gina's pussy and
      held them up to her lips. "Now... say it with me, Gigi. Fuck that
      cuck."

      Gina shook her head weakly, then bit her lip, her belly writhing
      with uncomfortable arousal. It felt unimaginably cruel to badmouth
      her husband, even in private. They were supposed to be a team
      getting through these awful circumstances together. But the idea
      also had a certain kinky heat. Gina had always been dominant with
      her husband, in life and in bed. A little dominant, catty meanness
      felt like just an extension of that.
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      And it would please Victor... Get him off her back...

      The thick, dripping semen on her lover's fingers made her stomach
      twist and her mouth water at the same time.

      "F-fuck that cuck," she whispered, maintaining heated, submissive
      eye contact with Victor.

      "Good girl," rumbled Victor, pressing his fingers between her pouty
      lips. Gina closed her eyes and swirled her tongue around Victor's
      fingers, savoring the familiar taste of his thick, sticky semen.
      For a moment, she just turned off her brain and enjoyed being
      Victor's submissive plaything.

      When fingers were clean, he withdrew them from her mouth with a
      pop. "Alright then, Miss Swallowes," said Victor, rising to his
      feet and picking the uniform back up from where he had set it on
      his desk. "I'm afraid that's all the time I can spend today on
      orientation." He thrust the hangar forward again, and this time,
      Gina reluctantly accepted it from his hands. It always felt amazing
      to submit to Victor... but it always came with a humiliating price
      in the end.

      "So get dressed and report to your station," said Victor firmly.
      "You'll be working at the desk just in front of my office."

      Gina sighed and got up, looking at the clothes in her hand with
      weary skepticism. She plucked out the tiny thong and began slipping
      it on. "What do you even want me to do?" She asked irritably. "You
      haven't exactly explained the job very thoroughly."

      Victor waved away her concerns, circling back around his desk to
      sit. "Oh, don't worry about that. I've left you a description of
      your job responsibilities at your desk. As you keep desperately
      reminding me, you're a smart girl. You'll pick things up
      quickly."

      Gina nodded at the tiny, lacy thong pulled snuggly against her
      creamy pussy. It probably would have been better to clean up first,
      but there didn't seem to be any cleaning supplies in the office,
      and there was no way she could get to the bathroom without dressing
      first.

      Victor didn't say anything more, returning to his careful
      consideration of the documents in front of him.

      It looked like Gina was on her own. All that she could do was get
      dressed and begin her first day of work.

      ...

      Cassie paced back and forth in the locker room, heart thumping and
      skin flushed with throbbing heat. The other girls giggled and
      stared at the way the movements made her tits sway and the tiny
      skirt flip upward to show off her ass, but right now, the bitchy
      bullies were only a minor distraction from the real issue.

      The other girls might be ogling her now, but soon a lot more people
      would see Cassie in this getup. The rest of the senior class
      already whispered and made up rumors about how slutty she was after
      the debacle a few months ago, where she had been forced to go out
      into the school in a ridiculous, porny outfit. If they saw her in
      this "probation uniform", her status as the sluttiest girl in
      school would be all but confirmed in the eyes of her
      classmates.

      This was such a stupid fucking idea. Cassie wasn't even sure why
      she had put on the uniform in the first place. But... no, that just
      wasn't true. She knew why she had made this choice. Her flaming
      blush deepened to even think about it.

      Renee had finally had sex with her. The red-hot image of kissing,
      licking, and sucking her crush's perfect pussy flashed through
      Cassie's mind, making her nipples stiffen against the thin,
      stretchy cloth of the tiny cheerleader top. She was a buzzing ball
      of unfulfilled sexual frustration right now. Renee had cut things
      short before Cassie had reached climax, and the only way that she
      would fuck Cassie again was if Cassie played ball with this
      humiliating public display.

      The tradeoff wasn't worth it in any logical way. If it turned out
      that Cassie was bisexual and needed sexual relief, she could just
      find someone actually nice to take care of her, male or female. But
      even if it wasn't logical, Cassie didn't want just anyone. She
      wanted Renee to make her cum.

      And besides that, it had started to feel good to obey Renee even
      when... no, especially when the evil queen bitch was pushing her to
      do something embarrassing. It was fucked up, but it was the truth.
      So, even though her logical mind knew that she was making an insane
      mistake, Cassie felt trapped. Like she had no choice but to give in
      to Renee's humiliating demands.

      A sharp, bitchy voice snapped Cassie from her deep thoughts. "Ready
      for your cheerleader debut, Kissy?"

      It was Mrs. Fontaine, the new coach of the squared, wearing a pink
      tracksuit and looking as plasticy-perfect as she ever did, without
      a single strand of her platinum blonde hair out of place.

      Cassie felt a flare of hope for a moment. Maybe she didn't have the
      strength to refuse Renee's commands on her own, but if an adult
      refused to allow her to go through with it, she really didn't have
      any choice in the matter. Mrs. Fontaine obviously didn't like her
      for some reason and had even been a little cruel in practice. But
      she was also an adult, and would probably be a lot more sensitive
      to the possible consequences of a member of her squad performing
      almost naked in front of the senior class.

      "Uh, Mrs Fontaine, I think there has to be some sort of mistake!"
      said Cassie hopefully, putting on her best innocent, wide-eyed
      look. "Renee told me I would be doing my cheer in this uniform, but
      I'm worried that it might be a little too revealing. Don't you
      think that I might get in trouble?"

      Cassie could tell by the glint of cruel amusement in the coach's
      eyes that her plea had fallen on deaf ears. But she still didn't
      expect the evil little giggle that came from Mrs. Fontaine as she
      leaned forward with a sharp grin. "Oh dear... so the little slut
      wants me to save her from her big bad bitch of a bestie! I'm afraid
      not, Kissy. I'm afraid that whatever Miss Cross wants, she usually
      gets. But I'll tell you what. I'll go to bat for you. I'll tell
      Renee you won't be dancing today."

      Cassie was stunned by that reaction, but intensely grateful
      nonetheless. A sense of relief swept over her as she realized that
      the decision had been taken out of her hands now that an adult was
      involved. "Oh... thank you, Mrs. Fontaine! It means a lot to me
      that you would..."

      "...If you beg me, that is."

      "Wh-what?" Cassie couldn't quite believe her ears. It was one thing
      for an adult to be a little mean. Mrs. Fontaine had said some
      pretty crazy stuff yesterday at practice, after all. But this felt
      like crossing the line.

      Coach Dee-dee's marble-like blue eyes glittered with malice as they
      squinted at her prey. The chatter from the rest of the locker room
      stilled as the other cheerleaders focused on the
      confrontation.

      "If you get down on your knees, kiss my feet, and beg, maybe I'll
      help out!" chirped the new coach, her plastic smile spreading wider
      across her face. She tittered a fake laugh, raising a manicured
      hand to performatively cover her mouth. "I mean, then you can just
      continue to be the team's personal slut instead of being a slut for
      the entire school!"

      Cassie felt a disturbed realization wash over her. Of course Renee
      wouldn't allow an outsider into her kingdom without first making
      sure that she was one hundred percent on board.

      She should have realized earlier; trying to appeal to Mrs.
      Fontaine's sense of morals was completely pointless. Her botoxed
      face was locked into an expression of predatory delight, and her
      augmented breasts were heaving with excitement on her birdlike
      frame as the woman savored having Kissy right where she wanted
      her.

      Kissy still had no idea what Melissa's mom had against her, but she
      could sense that, in some ways, being under this plastic
      housewife's control would be even worse than Renee's. She backed
      away a step, unconsciously crossing her arms over her chest to hide
      her tits from Mrs. Fontaine's avid gaze. "No. Thank you," she said
      dryly.

      Coach Dee-dee pursed her lips in obvious disappointment, twirling a
      dyed and styled lock of platinum hair around a finger as she acidly
      said, "Suit yourself. I would do some warm-ups then, if I were you.
      The other girls are going out to do their normal routine. After
      that... it will be time for your special debut."

      She clicked away on her pink platform heels, and a moment later,
      Melissa led the other girls out onto the court. Kissy could hear
      the whoops and cheers of the crowded gym from the now-deserted
      locker room.

      She sat on a bench, trying to hold back the powerful heat that
      bubbled up from inside her. Her last slim hope had been
      exhausted.

      Well, that wasn't quite true. She could always just say
      "no"...

      But when Kissy thought of the steamy reward that Renee had
      promised... and the cold indifference that she had threatened if
      Cassie didn't obey, she felt trapped once again.

      Although she had a choice, her submissive nature and the iron-hard
      command of the woman she had become obsessed with meant that there
      was only one thing she could do.

      It was time for the entire school to find out what Renee had turned
      her into.

      ...

      Daren got out of his car, licking his lips nervously and bouncing
      his keys in his hand. It wasn't the first time he had been to his
      daughter's high school, but for obvious reasons, this time felt
      completely different.

      He wasn't here to attend a volleyball game or a parent-teacher
      conference. He had been called here by the dominant little queen
      bee who had taken control of his sex life. And he had learned from
      hard experience that if Renee was involved, there was no way that
      this would be anything innocent.

      It had to be something involving Cassie. Involving her in an...
      unseemly way. Renee seemed to have a perverse fascination with
      making Daren sexually interested in his own daughter. He couldn't
      imagine why. Probably just because she was a sadist who enjoyed
      dragging people down into the mud.

      Daren could feel the tight pinch of the cage that Renee had
      installed around his cock. The past few days had actually been
      pretty peaceful for him, although he had been a little worried that
      that meant both Victor and Renee were busy working on the two women
      in his life. But that rest meant he was pent up as well. He hadn't
      cum at all since he had shamefully released early all over his
      wife's ass on their date night. That made this whole
      nerve-wracking, twisted situation even more erotic.

      Daren made his way nervously to the front office, trying hard to
      act casual. He was terrified that someone might catch even the
      slightest hint of the nature of his visit. He was gently sweating
      by the time he pushed in through the glass doors to the office,
      where a receptionist greeted him. "Good Morning!" she said
      pleasantly, gesturing toward the sign-in sheet. "Here for the big
      pep rally? You're a little late. Most of the other parents who
      wanted to attend got here twenty minutes ago! I think it's already
      started."

      Daren blinked in surprise. Right... he remembered Cassie saying
      something about a pep rally, but he had been so distracted by other
      things lately that it hadn't even been on his radar.

      But that made things a lot easier. It gave him a natural excuse for
      being at the school, most importantly.

      Daren pulled the guest sign-in clipboard toward him and picked up
      the pen... only for a slim brown hand to pluck it from his grasp.
      Daren looked up into Renee's dark, predatory eyes in her cute,
      almost innocent-looking face. A wave of helplessness and arousal
      washed over him... the twin feelings that she had been building
      inside him from the first time they met.

      "Puppy! So good to see you again!" Renee was wearing a cheerleading
      uniform right now, and Daren had to work hard to keep his eyes from
      popping out of his head. It was probably just slightly more
      revealing than a uniform from any other high school, but it still
      left a lot of Renee's long, smooth, cafe au lait legs on display.
      Daren did his best to keep his eyes to himself. The last thing he
      wanted was for the high school receptionist to suspect that he had
      a sexual relationship with this girl... even though he did.

      But Renee wouldn't let him off the hook that easily. She snuggled
      right up to him, pulling him into an embrace that pressed her big,
      soft tits tight against his chest and even raised a leg to wrap
      lewdly around his. It was the least innocent hug that Daren had
      ever been a part of, blowing his plan to stay under the radar
      completely out of the water. The receptionist stared at them in
      open horror that made Daren want to die of embarrassment. His cock
      pinched cruelly tight against his cage. He was worried for a moment
      that the receptionist might say something, or even call in the
      principal over the obscene embrace.

      But then Daren saw the other look on the middle-aged woman's face
      as her eyes flicked to Renee.

      She wasn't just disgusted, she was scared.

      If the receptionist was afraid of the devious young woman currently
      rubbing her body up against Daren's, then he could certainly
      understand why. But it was also disturbing to him. If Renee had the
      receptionist in her pocket, who else did she control?

      "We're going to have so much fun today, puppy," exclaimed Renee
      with a wicked little giggle as she finally released Daren from her
      embarrassing grip. He was forced to reach down and adjust himself
      from the painful pinch of his cage as her mouth twisted into a mild
      pout and she added, "All we need to wait for now is... ah! Speak of
      the devil."

      Charlie Fontaine strolled in through the doors, looking just as
      confident and sleazy as ever, gut bulging out over his greasy dress
      pants, stubble shading his chin, and thinning hair slicked back
      over his scalp. His grin widened as he saw Renee and Daren, and he
      sauntered over, hands stuffed in his pockets.

      "Hardon! I thought you were supposed to be under the weather!" he
      said with a nasty snicker. "But here you are having fun with this
      hot little thing."

      The receptionist made a little sound of disgust, and, sensing that
      this conversation was about to go to places she didn't want to
      hear, she got up and disappeared down the hall toward the
      principal's office, casting a disgusted look behind her.

      Charlie and Renee both ignored her, although part of Daren wished
      he were strong enough to also escape this conversation.

      Charlie reached down to take Renee's hand, bringing it to his
      greasy lips to kiss it wetly while saying, "And as for you,
      princess... always happy to see my daughter's best friend."

      Renee's coolly raised eyebrow showed that she was just barely
      willing to put up with Charlie's antics. If this man was a dog, she
      was a wolf, and if he thought she was a little girl he could wind
      around his finger, he was dumber than he looked. But she visibly
      held herself back from snapping at him, instead commenting mildly.
      "I'm glad you're here, Charlie. I would hate to award my special
      prize to this loser without some sort of competition."

      Charlie barked a laugh and gave Daren a stinging slap on the
      shoulder. "Well, you know that Hardon is going to lose anyway, so
      when you really think about it, I'm the one who's winning by
      default anyway." His grin faded just a fraction as a hungry light
      entered his eyes. "The real question is, what's the prize?"

      "Oh, don't worry, boys," said Renee in a velvety, purring voice.
      She put a hand on the small of both men's backs. "I'm positive that
      it's something that you'll both be desperate to win... even if you
      shouldn't be."

      She slipped past them and pulled open the glass door of the office,
      leading deeper into the school. "Come on!" She said with a wink.
      "Let's go. I'll explain the rules of the game AND the prize once
      we're in position."

      Daren didn't know what she could possibly mean, but it was too late
      to ask her. Renee was already striding confidently down the school
      hallway with a swing of her hips and a swish of her cheerleader
      skirt.

      Charlie trotted after her immediately, and Daren had no choice but
      to follow. He walked quickly, darting nervous glances around as
      they made their way through the hall, afraid that one of the
      students who knew Cassie might see him there.

      After a while of walking through the maze-like halls of the school,
      Daren noticed a faint sound of band music and cheering. Daren
      figured that it must be the pep rally that the office receptionist
      was talking about. He was glad that the student body would be
      distracted and contained in one part of the building so no one
      could possibly know he was there.

      But, strangely, the sounds of the crowd kept getting louder, and
      eventually he realized that they must be heading for the gym.
      Daren's mouth went dry at the thought. It sounded like there was a
      huge crowd in there. And that would probably be fine if he were
      just going to listen to the band and clap politely, but he knew
      that Renee must have much, much worse in mind than that.

      Daren warred with himself, trying to screw up his courage enough to
      turn around and give up on whatever twisted entertainment that his
      evil little mistress had planned. But he knew he would never be
      able to find the strength... and besides, it sounded like if he
      left, Charlie would win whatever nebulous "prize" that Renee had in
      mind by default, and for some reason that terrified Daren.

      Renee paused in front of a door, looking back at them with a grin.
      "Ok, boys. We'll have to move kind of quickly in a second here. The
      underclassmen and parents are going to get dismissed in a minute or
      two, and that will be our signal to move. We'll head in this side
      door while the crowd is moving and everyone is distracted, then
      head straight under the bleachers."

      Luckily, this time Charlie seemed to have some reservations as
      well, so Daren didn't need to speak up.

      "Under the bleachers?" said Daren's hated coworker with a sneer.
      "Are we high schoolers now? What, are you planning to make out with
      us or something?"

      Questioning Renee's commands carried the risk of angering her, but
      luckily, this time she just bit her lip and giggled, then said,
      "Better. I'm afraid the bleachers are the only option... if you
      don't want the entire senior class seeing what we're doing, of
      course. The end is covered on the other side, and it's dark under
      there, so there's not much chance we'll get caught."

      What she was saying made Daren feel a little better... but only a
      little. Whatever Renee had planned must have been totally
      scandalous if they needed to do it in utter secrecy. There was no
      time to worry about it, though, because they heard the rumble of
      feet as three-fourths of the student body got up and began exiting
      the gym. Renee waved them forward and slipped through the side
      door.

      In a burst of adrenaline, Daren followed, terrified that someone
      might see the three of them. If they were noticed slipping beneath
      the bleachers, he was certain he would be asked a lot of questions
      that he didn't have good answers to. Luckily, Renee seemed to have
      picked her time perfectly. As the crowds surged toward the larger
      main doors and the seniors remaining on the bleachers chatted with
      each other, no one was focused on the short distance between the
      side door and the bleachers. Renee was able to lead the way with a
      quick, confident step, and soon they had all disappeared beneath
      the wooden stands.

      It was dark and dusty beneath the bleachers. Like Renee had said,
      only the side closest to the side door was open, so it felt fairly
      enclosed. Daren felt like he was intruding on some forbidden place.
      Back when he was in high school, under the bleachers was the
      legendary place where the popular girls would go to lavish special
      favors on their boyfriends away from adult supervision. Up until
      senior year, Daren wasn't even close to that special privilege, and
      even when he was lucky enough to start dating Gina, the cheer
      captain at the time, she wasn't the kind of girl who did that sort
      of thing with her boyfriend. Especially not at school.

      Charlie, the captain of the football team, had been under the
      bleachers almost every day. He certainly didn't look impressed as
      the three of them wove around the metal support struts. He only had
      an expression of curiosity and hunger on his face.


      

    


    

    
      Page 3 - Cross Contamination Pt. 15 - Fetish -
      Literotica.com

      
      The muffled sounds of gossiping 18-year-olds above them filtered
      down through the creaking boards as Renee led them to a central
      position toward the front of the bleachers. She sat, directing them
      to each sit on either side of her on the dusty floor.

      She had chosen her spot well: there was some sort of gap in the
      boards directly in front of them, allowing an unobstructed view of
      the gym in front of them, where members of the cheerleading squad
      were milling around and warming up.

      The curiosity had finally gotten to be too much for Daren.
      "Wh-what's going on, Mistress?" he whispered anxiously, feeling the
      tight pinch of the cage around his cock. "Why did you bring us
      here?"

      "Yeah!" agreed Charlie with a lazy grin on the other side of her,
      sitting sprawled out and leaning back on his hands on the other
      side of her. "And what do I win when I beat poor Hardon
      here?"

      "You boys," said Renee, rolling her eyes with a teasing grin. "So
      fucking impatient! Ok, I can finally tell you."

      Her hands snaked into both of their laps, sending a tingle of lust
      through Daren and a pulse of blood to his poor, trapped cock. "In a
      second, Kissy Swallowes is going to make her big, embarrassing
      debut as the school slut while you two feast your eyes, I'm going
      to give you a little... entertainment. Whoever lasts the longest is
      the big winner." She squeezed both crotches, then giggled as she
      felt the plastic cage between Daren's legs.

      "Oh, silly me! Almost forgot! Can't give you that big of an
      advantage!" She unzipped Daren's pants, leaned down, and swiftly
      freed his cock from the confines of the cage, where it swelled to
      its full, unimpressive size almost instantly, feeling cramped and
      bruised from its captivity.

      "Seems like that gives Hardon an unfair advantage," grumbled
      Charlie as Renee freed his bigger, thicker cock from his fly. "I
      mean, what kind of sicko would cum for his own daughter?"

      That made Renee laugh so hard that she had to clap a hand to her
      mouth to avoid alerting the people directly above them. Daren just
      hung his head. He knew why she found the objection so funny. If
      anything, he was the one at a disadvantage. Renee had twisted his
      libido so badly that he couldn't help but see Cassie in a sexual
      light now.

      "Trust me," she managed to say eventually through little giggles,
      "Hardon won't have any problem draining his little balls to what's
      about to happen."

      That just disturbed Daren more. His cock was a spike of throbbing
      lust between his legs, but he was still worried about his daughter.
      "What do you mean, here debut as the school slut?" he asked,
      terrified and aroused at what the answer might be.

      "Fuck that," grunted Charlie, "Who gives a shit? We're about to see
      the answer to that for ourselves. What I want to know is: what's
      this prize that the winner will supposedly get?"

      Renee chuckled low in her throat, wrapping one warm palm around the
      two hard cocks on either side of her. "Yes, I suppose it's time I
      told you..." she purred.

      Out on the floor of the gym, a pretty blonde cheerleader stepped
      forward as the other girls got into formation in wings on either
      side of her. She clapped her hands to get the attention of the
      senior students remaining in the gym. But, for now, all of Daren's
      attention was on Renee as she continued speaking.

      "I told Kissy that it was about time for her to lose her V-card,
      and I've decided that one of you two is the right man for the
      job."

      ...

      "Miss Swallowes?" said Victor in amusement, looking up from the
      papers he was reading. "Is there some sort of issue?"

      Gina glared at him. The prick thought this was funny. Of course he
      did. That was why he had picked out the clothes to begin with.
      Gina's massive natural breasts pressed tight against the too-small
      top, straining its buttons and pushing up the bottom hem far enough
      that it gave little glimpses of her tanned belly whenever she
      moved. Her nipples were already on full, erect display from the
      erotic humiliation of the disgraceful officewear: they were two
      obvious points denting out the tight white fabric. Worse even than
      the shape, the slight sheerness of the cloth made the color of pink
      show through faintly, making the size and shape of her areolas
      obvious through the shirt.

      The skirt wasn't any better. It felt like her ass was
      shrink-wrapped into the thin material, and she was now grateful
      that the underwear provided was a thong. The pencil skirt was tight
      enough that if she didn't take tiny, mincing steps, the skirt would
      ride up high enough to show the lacy underwear beneath. Even in the
      ideal position, the bottom of the skirt wasn't long enough to
      conceal the lacy tops of the dark stockings.

      In short, she looked like a slutty fucking bimbo, exactly like she
      had feared. She had been hesitating at the door of Victor's office,
      trying to work up the courage to leave, for a few minutes
      now.

      In a way, Victor had been right. The idea of making a fool of
      herself in front of all of her husband's coworkers was
      frighteningly arousing. But her old fierce pride had been
      reawakened now that she wasn't staring into Victor's eyes, and the
      idea of putting herself through this ordeal willingly felt insane.
      She was caught between conflicting urges to take off the ridiculous
      shoes she was wobbling around in and sprint out of the building,
      Victor be damned, or be a good girl for him and meekly accept the
      sexual humiliation he was demanding.

      "You're a bastard, Victor Cross," she said in a voice that sounded
      much more like a pathetic whine than she was comfortable
      with.

      "Mmmhmm," said Victor with a look of amusement. "But I'm a busy
      bastard. I can't spend all day babysitting you, Gigi. I thought you
      said you were a competent, independent woman. So go prove it by
      working. You can report in later."

      That stung Gina enough to get her moving. She gave Victor one last
      venomous glare, then steeled herself, took a deep breath that
      threatened to pop the buttons off her shirt, and yanked open the
      door, striding out into the public office.

      Although she hadn't noticed it specifically on her way in, Gina's
      new desk was obvious. It stood a little distance from Victor's
      door, facing outward toward the busy, open floor of the
      office.

      In her new, humiliating get-up, Gina couldn't help but feel that
      the position of the desk looked a little... exposed. It seemed that
      anyone on the open office floor would have a sightline toward her
      at all times. And that might be an issue, because she already
      seemed to be getting attention. A handful of men standing at a
      watercooler about halfway down the office floor looked up as she
      exited the office and seemed to all lose focus on whatever they had
      been talking about before that, suddenly staring at her with dopey
      grins. A moment later, they turned to each other and started
      whispering excitedly, their eyes never leaving her sluttily
      displayed form.

      Gina felt a flaming blush spread across her cheeks as she wobbled
      on her slutty platform heels toward her new desk, the tiny stride
      jiggling her tightly encased tits with every step. She couldn't
      believe that Victor had actually talked her into something this
      fucking ridiculous, but now that she had agreed to do it, she felt
      trapped. Somehow, the thought of going back on something she had
      promised Victor was unthinkable. All she could do was try to act
      casual and carefully sit on the office chair in front of her new
      workstation... easier said than done, since her skirt kept wanting
      to ride up past the point of indecency.

      There was just one thing she could do: continue with her hopeless
      plan of being so competent at the job that people forgot about her
      slutty "uniform". If she were just a brisk, efficient personal
      assistant who happened to have her body continuously on display,
      maybe people would forget about her indecency at some point, and it
      would fade into the background.

      Gina could tell that she was drawing more and more attention around
      the office. Dozens of eyes were staring at her now, and she had to
      fight the urge to cover her tits with her hands. No. Confidence was
      key. She had to just get to work and try to act like her clothes
      weren't a big deal.

      Victor said that there was a list of her duties at her desk
      somewhere...

      She found it almost instantly, but she had a bad feeling about it
      the second she laid eyes on the single sheet of paper. It didn't
      look particularly detailed. In fact, when she picked it up, the
      only thing written on the paper was a few short sentences and a
      numbered list of two items.

      Welcome to your new position, Gigi. Below you will find your
      job responsibilities. I know from experience you are more than
      qualified to fulfill them:


      
      	Look Pretty.

      	Suck Cock.

      

      

      

      Gina's eyes grew wide, and she was so flustered that she
      actually flipped the page over and tried to see if there was
      anything written on the other side. But that was it. There was no
      more. No other papers on the clean, empty surface of the desk
      either. Just the one insulting "job description" and a
      computer.

      

      The eyes of the other employees around the office seemed to
      burn into Gina, and now that the shock had worn off, a low murmur
      of whispers and suppressed laughter seemed to drift through the
      air. Gina's eyes flicked upward to see the group of men by the
      watercooler still staring over and chatting excitedly. Two women
      had gathered at a desk on the other side of the room, giving her
      sidelong glances filled with smug superiority and withering
      disgust.

      

      Gina felt her hot blush deepen further. Victor had put her in
      an even worse position than she thought. People would assume that
      she had only been hired as Victor's personal slut... because that
      was the absolute truth. She was meant to sit here at this exposed
      desk, stewing in humiliation and submissive arousal until he had
      the time between meetings for her to suck his cock.

      

      The worst part about the humiliation was how much it was
      beginning to turn her on. Gina held the paper up, as though
      studying it carefully. Her real objective was to try to hide the
      way her traitorous nipples were pressing tight against the thin
      top. Fuck! Her husband's coworkers weren't just seeing her as a
      slut, they were seeing that she was obviously horny from her
      twisted predicament. She was being looked down on like she was just
      some pathetic bimbo. And that just started to turn her on
      more.

      

      A wicked thought crossed her mind suddenly... why exactly
      should she hide her tits anyway? All of this was Victor's fault,
      and it would be over in a few weeks anyway. If she secretly enjoyed
      the humiliating exposure a little, then where was the
      harm?

      

      As Gina was sitting there, getting more and more turned on, a
      group of three men, chatting and laughing, came around the corner
      from the entrance, heading toward Victor's office. They were
      obviously men here from another company, here for a meeting. Gina
      decided to take the opportunity to distract herself from her
      spiraling thoughts. It wasn't much, but if her desk was at the door
      to Victor's office, then at least she could assume that controlling
      access to his office was part of her job. She got up from her desk
      and stepped in front of the oncoming group, giving them what she
      hoped was a professional smile and said in a cool, pleasant voice,
      "Good afternoon, gentlemen. Are you here for a meeting with Mr.
      Cross?"

      

      The three older men stopped in their tracks. Then their eyes
      looked her up and down, and smiles cracked their faces. Gina
      watched as they noted her tottering heels, her juicy thighs wrapped
      in lacy stockings, the tight, short shirt, and the way her big tits
      were pressed tight into the tiny top. They classified her and
      decided exactly how much respect she was due.

      

      "No need to worry about it, sweetheart," said the man in the
      front with a chummy, condescending tone. "We just have some
      business discussions to take care of with your boss. Man stuff. A
      little above your pay grade." His eyes never left her tits the
      entire time he was talking to her, and a second later, he simply
      stepped past her to open the door to Victor's office, completely
      ignoring Gina's feeble attempt to act like a real secretary. Gina
      turned and stared after him, totally taken aback by being treated
      exactly like the dumb, slutty eyecandy that Victor had hired her to
      be. As she turned, one of the two men flanking their leader took
      the opportunity to give her plump butt a sharp little spank. Gina
      yelped and jumped in surprise, a move that sent her tits jiggling
      as the three men disappeared into Victor's office and closed the
      door behind them.

      

      Gina heard giggles behind her, and, her ass still smarting
      from the wildly inappropriate swat to her cheeks, she whirled to
      see the two women who had been gawking at her before leaning on
      each other, helpless with laughter. And it wasn't hard to imagine
      why. Gina had attempted to be a professional and had been viciously
      shot down and reminded of her place. This position Victor had put
      her in was intended as a public humiliation rather than a real job,
      and there was no escape from that.

      

      Once, Gina would have marched right to HR and threatened a
      lawsuit... but Victor had trained her well. Over the course of the
      past months, her tormenting lover had forged an unbreakable
      connection in her brain between defeat, humiliation, and submissive
      lust. The primary feeling she experienced as she slumped back into
      her chair wasn't fury at the sexist pigs meeting with Victor or
      embarrassment at the position Victor had put her in, although both
      of those were present. It was an overwhelming wave of helpless
      arousal.

      

      This was Victor's ultimate victory. He had seen a proud,
      fiery woman he lusted after and broke her down and remade her into
      the kind of woman he liked: horny, dumb, and submissive. None of
      her struggles against him had done anything to stop him. In fact,
      the harder she fought, the deeper she found herself in his
      clutches.

      

      Compared to him, she really was a horny bimbo. Dumb and
      unable to control her libido. That thought burned her to the core
      with weak, wet submissive lust.

      

      She had to find some way of pulling herself out of this
      spiral, or it would only get worse. She looked around her desk
      again anxiously and was about to start looking in the drawers when
      she glanced at the computer. A little relief washed over her. It
      was perfect. A computer would give her the perfect way to look
      busy, and also put at least something between her and the rest of
      the open office floor.

      

      She thumbed the button on the desktop tower and grabbed the
      mouse with confidence as it booted up. With this computer, she was
      pretty sure she could find some way of killing time until the end
      of the workday. Then she could regroup, get out of this spiral of
      arousal and humiliation, and maybe even find some way of refusing
      to participate in this public disgrace tomorrow.

      

      The computer opened to a sparse desktop, and without
      thinking, Gina double-clicked on the internet browser, ready to
      find something to do.

      

      But, unfortunately for her, Victor was once again one step
      ahead of her.

      

      To Gina's shock, the internet browser didn't open to a search
      engine or some other innocuous homepage. It loaded
      briefly...

      

      And then a filthy pornographic movie began playing on her
      screen. Gina's mouth dropped open and her eyes went wide in shock.
      On the screen, a curvy, naked woman with massive tits, wide hips,
      and heavy eye makeup crawled seductively forward toward the camera,
      which panned down to reveal a truly massive black cock, already
      dripping with precum.

      

      Gina snapped out of her momentary shock and swiftly tried to
      close the browser window. But nothing happened. She clicked on the
      little x again and again, but it seemed frozen; the window
      stubbornly refused to close. In a panic, Gina looked around behind
      her, trying her best to hide the screen with a frantic hand.
      Luckily, no one was currently in a position to see the screen, but
      it turned out that that wasn't the only danger. On the screen, the
      slutty blonde porn star had reached her destination, licking her
      puffy pink lips lasciviously as she sat back on her thick haunches
      at her costar's feet.

      

      'Oh my gawwwwd," purred the slutty blonde performatively,
      wrapping her manicured hands around the thick cock in front of her,
      "is all this juicy man meat for little old me?"

      

      Fuck. Fuck! The volume was set way too loud. People around
      the floor of the office had finally started turning their attention
      back to their work, but now their eyes snapped back upward.
      Confused eyes gave side-long glances to other coworkers as the porn
      dialogue floated across the room. They were all thinking the same
      thing: "She can't really be watching...that
      at work, can she?"

      

      Gina, withering under the newfound attention, desperately
      tried to close the window again. Then tried to navigate to a
      different website. Turn off the volume on her computer. Even just
      pause the video. Nothing worked. This wasn't some glitch or
      accident. It was deliberate sabotage. A trap set in order to
      humiliate her and destroy any attempt to appear respectable in
      front of her new coworkers.

      

      "Mmmmm, I just love sucking big black cock, Daddy," gushed
      the slutty performer, the computer speakers broadcasting Gina's
      apparent taste in porn throughout the floor of the office. Loud wet
      noises sounded as the volumptuous blonde engulfed the massive
      python in her mouth, performing a sloppy blowjob while staring deep
      into the lens of the camera.

      

      Gina was frantic, desperate. She didn't know what to do. She
      frantically clicked all over the screen, willing the mouse to
      somehow do something, even though it hadn't before. She could feel
      the judging, amused eyes of the whole office on her, and a nasty,
      corrosive heat was rising higher and higher from deep in her
      belly.

      

      Suddenly, the screen went black, the sound cutting off
      sharply. Gina gasped in shock and relief at the miracle... until
      she looked up and saw Grace, the bitchy receptionist, standing
      there with a raised eyebrow and the computer's plug in
      hand.

      

      "It looks like you're enjoying your new position a little too
      much, wouldn't you say, Gigi?" she asked dryly. "I mean, everyone
      has their hobbies, but maybe it's better if you keep your passion
      for interracial sex behind closed doors."

      

      Gina felt the awful heat of embarrassment wash over her
      again. She opened her mouth to dispute Grace's insults, then closed
      it and shook her head. There was no point. Grace held some sort of
      grudge against Gina out of some sort of misplaced jealousy over
      Victor's fascination with her.

      

      But that didn't mean that Gina didn't want to take the
      opportunity to vent a little.

      

      "What the fuck is wrong with people in this office?" she
      groaned, leaning back in her chair and covering her eyes. "Are they
      really that eager to see a woman disgraced like this? I mean...
      some guys will always be horndogs, but where is the fucking
      sympathy?"

      

      Grace snorted, tossing the plug to the ground and crossing
      her arms. "Ha! People still remember two years ago at the Christmas
      party. The wife of the biggest loser to ever get his own office
      comes in with this superior smirk, thinking she's better than
      everyone here. No wonder they wanted to knock you off that
      pedestal."

      

      Gina stared at her in bewilderment. "What? That wasn't how I
      acted!" she insisted. The only thing she remembered clearly from
      the party was that it was the first time Victor hit on her. The
      only impression of the rest of it she had was that it was fairly
      dull. Daren worked at an advertising agency, for God's sake. It
      wasn't anything impressive compared to her work as a high-powered
      lawyer.

      

      "And did you forget that most of the people here were at the
      mask party?" asked Grace with a mean little laugh. "They saw how
      big a slut you can be then. Can you really blame them for enjoying
      the sight of your downfall?"

      

      Gina's eyes flickered toward her new coworkers, still staring
      at her from across the office floor. Some sitting at their desks,
      grinning at her from behind their unsabotaged computers, others
      gathered in little knots whispering with each other about the new
      slut that Victor had brought into the office... the stuck-up bitch
      married to that loser Daren. Gina had never been able to forget her
      first humiliation at Victor's hands during the masquerade party,
      but she hadn't made the connection that most of the people here
      right now had probably last seen her when she was kneeling naked at
      Victor's feet, publicly planting a kiss on the tip of his
      cock.
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      It made the absolute disdain and lack of sympathy in the eyes of
      her fellow coworkers more understandable, if no less humiliating.
      On that night months ago, she had already dug a hole of disgrace so
      deep that there was no way out. This was how they knew her: the
      slutty little failure that Victor had wrapped around his finger.
      Just the thought made wet heat boil between Gina's thighs.

      Before Gina could say anything else to Grace, the door to Victor's
      office opened, and the three men who had arrived before left the
      room, laughing and joking in a cloud of cigar smoke. The bitch of a
      secretary sighed and turned away, saying, "Duty calls! Enjoy the
      rest of your... busy workday, slut."

      Then she was all professional smiles and courtesy, leading the
      three men away while chatting animatedly about the day-to-day
      operations of the firm. It was exactly the sort of work that Gina
      might expect a real assistant to do. Gina couldn't help but notice
      that the guests had no trouble treating Grace like a professional
      rather than a piece of meat. A spike of rage broke through Gina's
      arousal, and she turned to glare through the open door of Victor's
      office.

      He leaned back against the front of his desk, relaxing and grinning
      at her. As she watched, he raised a glass of scotch and toasted her
      before taking a sip. Before she even knew what she was doing, Gina
      had risen to her feet and stormed through the door, slamming it
      shut behind her. "You think this is funny?" she snapped, using
      prickly anger to cover up the humiliating lust that was boiling
      underneath. "Is this getting you off? To turn me into a public
      disgrace while you laugh in here with the boy's club?"

      Victor, predictably, was unfazed. "It does get me off, actually,"
      he said mildly, taking another sip of his drink. "But I'm not the
      only one who's feeling a little hot under the collar about the
      situation, am I?"

      Gina looked away, crossing her arms defensively and willing the
      flare of submissive lust inside her to quiet down. "I... don't know
      what you're talking about," she muttered irritably.

      Victor chuckled and shook his head, then snapped his fingers
      commandingly, beckoning her forward. Gina considered telling him to
      go fuck himself and refusing to approach, but something deeper than
      pride pulled her forward toward him. In the end, resisting his call
      was beyond her capabilities now.

      She huffed and clicked forward on her ridiculous heels until she
      stood before him, furious, but still intoxicated by his calm,
      dominant presence.

      Without warning, he reached out to touch her inner thigh, his
      finger sliding upward toward the bottom hem of her skirt. Gina made
      a pathetic little yelp of discomfort and slammed her thighs shut,
      but Victor didn't remove his hand. He just looked up at her calmly
      and said in a low, firm voice, "Kitten... don't be
      difficult."

      Gina hated herself for giving in, but her thighs seemed to move on
      their own, parting and allowing Victor's fingers to glide higher,
      beneath her tight skirt. She bit her lip hard to keep from moaning
      when one of his thick, firm fingers probed hard against the surface
      of her wet lace thong.

      "Hmmm," he said with a superior little chuckle. "She doesn't know
      what I'm talking about, yet her pussy is all hot and soaking wet
      after that supposedly horrible ordeal I just put her through. Now
      what can I take away from that, I wonder?"

      "Did you forget?" asked Gina acidly. "It's your fucking cum that's
      making things wet down there, you pig."

      Victor smiled and shook his head, and his finger pressed even more
      firmly against the sodden surface of Gina's panties. "I don't think
      that's true, Gigi. I think that being my little kept whore has you
      so horny you can barely think."

      Gina wanted to give him a clever response that would put him in his
      place for once, but all that came out of her mouth when she opened
      it was a breathy moan. Her hips were grinding down into the
      delicious feeling of his fingers,

      Victor went on. "Why can't you just accept how you really feel?" he
      asked in a smoky voice. "I've told you the truth about yourself,
      but you still refuse to accept it. You're a natural submissive,
      Gina. This is the life that you were born for. To be controlled by
      a powerful, confident man. To be the precious treasure that he
      shows off to others. That's why your body is celebrating being my
      slutty little secretary, even as your mind rebels."

      Gina shook her head with a whine, but by this point, she was
      leaning heavily on Victor's desk to avoid collapsing on her
      trembling legs. She should have known it was useless to march into
      the office and attempt to give Victor a piece of her mind. There
      was something about his presence that she couldn't resist. That
      made her into the weak, slutty disgrace that he insisted she
      was.

      "In fact, I think my poor little Kitten needs an outlet to work off
      that pent-up energy from her first day on the job," rumbled Victor,
      setting down his glass with a click and unzipping his pants.

      "Did you read your job description, Gigi?" he asked with a twist of
      amusement in his voice. His finger still traced firm circles at the
      soft, sweet junction of her thighs.

      "Yessss," hissed Gina, breathing heavily as volcanic lust roared
      through her.

      "Yes, sir," insisted Victor. "You've got to remember that
      I'm your boss now, Kitten. Try again."

      "Yes, sssirrr," whimpered Gina, grinding her hips downward into
      Victor's firm, masculine hand.

      "Good. You've been doing an excellent job living up to your first
      job responsibility today," said Victor approvingly, his eyes freely
      roaming his submissive slut's luscious body. Slowly, he withdrew
      his hand from beneath her skirt, trailing a shining trail of slick
      juices down her thigh as he went, and leaving her whining for
      more.

      "Now I want to see your skills with the second part of your
      duties," said Victor in a smoldering growl. He reached up to Gina's
      shoulder and pressed downward, making her weak knees buckle and
      bend, until they bumped softly against the office floor. Once
      again, Gina gulped as she stared upward into Victor's hard eyes.
      His thick, powerful cock loomed above her, throbbing with dominant
      lust

      It was a position that she had found herself in frequently the past
      few weeks. But this time, it felt even more twisted than usual. She
      had spent all day doing her best to resist becoming Victor's
      ridiculous, slutty secretary, yet here she was, a dripping, horny
      mess, on her knees and ready to serve, just as Victor had
      planned.

      Victor didn't even need to give the command this time. He simply
      flexed his muscles, making his thick, dark shaft bounce
      enticingly.

      Gina needed no further incentive. She reached out with needy hands,
      wrapping them around the thick base of his shaft. Victor had cum
      mere hours before, but that had sapped none of his masculine
      vitality. Victor was monstrous in his endurance. He was ready for
      Gina whenever she wanted.

      Gina ran her hands up and down his powerful cock for a few strokes,
      feeling its heat and weight in her hands for a moment before
      dipping her head and sealing her pink lips around its dark, swollen
      head. She ran her hot, slick tongue all over it, worshipping her
      master in a way deeper than words, making smoldering eye contact
      with him as she submitted physically to his dominance.

      Victor thought this was where she belonged... on her knees with a
      cock in her mouth, dressed up like a slut and given only the job of
      pleasuring her man. Gina had never seen herself as that sort of
      pathetic woman before she met Victor, but now it was starting to
      make a twisted sort of sense.

      Gina moved her neck down, taking more of Victor's cock inside her
      hot little mouth. Part of this did feel right. So much of her time
      had been spent trying to put on a brave face and be as impressive
      as possible to others. As humiliating as it was, it was also kind
      of relaxing to have the only expectation of her to be sucking cock
      and looking pretty. She relaxed into her task, easing Victor's cock
      deeper into her mouth and reaching beneath her own skirt to play
      with her overheated pussy.

      It did no good to get upset at Victor. Experience had taught her
      over and over again that she couldn't win against him. Today was
      humiliating, but it was also hot... and what Victor was saying made
      a certain amount of sense. If she couldn't win by struggling
      anyway, didn't it just make more sense to submit and enjoy herself?
      She could worry about all of these unpleasant feelings, and pride,
      and self-respect later, when her contract with Victor ran
      out.

      Gina opened her throat and forced herself down onto Victor's
      massive cock, breathing through her nose and thinking open,
      accepting thoughts. For a moment, his cock felt way too large to
      ever fit in her tiny throat, just like it always did. But then she
      sank lower... and lower... and finally she had done it, staring up
      with proud, watery eyes into Victor's cocky grin, pleased that she
      had managed once again to fit his commanding manhood inside
      her.

      That was when the office door opened.

      Gina felt a stab of panic and began to withdraw. But although
      Victor allowed her to pull away far enough that he was no longer
      lodged in her throat, his firm hand clamped down on the back of her
      head before she could spit his cock out entirely. She was trapped,
      on her knees with Victor's throbbing cock head oozing precum
      directly onto her tongue, unable to move as the three men from
      before entered the room again, with Grace, the bitchy receptionist,
      in tow.

      All four stopped in surprise as they saw Victor leaning back
      against his desk, with his cock wedged into the mouth of the slutty
      secretary they had disrespected just a moment ago. Luckily, Grace
      left and shut the door behind her with a snarky comment of, "I'll
      leave you gentlemen to it." But that still left three strangers
      gawping at Gina with her lips wrapped around her boss's cock.

      Gina cringed and struggled feebly, flooded with white-hot
      embarrassment and panic at being caught in the act. But Victor held
      her close, refusing to allow her to escape, forcing her to bask in
      the shame of her predicament. Her helplessness sent powerful waves
      of crackling submissive lust rushing through her. No matter how
      witheringly humiliating she found this, she wasn't in charge right
      now. Victor was. She stared up at him with eyes that no longer
      blazed with fury, but only weakly pleaded with him.

      But it looked like Victor was in no mood for mercy right now. He
      just winked at her, then turned his attention to his guests, who
      had gotten over their shock and were grinning ear to ear.

      "Couldn't even wait until we have finished our office tour to...
      avail yourself of the secretarial services, eh, Cross?" Asked the
      grey-haired man with a snicker as he slid into one of the leather
      chairs. "Well, I suppose I don't blame you, considering how hot
      this sweet little piece of ass is."

      "Jesus," said one of the other men, his eyes avidly examining every
      inch of Gina's kneeling body as he poured himself another glass of
      scotch. "I thought that honest-to-God cocksucking secretaries died
      out in the 60s! Where did you find the little slut? Is there some
      kind of service we can hire from?"

      "I'm afraid not," said Victor casually. "I had to catch and tame
      this one myself from the wild. She used to be a cocky lawyer before
      I got to her." Victor's hand pressed downward, pushing more of his
      meaty cock between Gina's lips. She let out a strangled, pathetic
      sound of disapproval, and for a second it seemed like Victor would
      relent. His hand eased off, and his shaft withdrew an inch or two.
      But the relief was short-lived. His hand pressed down again, and
      Gina finally realized what he was doing.

      Victor was silently signalling her to continue the humiliating
      public blowjob.

      Gina found herself at a crossroads once again. She was presented
      with the choice of obeying Victor and humiliating herself in front
      of strangers who had already assumed the worst about her and
      proving them right in the process, or she could fight back.

      But that feeling of fiery resistance felt so distant and impossible
      in the moment. The afternoon of public display and humiliation had
      sapped her strength and raised her arousal to the tipping point.
      Gina didn't want to think anymore. It just made her upset.

      What did she care what these pricks thought anyway? She had already
      sucked the cock of her hated rival at her last job. Compared to
      that, this was nothing.

      Cautiously at first, then with greater speed, Gina resumed her
      blowjob, bobbing her head with sloppy little wet noises up and down
      her boss's cock while his three sneering guests watched. She closed
      her eyes, her cheeks flaming and her body buzzing with troubled
      desire as she stuffed her mouth again and again with her Victor's
      big black cock. Somehow, doing this in front of others, when she
      knew that it was painting her as a filthy bimbo slut, was even
      better than doing it in private. It raised her feeling of helpless
      humiliation up to a fever pitch.

      She didn't even realize what was happening until the grey-haired
      stranger meeting with Victor unzipped his fly, approaching to stand
      at Gina's right side. She gave a sharp little gasp as she finally
      opened her eyes and noticed the angry red cock barely a foot
      away.

      "You don't mind, do you?" asked the businessman. He wasn't talking
      to Gina. He wasn't even looking at her. He was smiling at Victor,
      gesturing down to the blonde slut bobbing up and down his dick. "I
      had an urge to sample her talents the second that I saw her. Maybe
      just a handy?"

      Victor chuckled, then surprisingly reached down to hoist Gina to
      her feet.

      "I'll do you one better," he said smugly. In one smooth motion, he
      spun Gina around and put a hand on her back, bending her forward at
      the waist. Gina allowed herself to be manhandled. She was more
      confused than anything, but she had a bad feeling that this
      situation was about to get a lot more embarrassing.

      Her suspicions were confirmed as Victor reached down and
      effortlessly hiked up her tiny skirt, exposing her naked thighs,
      hips, and butt, clad only in her tiny black thong. She
      instinctively reached down, trying to move the skirt back into
      place and covering herself, but Victor gently pushed her hands
      away... then reached down again to slide her thong to the
      side.

      "Why don't you make the front and I'll take the back," said Victor
      jovially as his cock nuzzled up against Gina's throbbing pussy.
      "More fun this way."

      "Don't mind if I do!" Said the stranger brightly, shifting to the
      side until his swollen, angry erection was right in front of Gina's
      face.

      Gina was confused and overwhelmed, a jangling bundle of anxiety,
      disgust, and frazzled desire. This was all moving so fast. Barely
      an hour before, she had been trying to convince this man she was a
      legitimate professional. Then she had been furious at his insulting
      treatment of her. And now his cock was inches from her face. Part
      of her screamed that she didn't want to suck this man's cock; she
      wanted to slap his face off for daring to assume she was some kind
      of whore.

      But, while her mind was still a shocked kaleidoscope of shock and
      arousal, Gina felt Victor's cock tease the juicy lips of her pussy,
      and her angry words died on her lips. "Miss Swallowes," said Victor
      in a commanding voice from behind her, "I want you to show our
      guests a good time. Be a good girl and perform your secretarial
      duties, ok?" Gina had been pushed too far already today. She needed
      to cum so badly she couldn't think, and submitting to Victor felt
      natural, no matter what humiliation he asked from her.

      But still, even as the feeling of submission washed over her, Gina
      glared sullenly up at the smarmy prick thrusting his stiff pink
      cock in her face. Gina submitted to Victor because of his obvious
      superiority. It still annoyed Gina to service lesser men. This
      asshole wasn't worthy of her obedience.

      It was lucky for him that Victor was asking this of her. Gina
      reluctantly parted her lips and swallowed the man's dripping white
      cock, running her tongue experimentally around its head and tasting
      the salty ooze of his precum while glaring daggers up at him from
      below.

      The man didn't seem to mind her clear distaste in the slightest. In
      fact, it seemed to amuse him. "I don't think your assistant likes
      me that much, Cross!" He said with a chuckle, looking up from
      Gina's reluctant blowjob to joke with her boss.

      "Oh, don't worry about that," said Victor warmly. "The little slut
      just prefers chocolate to vanilla, if you know what I mean. Look,
      she'll change her tune once she gets a little taste of me."

      He made her sound like some sort of cock-starved bimbo... and,
      frustratingly, he was correct. When Victor pressed his cockhead
      against Gina's opening, her blood sizzled with powerful arousal,
      and she let out a vibrating moan against the stranger's cock shoved
      deep into her mouth. Her sharp, angry expression hazed over with
      lust, and as Victor sheathed his shaft in her tight, wet pussy, she
      instinctively put a little more passion into the way her tongue
      slid and slithered over the cock filling her mouth.

      "I can see what you mean," said the stranger with a chuckle,
      reaching down to seize the back of Gina's head and pushing himself
      in deeper. "She just can't help herself when it comes to her boss,
      can she?' The man's cock slipped easily into Gina's throat. Even
      though he had nothing to be ashamed about when it came to cock
      size, he was still nowhere close to Victor in length or thickness.
      With the way Victor had been training Gina's throat, it was easy to
      take his full length with barely any discomfort.

      "You're right," agreed Victor with a grunt. "Now shut the fuck up
      and help me spitroast the slut." He pulled his thick cock out a
      little, then slammed it in to the hilt, forcing Gina's head forward
      further and pressing the stranger's balls against her chin as she
      took his cock all the way to the base in one swift thrust. Gina's
      eyes rolled into the back of her head, and drool dripped from her
      lips as Victor began thrusting into her from behind, and the
      stranger in front of her began pulsing his cock into and out of her
      throat.

      She was being taken from both ends, fucked like a whore in her
      boss's office, and, worst of all, she was loving it. Her whole body
      flushed with red-hot arousal as she gave up on self-respect and
      dignity for the moment and just accepted her utter disgrace,
      sucking and slurping and slamming her hips backward into the
      delicious sensation of Victor's cock.

      "You two," grunted Victor, motioning for the other men to come
      forward as his hips slapped forward against Gina's plump ass again
      and again, "Get over here. Miss Swallowes has two hands after all.
      I'm paying through the nose for this little whore. We might as well
      make her work for every penny.

      Gina was lost in the sexual haze, barely aware of the others'
      approach as she focused on the feeling of her stretched cunt and
      fucked throat. Fuck... maybe Victor was right about her submissive
      tendencies if it felt this fucking good to be used so thoroughly
      and disrespectfully.

      She allowed the two men who approached either side to unzip
      themselves and guide her hands to their throbbing rock-hard dicks.
      She did her best to jerk them off while their leader plundered her
      throat and Victor thoroughly fucked her from behind, but the most
      they got was probably some limp wrist movements. Gina was spiraling
      too deeply into submissive pleasure to devote too much time to
      handjobs. Not when her pussy was shooting powerful bolts of sexual
      electricity up her spine, and a grunting man in front of her was
      slapping his balls against her chin over and over as he fucked her
      throat.

      Gina's body moved in mechanical fulfillment of her primal drives,
      rolling her hips back into her master's powerful thrusts, milking
      his cock with each stroke, seeking his cum with single-minded
      intensity. She barely needed to do any work at all with the
      blowjob. The businessman had her head in a tight grip and fucked
      her mouth on his own, using her like a sex toy.
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      The buttons on her tight top, finally over-strained by the
      jolting movement of Victor's powerful thrusts, burst open, spilling
      her naked breasts out to bounce and sway beneath her, stiff,
      sensitive nipples making wobbling circles in the air as she
      serviced cocks on all sides.

      Gina was just aware enough to realize what was happening when the
      office door swung open again. Grace's voice floated in, gloating
      and amused. "I was just wondering if you needed anything,
      boss?"

      It came to Gina then that Grace was doing all of the work that a
      real assistant would normally handle. Just one more piece of
      evidence that she was being deliberately disrespected. Her position
      only had submissive sexual service as the job description.

      Victor barked a laugh, never pausing the swift pumping of his hips,
      filling Gina to the brim with hot dick, then leaving her deprived
      over and over and over. "Sure! I think we've hashed out all the
      important contract revisions. Bring the paperwork in for signing.
      Thanks, Ms. Dewitt."

      "You got it, boss," said Grace in a purring simper. Then she turned
      and left. Gina couldn't see what was going on, since her whole face
      was getting shoved into a sweaty male gut over and over again, but
      even as she was stuffed from both ends, she could feel something
      different. A faint sound of whispers and giggles drifted over her,
      just loud enough to be heard over the wet slap of flesh and
      masculine grunts of the four men surrounding her.

      Fuck. Oh fuck... Grace had left the door open. The door
      that faced outward toward the open office floor filled with her
      husband's coworkers. The door opening and closing earlier might
      have been swift enough that no one caught her kneeling with
      Victor's cock in her mouth, but there was no chance that anyone had
      missed this. Grace, that smirking little bitch, had obliterated any
      chance that Gina may have kept her slutty submission to Victor a
      secret.

      But it was too late now. Everyone had already seen... and if all of
      her husband's coworkers knew she was Victor's kept slut... then why
      not have a little fun with her utter humiliation?

      She gripped the two cocks in her fists tighter, arching her back to
      writhe back onto Victor's thrusting cock with renewed
      intensity.

      God, they're all looking at me... a woman married to a man they
      know. Totally disgraced... used by strange cocks while her boss
      fucks her to pitiful, moaning orgasm.

      As if on cue, a low, muffled moan slipped from her throat. Gina's
      legs were beginning to tremble, and her breath was whistling
      through her nose faster and faster as her pleasure ramped up. She
      was close now... so fucking close that she could taste it. Her body
      thrilled with the sensation of pleasing four men at once, her lips
      and her pussy gripping rhythmically as she did her best to sloppily
      pump the two cocks flanking her.

      She knew Victor well enough to know that he was getting close as
      well. His strong fingers gripped her hips convulsively as his cock
      plunged into her, deep and fast and strong. For a moment, Gina
      forgot all about all of her new coworkers spectating her disgrace.
      She even forgot about the three strangers using her body with their
      dirty cocks. Her whole world was filled with the sensation of her
      and Victor's pumping bodies. The feel of her tight cunt wrapped
      snugly around his cock.

      She craved his dominance. His control. His cum. She knew that she
      was going to have to deal with the fallout when Daren learned that
      all of his coworkers knew about her illicit relationship with his
      boss, but right now, she didn't give a fuck. Right now,she wanted
      them to see everything. She wanted them to know that she belonged
      to this superior man in a raw, carnal way that even the man she
      married couldn't reach.

      The overwhelming sensation of humiliating submission was too much
      to resist. Gina moaned around a stranger's cock as orgasm washed
      over her, her pussy squeezing tight around Victor's pumping cock.
      Her legs felt so shaky and weak that she thought she might fall
      down if she wasn't supported by the four men surrounding her. A
      moment later, as Gina was still caught in the depths of an
      all-consuming orgasm, Victor grunted and surged forward one last
      time, plunging deep into her pussy as he filled her with hot sperm
      for a second time that day. Gina closed her eyes and basked in the
      red-hot furnace of her orgasm. She knew that all of the people on
      the office floor were probably gawking at her now, watching her
      getting creampied by her husband's boss. But she no longer
      cared.

      A moment later, Victor withdrew, and Gina could feel his hot cum
      dribbling down her thigh. He wiped off the last of his load onto
      her ass, then said warmly, "Well, Miss Swallowes, as much as I
      appreciate your enthusiasm, I think you've neglected our guests for
      long enough. Concentrate and show them how hospitable Cross
      advertising can be."

      Gina momentarily slipped the stranger's cock from between her
      panting lips, but only long enough for her to fall back to her
      knees, taking the weight off her weak, trembling legs. Her naked
      tits heaved with passion as a thick line of drool dripped from her
      lips to messily drape over them.

      As Victor zipped himself back up, Gina shifted her grip on the two
      hard cocks, then obediently opened her mouth to allow Victor's
      guest to reinsert his dripping cock. Her hands began pumping up and
      down in a rhythm with her bobbing head, servicing three men at the
      command of her dominant lover. Their cocks felt unsatisfyingly
      small in her hands and mouth, but Gina still felt the wild,
      sweltering heat of humiliation and submissive service. She was
      still doing this because Victor commanded it after all.

      "What do you say?" said Victor to his guest, returning to sit
      behind his desk and pouring himself another glass of scotch. "Maybe
      we can add those additional print ads back in that you were on the
      fence about?" He nodded toward Gina, whose tits were bouncing with
      her efforts as she concentrated fully on pleasing three men at
      once. "I mean, I think we can both agree that I've given you a hell
      of a sweetener."

      The grey-haired man groaned and reached down once again to grip the
      back of Gina's head, thrusting his cock into Gina's tight, wet
      throat once again. "Hey, if you have your secretary take care of us
      every time we come in for updates, I think you have yourself a
      deal!"

      Gina moaned and closed her eyes, her stomach erupting into
      butterflies as she realized she was being used as a bargaining
      chip. It was all so overwhelming. The door to the office was still
      hanging open as well, letting everyone see the purpose that their
      boss was putting his new slut toward.

      That bitch Grace was certainly taking her sweet time...

      The man on Gina's right softly groaned, "Oh Fuck..." and Gina felt
      his cock swell in her hand. That was all the warning she got. A
      moment later, with a series of twitchy bounces, he fired thick,
      gluey cum all over her, splashing against her cheek and neck. The
      sight of her covered in cum must have set off the other man
      receiving a hand job, because he came just seconds afterward,
      aiming his spurts of seed downward onto her heaving tits.

      Their boss had more stamina. He was still thrusting into Gina's
      throat as he huffed and puffed with the effort, fucking the face of
      his business associate's slutty secretary as if it were his
      right.

      "Good girl," chuckled Victor behind her. "Now... take it all, Miss
      Swallowes. Show our guest how you earned your name."

      At this point, Gina didn't have a choice either way. With a rough
      gasp, the man looming above her rammed his cock in to the hilt,
      pressing Gina's nose into his greying pubic hair. Gina could feel
      his cock twitch against the confines of her tight throat, then the
      thick, warm sensation of semen flowing downward into her
      stomach.

      A moment later, the man sighed in satisfaction and withdrew his
      softening cock from her mouth. "Always a pleasure doing business,
      Cross," he said with satisfaction. As he zipped up and stepped away
      toward the desk, Gina saw out onto the office floor, where she held
      the undivided attention of most of the staff, looking in with
      silent expressions, some disgusted, some mocking, some
      aroused.

      Gina was panting on her knees, skirt hiked up around her waist and
      shirt hanging open to display her naked tits, covered with splashes
      of semen from these anonymous men.

      It was ten times worse than when some of those same people had seen
      her at the masquerade with Victor. At least then she had defiantly
      refused to suck his cock. Now they had seen her suck the cock and
      swallow the semen of a stranger, just because Victor commanded
      it.

      The business associate seemed to notice for the first time that he
      had had an audience. He made a sound of discomfort as he stared out
      the door. "I would hope that I can count on the... discretion of
      your staff," he said with a frown, self-consciously adjusting his
      clothes.

      Victor waved his hand with a chuckle. "Oh, there's no need to be
      concerned about that," he said dismissively. "All of them know how
      foolish it is to cross me."

      Gina's lust was finally fading away, replaced by clinging, acidic
      shame. She plucked at her ruined shirt, trying her best to pull it
      back together, despite the fact that it was now missing several key
      buttons. The thin, see-through material was instantly soaked by the
      cum smearing her tits, making it even more transparent.

      Grace finally arrived back, holding a sheaf of paperwork in hand.
      She closed the door behind her with what Gina saw as deliberate
      slowness, then brought the contracts to the desk.

      Gina stood on wobbly feet, barely able to stand on her tall heels,
      and tugged her skirt down into place. She felt hollowed out by the
      overwhelming emotion and physical exertion of her defeat. "Sir,"
      she said hoarsely. "Could I leave early today?"

      Victor glanced up from the documents and pursed his lips. Even
      covered in cum with her new slutty clothes ruined, Gina was worried
      for a moment that he would insist that she stay and finish out the
      last few hours. But as his eyes flicked over her sorry state, she
      saw his eyes soften just a fraction.

      "Yes, fine," he said with a sigh and a flick of his hand. "I
      suppose we put you through the wringer for your first day on the
      job. I expect to see you bright and early tomorrow morning, Miss
      Swallowes."

      Gina meekly accepted the dismissal. That was right... This wasn't
      just a one time humiliation. She would be back again tomorrow,
      except it would be even harder... Since presumably her husband
      would also be at work, and she hadn't yet admitted to him that she
      had lost her job as a lawyer.

      But that was an issue for tomorrow. Before that, she was going to
      have to walk through the office and down to the car park wearing
      only the cum stained remains of her slutty secretary outfit.

      Despite everything, she felt a slither of reluctant lust crawl
      through her at the thought.

      ...

      Renee had to clamp a hand swiftly over Charlie's mouth to keep him
      from laughing loud enough to alert the students sitting above them
      that someone was underneath the bleachers. Daren himself was
      stunned, his veins pulsing with white-hot adrenaline at what Renee
      had said.

      He needed to control his own voice to not yell as he said in
      disbelief, "What?! Cassie's virginity?"

      He knew, of course, that Renee had had a twisted sexual interest in
      his daughter. She had even referred to her plans for Cassie's
      virtue a few times in his company, but now that she was revealing
      her concrete intentions, it all felt too real.

      "Of course, puppy," said Renee distractedly as she fixed Charlie
      with a warning glare. "I mean, if I want her to be a good little
      slut for me, she can hardly remain an untouched virgin forever.
      She's done enough experimentation with pussy for now. It's time to
      get the little bitch hooked on cock."

      Daren's head swam in the stuffy, dusty air beneath the bleachers,
      and his cock throbbed with sickening heat. Cassie, getting
      fucked... once the very image would have sickened him and filled
      him with anxiety. Now the same insidious lust that Renee had
      cultivated inside him overwhelmed all other emotions.

      It could be him. He could be the very first man who fucked Cassie.
      That was the prize that Renee was offering. He pictured Cassie's
      perfect, curvy body, naked beneath him... so like her mother's. He
      pictured her whispering in his ear, "Fuck me, Daddy..." A sweet,
      hot hiss of breath as her slim arms wrapped around him, pulling him
      closer...

      Daren was turned on beyond belief by the red-hot fantasy. Then
      humiliated and ashamed that he was so turned on. Which only made
      him hornier. He wasn't sure what to think, so he just got redder
      and hornier, his cock throbbing in Renee's hot little hand.

      Finally, Charlie had calmed down enough that Renee removed her hand
      from his sweaty face. "Geez, so the little slut might have to fuck
      her own daddy?" He said in a wheezing undertone dripping with cruel
      amusement. "I mean, let's be frank, a fat old creep old enough to
      be her dad isn't a good alternative either," he added with a
      self-deprecatory slap to his gut. "What have you got against the
      little bitch anyway?"

      That question drew Daren out of his haze enough to glance curiously
      at Renee. He had wondered about that same question himself. Renee
      seemed bent on sexual control over Cassie, if not outright ruining
      her life. He had never understood the motive there.

      "That's a question you don't need the answer to," said Renee in a
      dry voice. "All you need to know is if you play my little game and
      win, then you get first crack at Kissy's tight virgin cunt. Or
      would you rather forfeit?"

      "Hell no," grunted Charlie with a viscous smirk. "That little slut
      will be calling a new man Daddy soon enough." He glanced over at
      Daren with a sneer. "But speaking of which, doesn't Hardon have a
      bit of an unfair advantage here? He's a weaselly little perv. But
      is he really going to cum for his slutty little girl? Ha! And what
      if he wins? Is he really gonna..."

      Renee squeezed his cock with a catlike grin. "Oh... that is
      definitely not something you need to worry about. Trust me, my bad
      little puppy can definitely lose a hot, sloppy load for his little
      girl. He might even be more excited for the grand prize than you
      are, honestly."

      Charlie snickered meanly. "Ha! Fucking gross."

      "Now shut up," said Renee sharply, her grip on their cocks
      tightening. "The show's about to get started."

      The blonde cheerleader had finally got the excitedly murmuring
      crowd to shut up, and she addressed the senior class with a big,
      fake, plastic smile. "Thank you for staying in those seats,
      seniors! We have a very special treat for you all today!" she said
      brightly. "We need to introduce the newest... and sluttiest, member
      of our squad!"

      Daren was a little taken aback. Renee had already said that this
      was supposed to be an exhibition of how slutty Cassie could be, but
      to hear a cheerleader using filthy words like that in front of her
      class still felt a little unreal.

      Renee's hand began pumping slowly up and down the two cocks in her
      fists as the whole cheerleading squad turned to the locker room
      door behind them, rustling their pompoms.

      ...

      Cassie took a deep breath, her heart hammering against her ribs and
      her body pulsing with reluctant desire.

      This was the most insane thing she had ever done. She knew that the
      rumors about her were already flying through the school. She had
      seen the sidelong glances. Heard the whispers. This would just
      confirm the filthiest assumptions of the rest of the student
      body.

      But she felt locked in now. There was nothing else she could do.
      Visions of Renee's perfect body flashed through her mind. It would
      be hers to enjoy if she just did this one impossible thing.

      And, after all, she just had a few months left of school
      anyway.

      Before she could talk herself out of it, Cassie scooped up her
      pompoms and pushed out the door into the bright lights of the
      gym.

      "You know her! You love her! You've probably shot a hundred hot
      loads into your sweaty little fists for her! Iiiiiit's Kissy
      Swallowes!" crowed Melisa to the crowd, the entire squad rustling
      their pompoms with big, cheerful smiles on their faces.

      Cassie was frozen, the full stark reality of her position hitting
      home now. In front of her in the bleachers sat the entire senior
      class. People she had shared classes with. People she had
      considered her friends. She could see Peter in the front row, eyes
      shining with disturbing lust. Kelsey was toward the middle, oddly
      sitting with Bas Rivera's arm slung over her shoulder, her face
      fixed in an expression of mixed pity and disgust. The senior class
      cheered, eyes wild with mockery and lust, as they watched their
      classmate come forward to disgrace herself for their
      amusement.

      For a second, Cassie couldn't move. She was painfully aware of how
      much of her thighs were bared by the tiny fringe of skirt. How
      every single one of her classmates could see the exact shape and
      size of her tits, along with the nipples that were denting out the
      stretchy fabric.

      "What are you waiting for, Kissy?" called Melissa in that same
      taunting, performative voice. "You've been practicing your special
      debut dance for sooo long. Your audience is waiting!"

      Cassie took a shuddering breath. Even though Melissa didn't have
      her best interests at heart, she did have a point. In a sense, it
      was already too late. Everyone had seen her in her slutty
      "probation uniform". Stopping now would be a waste.

      Besides, the eyes of her classmates had awoken a dark, troubling
      heat low in Cassie's belly. Renee had taught her how hot it could
      be to be exposed and ashamed. She had gotten addicted to that
      feeling when she had masturbated in front of anonymous men on the
      internet, and now that she was in front of people she knew, the
      feeling was twice as intense.

      She stepped forward, toward the empty position that Melissa had
      left between the two wings of cheerleaders.

      This was her destiny. It was what Renee wanted. Renee always got
      what she wanted. Maybe Cassie had never stood a chance in the first
      place. Cassie could feel the way her tits jiggled and swayed
      beneath the inadequate covering of her tiny top. The way the skirt
      fluttered around her thick thighs. The cool air of the gym seemed
      to tingle as it hit her bare, wet pussy beneath the skirt. Going
      without panties beneath the ridiculously tiny uniform had felt like
      a harmless, if embarrassing, inconvenience when it was only
      something she wore in private during practice. After all, the other
      girls had already seen her vagina in the showers plenty of
      times.

      Now it felt intensely dangerous. Some of the moves that she had
      been learning over her months practicing this special routine were
      a little... revealing when done in this outfit. There was a real
      chance that her classmates might get a look at her bare,
      recently-shaved pussy if she wasn't careful.

      But there was no more time to fret about what might happen. It was
      already happening to her whether she liked it or not. Cassie had
      taken her place between the two wings of cheerleaders, biting her
      lips and holding her pompoms nervously in front of her.

      The cheerleaders around her dropped the pompoms, then began a
      rhythm, stomping and clapping in perfect time. It was a beat that
      Cassie recognized perfectly. It had been drilled into her head,
      practice after practice, by Renee's strict guidance.

      Cassie's body knew what to do. It was the only dance they had let
      her practice. But this time it was different. And not just because
      she had an audience...

      This time, the other cheerleaders slipped into a chant that fit the
      rhythm exactly. One that they had clearly worked together to
      practice behind Cassie's back.

      She's Horny

      She's Wet

      She'll be your little pet

      The words rang out across the gym as Cassie strode forward with a
      hip swinging walk, each foot hitting the floor in rhythm with the
      stomps of the other girls. The dramatic model-walk made Cassie's
      big, natural tits sway dangerously in the tight confines of her
      slutty top. The crowd watched with breathless silence, and for the
      first time, Cassie noticed that the principal himself was watching
      too. He had a shit-eating grin plastered across his wrinkled face,
      and his hands were folded over his crotch in a way that made it
      obvious what he was concealing beneath.
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      But Cassie was too busy to focus too much on the pervy old
      creep. Her body was still mechanically performing the dance that
      had been drilled into her practice after practice.

      She leaned forward, just as Renee had taught her, shimmying her
      shoulders to give her classmates a truly obscene view of her round,
      slutty tits.

      Sheeee wears

      Slut-ty

      Out-fits

      To show off her massive tits!

      Cassie cringed as she heard the dirty words that the other
      cheerleaders were chanting for the first time. She had been naive
      when this dance had first been taught to her, and she had been
      fooled at the time into believing that it was a dance she would be
      doing together with the rest of the squad. Only now did she realize
      this was always the plan... a slutty dance Renee had choreographed
      with the express purpose of humiliating her in front of the entire
      school.

      And it didn't get any better from here...

      ...

      Daren took deep breaths, trying to think about anything other than
      the obscene performance his only daughter was giving in front of
      him. He knew that it shouldn't turn him on... But he thought that
      even if Renee hadn't been teasing him and forcing him to view
      Cassie in a sexual light, it still would have been difficult to
      resist this particular performance.

      Renee giggled softly, her wicked little hand gliding up and down
      Daren's straining cock. "What do you think, boys?" she asked in a
      sultry whisper. "Pretty fucking hot, right?"

      Cassie had never looked hotter to Daren than she did right now. Her
      cute features were colored with a pink blush, but that was the only
      thing that looked innocent about her. She moved with lithe, sexual
      grace, her voluptuous young body swaying and bouncing in time with
      the music. Daren had to bite his lip hard to hold back from the
      pleasure as she bent and shimmied, her expression of intense
      embarrassment clashing erotically with the wanton display of her
      heavy, round tits.

      "Fuck yeah, she is," grunted Charlie, staring forward with a look
      of intense hunger on his stubbled face. "Can't wait to be balls
      deep in the little bitch.

      "Perv," teased Renee with a giggle. "She's the same age as your
      daughter, you dirty old man." Her lopsided grin turned to Daren
      next. "But not as pervy as her actually being your daughter, I
      guess."

      The humiliating taunt hit home. Daren knew that the right thing to
      do was to close his eyes, but he couldn't. He felt mesmerized as he
      watched his daughter bend lower, laying a hand on her ankle and
      slowly drawing it up the length of her curvy leg.

      The other cheerleaders chanted in their high, feminine, teasing
      voices, continuing the mocking accompaniment to Cassie's slutty
      dance.

      She'll pant!

      She'll moan!

      When you get her all alone

      Daren's fingernails were digging hard into his palms as he tried to
      think of anything else besides his daughter's sexy performance. But
      it was impossible. The memory of her writhing naked on her bed,
      openly fantasizing about him, ran through his mind as her sultry
      little body gyrated in front of him... in front of everyone in her
      class.

      Renee pressed her soft lips right up to Daren's ear and her little
      hand twisted and pumped up and down his frantically throbbing cock,
      now squelching with his precum. "Mmmm, you really want to win,
      don't you, Daddy? I can feel it right here." She paused at the base
      of his cock, squeezing tight. "Won't that be so sweet? To be the
      first dick your daughter ever has inside her? To be the first man
      she ever fucks?...I'll tell you what. I'll help you cheat a little
      bit, puppy."

      Her palm slipped away, replaced by just her thumb and forefinger,
      pinching his cock firmly between them. Daren shivered at the
      sensation. It was true that the reduced contact made it a little
      easier to hold out, but being condescendingly given a handicap
      while Renee's fist was pumping up and down Charlie's much bigger
      cock with full speed added an extra layer of humiliation.

      In the center of the gym, Daren could see that the obscene dance
      his daughter was engaged in was heating up. Cassie ran her hands
      upward over her luscious curves as the other girls stomped and
      clapped, hurling their teasing chants at her.

      She's curvy

      She's thicc

      Her pussy needs a dick

      The audience sat spellbound, along with Charlie and Daren. He
      glanced over at his opponent for a moment, hoping to see that his
      hated work rival was on the edge.

      But, unfortunately for Daren, he wasn't far from orgasm himself, no
      matter how close his high school bully was.

      ...

      Cassie lost herself in the rhythm and the overpowering haze of
      arousal. It felt like she was in some sort of twisted erotic
      nightmare. But that strange sense of reality allowed her to be even
      looser and more provocative with her dance steps, rolling her hips
      and shaking her tits without the stinging knowledge that she would
      never live this down holding her back.

      After running her hands up her body, Cassie ran them through her
      hair, then moved smoothly into the next part of the choreography...
      jumping up and down and clapping with a big, happy smile plastered
      on her face.

      She loves

      The boys

      She wants to be their toy

      Renee must have put a lot of effort into this day if she wrote a
      special song just for Cassie. Humiliating her must have been
      incredibly important to the bitchy queen bee for reasons that
      Cassie couldn't begin to understand. But, as scary as that was,
      that also meant that Cassie was the center of Renee's attention,
      and that was special in its own right.

      Cassie fell to her knees, eyes hollow of thought, yet still blazing
      with strange sexual intensity.

      She's on

      The hunt

      For girls to lick her cunt!

      The latest words of the chant were mocking, yet they were true.
      Dark lust for Renee burned inside her, corroding her will and
      making her submit to this farce of a cheer routine. She was dimly
      aware of the shocked, yet pleased silence of the senior class. She
      had once been one of the smartest girls in the grade. Now the other
      girls looked down from the bleachers with a mixture of disgust and
      amusement.

      The boys, of course, were almost all staring down with lustful
      eyes, practically drooling over the display of uninhibited feminine
      sexuality.

      Cassie leaned forward, crawling on her hands and knees, in a
      fierce, feline crawl, tits swinging heavily beneath her as she
      went. All reason and self-consciousness were fading away, destroyed
      by the blast-furnace of lust scorching her from within. She could
      feel her pussy aching with sweet need, leaking slick juices down
      her thighs behind her.

      It was time to bring this home. Time for Cassie to give Renee the
      obscene show she demanded, and claim her reward.

      ...

      Daren was shuddering, letting out a low whine in his throat as he
      was relentlessly teased by Renee's pumping fingers. He burned with
      a desperate desire to win the twisted competition, but he was
      already struggling, forcing himself to concentrate with every fiber
      of his being not to orgasm.

      Despite his desperation to win, he couldn't take his eyes off
      Cassie. The way she crawled forward like a cat, eyes forward and
      burning with indecent heat. They seemed to be staring straight into
      his soul. The teasing chant of the cheerleaders echoed in his
      ears.

      She likes girls

      She likes guys

      She'll crawl between your thighs

      Were the words they were saying really true, or were they just
      trying to embarrass her? Was his little girl really attracted to
      women? The thought added another flare of spicy heat to his taboo
      lust. His cock twitched and leaked pathetically between Renee's
      pumping fingers. "Really let loose, Daddy!" she whispered, her soft
      lips grazing his ear. "Isn't it a father's job to cheer on his
      daughter's... art? I can't think of any better show of support than
      squirting out a hot load for her sexy little performance."

      Daren sucked in a shaky breath, right on the edge of climax. He
      obviously knew that winning would be far better than losing in the
      end, but right now all he could think about was how good it would
      feel to give in to the pleasure and just release all of his pent-up
      lust. But there was one thing that held him back.

      Daren stared over at Charlie, the man who had done everything he
      could for decades to torment and belittle him. He stared forward at
      the show with equal fascination to Daren. And Renee certainly
      wasn't giving Charlie the two-finger treatment. Her hand was fully
      wrapped around his throbbing cock, moving up and down with tight,
      rapid strokes.

      Even in the middle of one of the most erotic performances that he
      had ever seen, Daren couldn't help but notice that Charlie's cock
      was a lot bigger than his. It certainly wasn't the biggest he had
      ever seen... Victor still held that title easily, but if you were
      counting both length and thickness, Charlie's cock had to be at
      least double the size of Daren's, angry and red and swollen in
      Renee's pumping hand.

      Daren imagined his daughter having sex with the hairy ogre of a man
      leering through the gap in the bleachers and gulped, shaking his
      head.

      He wished that the disturbing thought would have driven away his
      desire to cum... but for some reason, the thought of his sexy,
      innocent daughter in the clutches of his hated bully only brought
      him closer to the edge.

      Disturbingly, Charlie let out a low chuckle. "You're thinking about
      it, aren't you, Hardon?" he asked in a smug undertone. "Thinking
      about how it might look when she takes my thick cock in her tight
      little virgin pussy."

      Daren shook his head frantically, panicked that his worst enemy had
      somehow managed to read his thoughts. "N-no! Th-that's
      n-n-not..."

      "Save it, Hardon," said Charlie lazily. "I know what sort of
      weasley little perv you are. You like to watch, right? Happier on
      the sidelines than in the thick of things. That's why you were
      happy to give me pics of your precious little daughter. And why you
      got turned on by it, too."

      Daren opened his mouth, trying to reply, but no sound came out. His
      stutter had frozen his tongue completely.

      In front of the crowd, Cassie had moved on with her performance,
      sticking her hips upward and arching her back dramatically, and
      bouncing her plump ass up and down in time with the rhythm of her
      squadmates as they chanted,

      She'll bump

      She'll grind

      When you fuck her from behind

      Now it was the only thing that Daren could imagine. Cassie in that
      same position, tits hanging beneath her like ripe fruit, legs
      spread slightly, back arched to present herself. But in Daren's
      mind's eye, Charlie was behind her, his body hulking and broad and
      hairy, his grin wide and gloating as his fingers sank into her wide
      hips, pushing himself forward and taking her innocence.

      "Tell you what, Hardon," said Charlie in a low, oily voice. "I'll
      make you a deal. You don't want to win this one anyway. I mean,
      maybe you're a big enough perv to want to fuck your own daughter,
      but I think we both know that if you even got a chance, you would
      just fuck it up. Do you really want to see what little respect your
      little girl had for her dad leave her eyes as you explain how 'this
      never usually happens to me'?"

      Daren was mortified by the suggestion. But he couldn't fully
      dismiss it as impossible. The last time he had tried to have sex
      with Gina, he had ejaculated prematurely. Having sex with Cassie
      was likely to ruin their relationship anyway. How much worse would
      it be if he tried to have sex with her but failed? He wouldn't just
      be a failure as a father, but a failure as a lover as well,
      instantly puncturing any respect Cassie had left for him.

      "So... if you let me win..." Charlie glanced over at Daren with a
      big, sharklike grin, leaning back on his arms, his chunky legs
      sparkled out, and his thick cock straining and red as Renee's slim
      little hand pumped up and down it. Daren couldn't imagine that his
      rival ever had a problem performing in bed. Charlie was like a wild
      beast, perpetually horny. "...I'll let you watch."

      "Wh-what?" asked Daren softly, his chest heaving with the intensity
      of his passion and terror.

      Cassie had risen to her knees, lifting both arms into the air to
      make pumping motions on either side of her head. With her pompoms
      discarded, it was hard to interpret the motions of her pumping
      fists as anything other than stroking off two cocks directly onto
      her face.

      She's hot

      But dumb!

      She wants to taste your cum!

      She accompanied the movements with a heavy bounce that made her
      big, braless tits jolt and sway, nearly escaping her tiny top. Her
      fringe of a skirt fluttered and flipped upward with each bounce,
      riding up her creamy thighs and nearly showing what she had
      underneath. Daren was spellbound, but Charlie's obscene offer was
      still seeping slowly into his skull.

      "Come on, Hardon," said Charlie with a nasty chuckle. "You wouldn't
      even know what to do with a little slut like that. She needs a real
      man. And besides, I know that you would be happy as a clam to watch
      and jerk off while a bigger, better man claims your
      daughter."

      Daren made a strangled noise in the back of his throat, his eyes
      still fixed on Cassie. Fuck! It would be so wrong to give in and
      let this creepy old slob fuck Cassie. But somehow, the humiliation
      of that filthy act, for both of them, was fascinating.

      Daren could feel himself caving in... he needed to cum so badly,
      and his protective impulses over Cassie were losing to the dirty
      thought of her being corrupted by his high school bully. But he
      still had one out. Daren shook his head, glancing over hopefully to
      Renee and saying, "It isn't up to m-me though! I don't know if
      Renee even wants the l-loser of the game to watch!"

      Renee snorted with a grin. "Don't drag me into this puppy," she
      chided, speeding up her fingers for a few seconds to emphasize her
      point. "I was having a good time watching you two boys negotiate.
      If you both agree, I have no objections to letting you watch your
      daughter take a cock for the first time... as long as she can't see
      you, of course. I don't want to freak her out during her
      magical experience."

      So much for her help. But it appeared that Daren had been saved by
      the bell. Cassie had stopped her bouncing. She was on her knees,
      panting and looking around a little confused. Although the stomping
      and clapping continued, it appeared that she had no more dancing to
      do.

      "It l-looks like it's a tie anyway," said Daren in a gasp of
      relief. He had somehow made it without cumming. Maybe his daughter
      was safe from the indignity of fucking her own father or a gross
      older man after all.

      "Not quite," said Renee with a soft, evil giggle. "The finale is
      going to be a surprise even to Kissy herself."

      ...

      Cassie panted, watching the crowd watch her, feeling their eyes on
      her like a scorching heat. She had shown them everything that Renee
      wanted them to see. A wanton, desperate slut, horny and pathetic.
      She had finished the awful, degrading routine that Renee had
      choreographed for her.

      Yet the stomping, clapping rhythm went on.

      Cassie looked around, confused, licking her lips nervously. The
      other cheerleaders grinned back at her, their smiles wide and
      predatory as they continued to move in a coordinated mechanical
      rhythm. All except Melissa, who approached Cassie, bending over to
      offer her a hand.

      Cassie knew that the bitchy blonde couldn't be trusted, but she was
      in too vulnerable and submissive a state to put up a fight. She
      reached out to take Melissa's hand and let herself be hauled back
      up to standing.

      Oddly, Melissa went in for a brief hug. The reason why became
      obvious as she whispered in Cassie's ear, "Just a little more
      cheerleading to go. Play along, slut. Unless you want Renee to hear
      about how you refused to cooperate."

      Cassie had no idea what Melissa was talking about, but it seemed
      that she was about to find out. Melissa bent swiftly and gripped
      Cassie's ankle, and then, slowly and smoothly, began to lift it.
      She looked at Cassie with her evil blue eyes glittering with malice
      as she whispered, "Keep that balance now, Kissy. Time to give the
      people what they really want."

      Cassie moaned low in her throat. For a moment, she did her best to
      keep her legs together... but her resolve was weakened by the
      powerful submissive lust raging through her. Besides, with
      Melissa's unwavering grip pulling her ankle upward, it was either
      give in or be knocked to the ground. The crowd seemed to hold its
      breath as Cassie's shapely thigh raised higher, her skirt riding up
      further and further.

      Cassie felt like she might faint. The cool air of the gym drafted
      along Cassie's bare, wet pussy. A pussy that was creeping closer
      and closer to being revealed. Because that's where this was going.
      The end of the erotic nightmare was her exposure to the entire
      school.

      Cassie felt twisted humiliation and lust burning through her. In
      just a moment more, everyone would see everything...

      And she was so fucking horny at this point that she wasn't even
      scared of that anymore. She wanted them all to see.

      With one last strain of her thigh, Melissa lifted Cassie ankle
      high, and suddenly it was all over. White-hot adrenaline pulsed
      through Cassie's veins as she realized that all of her classmates
      could see everything. Melissa swivelled her a little on her planted
      leg to give the crowd the best possible view. Cassie's classmates
      stared with open-mouthed shock at the secret beneath Cassie's skirt
      for a moment before it sank in that there were no panties covering
      her.

      The only thing beneath the bunched-up skirt was Cassie's bare,
      recently-shaved pussy. Flushed pink, swollen with lust, and leaking
      hot juices down her thick, creamy thigh. The girl who they had all
      seen as a goodie-two-shoes bookworm for years had been remodeled by
      Renee in the course of a few months into a slut who was willing to
      flash her pussy to the entire school.

      The crowd jumped to their feet with a roar of disbelief and
      excitement, all talking at once, and breaking the fascinated
      silence that had reigned since the routine started. Cassie closed
      her eyes and bit her lip to stifle a moan. This was one of the most
      embarrassing moments of her life... but thanks to Renee's training,
      also one of the most sexually fulfilling. And she was about to be
      even more sexually fulfilled.

      Because with this final degrading submission, she had finally
      earned her promised reward. Renee was going to make her cum.

      ...

      "Well, what's it going to be, Hardon? Are you going to give up and
      let me be the one to fuck your daughter's sweet pussy?" asked
      Charlie, speaking louder to be heard over the sudden roar of the
      crowd above them.

      Daren couldn't answer. His eyes were locked on his daughter's
      perfect pussy, pink and tight and dewy. But he couldn't picture
      himself fucking it anymore. As he looked at his daughter's virgin
      cunt, he could only imagine the rude, awful man he hated most in
      life thrusting into it, ruining it with his thick, throbbing cock.
      Something about that awful thought triggered the masochistic
      arousal that Renee had been training into him in the worst
      way.

      "Answer the man," insisted Renee. "Do you want to jerk off while
      you watch your least favorite person fuck your precious
      daughter?"

      Searing images blazed through Daren's mind. Cassie's lovely legs
      locking around Charlie's porky hips as he fucked her hard and fast,
      drawing whimpering, high-pitched moans from her throat. Charlie's
      broad, strong fingers sinking deep into the flesh of her untouched
      tits, squeezing them tight enough to leave red marks on her creamy
      white skin.

      Charlie holding Cassie in the position she was in right now, leg
      lifted high as his cock rammed inside her, defiling her perfect
      body with his filthy cock.
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      Daren was caught in an impossible situation. He knew that giving
      in would be an awful betrayal... but he wasn't sure if it was any
      worse than having sex with Cassie himself. There was only one thing
      that was completely clear and obvious to him right now.

      He needed to cum in the worst way. The feeling of Renee's thumb and
      forefinger on his cock was sheer torture. If betraying his family
      once again was what it took to cum, then he didn't care
      anymore.

      "F-fine!" he gasped miserably. "J-just let me cum!"

      Charlie crowed in triumph, and Renee let out a wicked giggle as she
      gave up on her teasing two-fingered stroke and finally wrapped her
      fist satisfyingly around Daren's desperate cock. "Good Puppy," she
      cooed as her fist began to pump relentlessly. "Now... we had better
      hurry, hadn't we? We need to get you off while your daughter's
      slutty pussy is still in view!"

      Daren moaned low in her throat as Renee's fist became a squelching
      blur, jerking him so hard and fast it was impossible to enjoy
      fully. In seconds, he felt himself tipping over the edge into
      orgasm, all while his eyes were locked on the tight, wet pussy
      beneath his daughter's tiny skirt. All while in his mind's eyes, he
      imagined Charlie plunging his cock into her curvy body with a big,
      shit-eating grin spread across his face. As he twitched and
      strained and let out a pathetic few spurts of thick, gluey cum, the
      cheerleaders added the last bit of their obscene chant.

      It's Kissy,

      She rules!

      She wants to fuck the school!

      K-I-S-S-Y! Goooo Kissy!

      Daren felt drained and hollow as the blonde cheerleader finally
      released Cassie's leg. The crowd was going wild above them, but
      Daren just buzzed with a sense of dull horror at how he had
      surrendered. He had actually been doing pretty well, due to Renee's
      "handicap". If he had just managed to maintain a little
      self-control, he would have been in charge of his daughter's first
      time. Maybe he could have made it a little less of the degrading
      humiliation that Renee clearly wanted.

      But it was too late now. He had given in to his worst instincts,
      and now Cassie's first time would be with a monster like Charlie.
      Renee wiped the remnants of Daren's orgasm off onto his shirt, then
      turned to the broad, hairy hulk of a man sitting next to her.

      "Aww, looks like the show's over, Mr. Fontaine!" she chirped
      teasingly, bringing her other hand over to play with his balls and
      turning her back to ignore Daren. "You won't have anything to look
      at to get you off!"

      Charlie caught the tone in her voice, and his lips quirked up into
      a smirk, sensing that if he played along, he might get something
      out of this. "Yeah..." he said carefully, "It really is a shame.
      I'm not sure I can cum this way."

      Renee chuckled. "I thought that might be the case... Tell you what,
      big guy. I'll do a little something extra for you, but only if you
      promise to follow my exact orders from now on when it comes to
      little Kissy. Deal?"

      Charlie nodded swiftly, his head bobbling up and down like his head
      was on a string. Daren's heart nearly stopped when Renee dipped her
      head toward his lap, tucking a stray strand of hair behind her ear.
      She isn't actually going to... Not with fucking
      Charlie!

      "Oh... and if your daughter ever hears about this, I'll make sure
      you wish you were never born," said Renee in a calm, cold
      voice.

      "I never tell her about..." began Charlie roughly. "Then he caught
      the look on Renee's face and quickly said, "Yeah. Yeah, I swear.
      She'll never find out."

      Renee made a small sound of satisfaction, then lowered her head and
      took Charlie's cockhead between her pillowy lips without further
      fanfare. Daren felt a wild pang of jealousy. Renee had been teasing
      and controlling him for months, and yet Charlie got a blowjob from
      her within minutes of their first sexual interaction. Daren stared
      longingly at the way her soft lips gripped Charlie's shaft, bobbing
      up and down.

      Charlie groaned again, and his hand reached for the back of Renee's
      head, only to be slapped away contemptuously. Charlie took it in
      stride. "You wouldn't believe the things this little bitch is doing
      with her tongue, Hardon," said Charlie with a nasty wink toward
      Daren. "Although I guess you'll just have to wonder... I doubt
      she'll ever do something this good... for... Oh fucking
      Jesus!"

      Daren at least had the satisfaction of knowing that Charlie
      couldn't last long either when Renee wanted him to cum. She popped
      up off of his cock and stroked his slick cock a few times as
      Charlie reached climax, spraying a thick load of cum onto the floor
      beneath the bleachers. Even if she wanted to give Charlie a little
      something extra, she clearly had no intention of stooping so low as
      having his cum in her mouth.

      Daren was anxious to discuss what the plan was exactly for his
      daughter's virginity, but it seemed like they were out of time. The
      principal had been announcing something in his reedy voice (wait...
      had he been in the gym the whole time? Why hadn't he stopped
      things?) while they were distracted, and now the seniors got to
      their feet, chatting excitedly as they got down off the
      bleachers.

      "Ok, boys, that's our cue," said Renee, swiftly and confidently
      relocking Daren into his cage. "Out the side door, the same way you
      came in. I trust you can find your own way out of the school? I've
      got some other business to take care of."

      There was no arguing with her. In a few short minutes, Daren found
      himself back in the parking lot, feeling drained and apprehensive.
      A few vehicles away, Charlie gave him a little wave as he opened
      the door to his massive pick-up truck.

      "See you soon, Hardon. I can't wait," he let out a deep,
      mean-spirited belly laugh. "And I bet you can't either,
      perv!"

      Daren scowled and said nothing, just getting into his car. A moment
      later, Charlie roared away in his truck, leaving Daren in the
      silent parking lot. He leaned his head against the steering wheel
      and groaned.

      He couldn't even say Charlie was wrong. He could already feel his
      trapped cock pressing tight against his cage at the thought of what
      Charlie and Renee might team up to do to his precious
      daughter.

      At least tomorrow, he could just try to bury himself in work and
      forget about his troubles.
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      Cassie was breathless, her heart racing and her legs pumping as she
      ran through the hallway, pulled forward by Renee. She couldn't
      believe she had fucking done that. In retrospect, the "dance" that
      Renee had taught her was impossibly lewd. And worse than the dance,
      she had worn her training uniform in front of the entire senior
      class. She still wore it right now, as Renee held her hand, pulling
      her swiftly forward.

      Cassie willingly followed behind. Even though Cassie was the one in
      a ridiculously skimpy, near-pornographic cheerleader uniform, she
      couldn't keep her eyes off Renee's body. Cassie pulsed with
      forbidden heat as she considered where they were going. What they
      were going there to do. Just the thought of it made the fire inside
      Cassie flare up even brighter, making her shame seem
      inconsequential by comparison.

      Renee turned with a wicked smile as Cassie's eyes roamed over her,
      and Cassie felt a fresh surge of arousal. Renee was pure evil...
      she knew that now. But the cruel cheer captain also radiated pure,
      sinful sexuality. Renee's cheerleader uniform was much, much more
      modest that Cassies', but it still showed off Renee's long,
      shapely, dusky-tan legs. The swell of her perfect breasts was
      hidden beneath the cute cheerleader top, but that didn't stop
      Cassie's eyes from staring at them, longing to touch and feel to
      her heart's content. And that wasn't even to mention Renee's
      flowing raven hair, or her deep brown eyes, or her perfect, pillowy
      lips.

      Based on the crackling depths of lust Cassie had been feeling for
      another girl, Cassie had started to suspect that she would have had
      a bisexual awakening sooner or later with or without Renee, but it
      was no surprise that Renee had been the one to spark it. She was
      one of the most stunning women that Cassie had ever seen.

      Renee looked back as she led the way forward through the halls of
      the school, and a smirk pulled up the corners of her soft, plump
      lips. "Are you ready to claim your reward, Kissy?" purred the queen
      bee.

      "I... well... y-yeah," stuttered Cassie, a flaming blush staining
      her face pink. Renee had promised her a prize that was nearly as
      embarrassing as the public exposure she had needed to pay to claim
      it. Renee was finally going to make her cum. Not as pretend
      "training", not as hazing for the cheerleader squad. Actual sex. It
      was a devil's bargain; Cassie was smart enough to recognise that.
      Renee just wanted to plant her hooks deeper into Cassie. Cassie had
      tried her best to rebel lately, and this was just another way to
      bring her into line. But despite knowing that, Cassie still
      couldn't resist. She was an addict coming back for her next hit. It
      didn't matter what a bad decision it would be.

      "Can I at least ch-change back into other clothes?" asked Cassie
      weakly. She was so distracted that she hadn't really been paying
      attention to where Renee was leading her, but they were back past
      the high school kitchen now, where students rarely went. School had
      let out just after the end of the pep rally, and Cassie was
      probably in the process of missing the bus at the moment. Yet
      another sacrifice she was more than willing to make. At least she
      had managed to grab her phone from the locker room. She clutched it
      in a sweaty grip as Renee pulled her other hand.

      "No," said Renee flatly, a superior smirk painting her face once
      again as she tugged Cassie forward toward a service door at the
      back of the building. "I want to take you like this. Looking
      exactly like the good girl who did as he was told."

      Renee pushed confidently through the door into an area that Cassie
      had never been to before. A shadowy nook behind the school with a
      loading dock overlooking cracked pavement. Before Cassie could even
      get her bearings, Renee turned and pushed her back into the
      brickwork of the school building, drawing a gasp from Cassie's
      throat as she was suddenly face to face with her lovely tormentor,
      trapped with her back against the wall.

      Renee's dark, blazing eyes bored into her. One of Renee's slim arms
      was planted on the wall right next to Cassie's face, making her
      feel even more trapped and controlled. Cassie gulped. Her phone
      fell out of her nerveless fingers, clattering forgotten to the
      cement. Her body was on fire, and her mind blazed with the strange
      combination of lust and intimidation that Renee sometimes inspired
      in her. Before, Renee had maintained the facade of a helpful best
      friend, but right now all of that nicety was stripped away, and
      only the raw, sexy, evil power showed through.

      "You're mine now, you know that, Kissy?" insisted Renee in a low
      voice throbbing with sensual command. "Your pathetic attempt at a
      power play is over. Now."

      Cassie shook her head weakly, but her resistance was already at a
      low ebb. She could feel her nipples pressing eagerly against the
      thin fabric of her skimpy cheerleader uniform. Her pussy was
      pulsing with moist, needy heat. She knew that she should continue
      to resist Renee. The evil bitch had tried to control her life and
      turn her into a submissive slut. But knowing that wasn't enough to
      stop Cassie. She needed Renee's touch, and right now she would do
      anything necessary to get it.

      Still, she made one last attempt at resistance. "Renee, n-no.
      You're right. I want you. But that doesn't mean I..."

      The hand that wasn't planted on the wall reached out and pressed
      tight to Cassie's delicate throat, pressing the back of her head
      against the rough brick and squeezing just enough to send a hot,
      wet jolt of lust through Cassie. Her brave words cut off with a
      whimper.

      "No," said Renee with a sneer, her voice radiating confident
      command in a way that resonated deep in Cassie's core. "I'm not
      going to hear any backtalk from you today, Kissy Swallowes. Not
      after you obediently licked my cunt and made a laughingstock of
      yourself. All I want to hear from those sweet lips is 'Yes,
      Mistress'... Unless you want to give up your reward, that
      is."

      Cassie bit her lip and held back another hopeless whimper.
      Mistress? She can't be fucking serious. That's so fucking
      humiliating! But somehow, Renee's cruel, disrespectful demand
      was only turning Cassie on more. It was dangerous to give in to
      Renee like this... but Renee was right. All that mattered now was
      her reward. Cassie could sort out the consequences later.

      She licked her lips. The feeling of Renee's hand on her throat was
      scary and foreign, but only made the lust burning inside her glow
      brighter. It was easier than she thought it would be for her to
      part her lips and gasp, "Yes, Mistress!"

      Renee's eyes glowed with smug victory as she replied, "Good girl."
      But the flood of humiliated shame was almost worth it as Renee's
      free hand began to trace down Cassie's body.

      Renee's wandering hand paused for a moment to squeeze one of
      Cassie's massive breasts with cruel, possessive force. "Seriously,
      Kissy," said Renee with a cruel giggle as she pinched a stiff
      nipple hard between two knuckles through the thin cloth, "you whine
      about me turning you into a total slut, but have you seen these fat
      fucking udders? You were born to be a slut. I just unleashed
      you."

      Cassie squeezed her eyes shut, the twin feelings of Renee's hand
      gripping her throat and the other teasing her sensitive breasts
      were making her so horny she could barely breathe. She arched her
      back forward wordlessly, presenting her tits for further
      punishment, eager in this heated, submissive moment to be Renee's
      slutty plaything. It was surreal to be this vulnerable and exposed
      outside, the sun shining down and a light breeze wicking her sweat
      away, but nothing mattered to her in this moment other than Renee's
      hands on her body.

      "Are you listening to me, Kissy?" snapped Renee. "I want you to
      apologise for having such slutty tits." Suddenly and without
      warning, the queen bee's hand reared back and snapped forward,
      laying a stinging slap against the curve of Cassie's right breast.
      It should have been what finally broke Cassie out of her lustful
      haze and made her call an end to this humiliating surrender. But
      she was already in too deep, and the sharp slap sent a bolt of
      pure, raw desire through her veins, mixed with the shock and
      pain.

      She spoke without thinking, surprised into the abject submission
      that Renee demanded. "Mmmmph, I'm sorry, Mistress!"

      "Sorry for what?" demanded Renee in a low, purring voice.

      *CRACK* Her hand flashed out again, this time a backhand on
      Cassie's left breast.

      Cassie sucked in a hot breath and let out a whining moan, arching
      her chest out further, beyond caring how pathetic and slutty it
      made her look. "I'm sorry my tits are s-so slutty, mistress!" she
      managed to force out through the tight grip Renee kept on her
      throat.

      "Hmmm, well at least you're finally learning how to act like the
      brainless bimbo slut that you were always meant to be. But you
      still have a long way to go." Renee's hand left Cassie's tits and
      trailed down her exposed belly, leaving a ghost of sensation as
      they went. Cassie spread her thick thighs in anticipation as
      Renee's finger dived beneath her tiny skirt and traced over the
      lips of her dripping pussy lightly. The burning, ticklish sensation
      drew another tortured moan from Cassie's parted lips.

      Cassie had been right on the ragged edge of climax ever since Renee
      forced her to kneel and eat her cunt a few hours earlier, and her
      humiliating public show hadn't helped matters. Her hips humped
      forward desperately, needy for the sensation of Renee's wicked
      fingers.

      The beautiful, bratty cheerleader let out a rich, mocking chuckle,
      leaning forward to lazily lick Cassie's ear while her fingers
      continued their feather-light teasing. "Hmmm, it seems like my poor
      little bestie is right on the very edge of cumming her brains out.
      Do you really want to cum on my fingers, sweetie? Or do you want
      these lips?" With that, she pressed her soft, warm lips against
      Cassie's ear with a soft, performative "mwah". Cassie's thighs were
      trembling, and she could barely hold back her desperate moans
      already. Renee had barely touched her, and she was on the edge of
      climax. But Renee once again had a point. Cassie didn't want to
      waste her reward on just another quick fingering, no matter how
      tempting the touch of Renee's hand felt at that moment. What she
      had been craving was for Renee to return the favor and kiss, lick,
      and suck her pussy to a satisfying orgasm. Nothing else would
      do.

      "Your mouth," breathed Cassie, her chest heaving with the intensity
      of her desire. "Oh God, I need your mouth."

      "Ask nicely," hissed Renee, laying one long, slim finger down the
      length of Cassie's slit and pressing lightly. "You know what I want
      to hear. Beg me."

      "Please," whined Cassie desperately, her whole body aflame with
      twisted lust. "Please, mistress! Eat me out. I need it so fucking
      bad."

      For a second, Cassie was worried that Renee would simply laugh and
      refuse her. She held still for a moment, hand tight and dominant on
      Cassie's throat, finger just barely teasing her pussy. Then Renee
      kissed Cassie's ear again, saying, "Mmmm... It really is sweet to
      hear you ask with the proper respect. You earned it this time. I
      want you to always remember this lesson; when you obey, you get
      rewarded."

      Renee's hand left Cassie's throat as the gorgeous cheerleader
      slowly knelt between Cassie's quaking thighs. Every nerve ending in
      Cassie's body felt alert, tingling with the sensation of the cool
      breeze. Her eyes were wide and her breath shaky as she stared down
      at Renee, kneeling between her feet and staring up with a confident
      grin. When Cassie had eaten Renee out earlier, she had felt
      completely submissive serving between Renee's legs. But Renee
      didn't seem the slightest bit diminished by her position on her
      knees. Cassie was forced to confront the fact that maybe it wasn't
      kneeling and eating pussy that had made her feel humiliated, but
      some inner sense of inferiority.

      Renee reached up and delicately flipped up the tiny fringe of skirt
      that was the only thing preserving Cassie's modesty. It exposed
      Cassie's throbbing pussy to the light of day, flushed with ravenous
      lust and dripping trickles of slick arousal down her thick, pale
      thighs. "Mmm, you might be a dumb bitch, Kissy," purred Renee, "but
      brains aren't everything. You have your charms... for example, a
      yummy-looking cunt." Her heated gaze locked with Cassie's as she
      laid her manicured hands on Cassie's thighs and craned her neck
      forward with teasing slowness. Cassie could feel the warm puff of
      breath from the beautiful monster's nose as she stared upward, her
      perfect lips just inches from Cassie's overheated pussy.

      "Bon appetite, bestie," whispered Renee with a wink, then closed
      the distance and planted a soft, sensual kiss on Cassie's slick
      lower lips. Cassie leaned hard back into the rough brick behind
      her, a low, animal moan tearing itself from her throat as sexual
      pleasure seared through every nerve. It was psychological as much
      as it was physical. Renee Cross, the teasing brat she had been
      lusting after for months, was finally kissing her needy cunt, and
      that knowledge alone made it one of the most erotic things that had
      ever happened to Cassie.

      Renee let out a muffled chuckle in the back of her throat at her
      toy's obvious enthusiasm, and pressed forward, deepening the
      obscene kiss and parting Cassie's lower lips with her sharp, hot
      little tongue, teasing it up the length of her slit before finding
      her clit and flicking her tongue over it in light, tormenting
      strokes.

      Cassie's fingers scrabbled wildly at the brick building, desperate
      for purchase. She felt so light-headed she thought she might faint,
      and another irrepressible moan slipped from her throat. Now she
      realized why Renee had brought her back behind the building.
      Students must be all over the hallways right after the end of the
      school day, and there wasn't a room in the building that could
      totally muffle the passionate moans that were coming out of Cassie.
      This was the only place for them to possibly get any privacy.

      Cassie was in heaven as Renee's tongue snaked and writhed all over
      her dripping sex, circling her clit, then dipping lower to thrust
      deep inside her. Cassie had felt like she was fumbling and muddling
      through when she ate Renee out, but Renee obviously already had the
      talent. Her tongue was efficient and deft, quickly driving Cassie
      right to the edge of orgasm.

      Cassie had no desire to prolong her pleasure. She tried to reach
      down and hold the back of Renee's head, just like Renee had done to
      her, but Renee slapped her hands away dismissively. She might be on
      her knees right now, but the queen bee was still in charge. The
      slow, teasing cunnilingus was going to proceed at her pace, not
      Cassie's. With her hands free, Cassie was free to play with her
      tits, sliding up the lower hem of her tiny shirt to free them and
      begin teasing and pulling her stiff pink nipples.

      She could immediately feel the orgasm rumbling toward her as her
      whole body flooded with the sinful pleasure of submission. Renee's
      hands slid behind her, cupping Cassie's ample butt and pulling her
      tight to the cheer captain's slithering tongue. Cassie's virgin
      pussy fluttered and clenched around the intrusion, desperate for
      more sensation. As the pleasure roared through her, she gripped and
      squeezed her sensitive tits with convulsive force.

      But the climax Cassie was expecting never came. She rode there on
      the ragged edge of orgasm, desperate to receive the full satisfying
      release she craved, yet unable to plunge over the edge. Renee was
      toying with her, working her up right to the very precipice again
      and again with her skillfully wriggling tongue, then back off just
      when it seemed like Cassie was about to cum. Cassie looked down as
      another slutty moan burst from her lips to see Renee staring up
      from between her thighs, mouth buried in her toy's cunt, but eyes
      burning upward with silent intensity, lustful and dominant and
      mocking all at once.

      Cassie knew what she needed to do. Renee wouldn't let her cum
      unless she proved exactly how submissive she was. This wasn't just
      a reward Renee was granting her for obeying once. This was a
      renewal of their previous relationship. Renee wanted proof that
      Cassie accepted her subservience. And this close to the orgasm that
      she craved so badly, Cassie couldn't hold herself back. With a
      shuddering breath, she opened her mouth to say the humiliating
      words that she knew would earn her the orgasm she craved.

      And that was when the door they had just come through burst open,
      revealing the last person that Cassie expected.

      Principal Wheaton, the wiry old principal whose eyes had always
      wandered a little too easily over the bodies of his students, stood
      just a few feet away. The stooped man froze, mouth falling open and
      bloodshot eyes going wide behind his thick glasses as he took in
      the impossibly erotic sight.

      Cassie immediately flushed bright red. She knew what an obscene
      sight it must be. A curvy, busty cheerleader with her naked tits in
      her groping hands as the lovely cheer captain knelt between her
      thighs, eating her out with slurping enthusiasm. It was like
      something out of a porn. It was even worse than the humiliating
      show that she had just given to a gym full of her classmates,
      because that had at least a thin excuse that she was doing a cheer.
      This was just straight up lesbian sex out in public.

      Although Cassie didn't manage to squeak out anything, Renee caught
      the rigid shock and look of mortified embarrassment on Cassie's
      face as the stranger ogled her ripe young body, which was still
      pulsing with pleasure despite the shock of his arrival.

      Renee pulled away from Cassie's drenched pussy with a frown,
      turning to see the principal staring at them from just a few feet
      away. Cassie was expecting Renee to be just as shocked and
      displeased as she was. After all, even if Cassie was the one most
      exposed, Renee was the one on her knees licking another girl's
      pussy. The principal might be a bit of a letch, but surely being
      caught in the act like this on school property was enough to get
      even Renee in trouble.

      Instead, to Cassie's disquiet, an evil grin crossed Renee's
      beautiful, arousal-slicked face. "Well, well, well," purred the
      evil cheer captain, "it appears that we have an audience! Like what
      you see, Wheats?"

      The old man cleared his throat, puffing out his mustache. Although
      he spoke to Renee as he answered, his eyes never left Cassie's ripe
      young tits. "This... is a little irregular even for you, Miss
      Cross," he said in a rough murmur. "But I must admit that the sight
      is... intriguing."

      "Well, don't be shy, Wheats," said Renee regally, extending a hand
      to beckon him forward coyly. "There's nothing my little slut here
      likes more than an audience. Isn't that right, Kissy?"

      Cassie's stomach sank as she realized that Renee had no intention
      of shooing the old creep away. At least they wouldn't get in
      trouble. "Renee!" she whispered, her eyes wide, her heart pounding,
      and her nipples hard enough to cut glass. "I... I m-mean mistress.
      Are you sure? I don't know if I can..."

      Renee just raised an eyebrow. "You're perfectly safe, Kissy. I run
      this fucking school, and nobody can touch you unless I say. Even
      the fucking principal knows that. Besides, you know I'm not lying.
      Getting watched turns you on."

      Cassie moaned, this time with a healthy amount of embarrassment
      mixed with her pleasure as the grinning old man strolled forward,
      eyes greedily flicking up and down her exposed body. She wished she
      could say that Renee was wrong. But even though the new audience
      made her cringe with humiliation, it also made the sweltering heat
      inside her blaze even higher.

      The old man came nearly within arm's reach before Renee snapped her
      fingers and made him stop. "That's far enough, Wheats," she said
      sharply. "I want you to get a good eyeful, but I know how dirty old
      men are. Any closer and those hands might start to itch, and the
      temptation will be too great."
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      Principal Wheaton didn't even reply, just nodding distractedly,
      his eyes as wide as half-dollars as he drank in the sight of
      Cassie's slutty young body. Cassie felt his lecherous gaze on her
      stiff nipples and dripping pussy like a burning weight. She had
      performed for people online before. She had just flaunted her
      nearly-naked body in front of the entire senior class. But none of
      that had been as close and personal as this. He was right there,
      almost close enough to touch but not quite... and a quick,
      frightened glance downward showed Cassie that the old man was
      already sporting an erection.

      "Well, what do you say, Kissy dearest?" asked Renee tauntingly from
      between her trembling thighs. "I'm sure that principal works hard
      every day to deal with the ungrateful student body. Shall we pay
      him back with a little personal show of your student
      body?"

      Cassie bit her lip and shook her head. She simultaneously had never
      been hornier or more embarrassed in her entire life. She wished she
      could disappear... yet at the same time having such avid attention
      focused on her naked body filled her with boiling lust. "I... I
      don't know if I can, mistress!" She whined. It still felt wrong to
      call Renee that, but Cassie knew that there was no way that Renee
      would respond right now if she didn't use the proper name.

      Renee extended her tongue to lick Cassie's throbbing slit from the
      bottom to the top in one long, slow, teasing movement, maintaining
      smoldering eye contact the entire time. When she reached Cassie's
      clit she paused there for a moment, pushing her tongue against it
      with insistent pressure. Finally, she pulled back just an inch, so
      that Cassie could still feel the bratty queen bee's breath on her
      clit as she said, "Ok... we can be done if you want, Kissy dear.
      But that means giving up your prize. I'm not the kind of girl to
      take a rain check. Either we are doing this now, old perv and all,
      or we aren't doing it ever. Your call."

      Cassie whined and raised her hands to cover her eyes, which had the
      unintended effect of unveiling her heavy round tits in all their
      glory to the principal's wandering eyes. She wasn't sure she could
      handle an audience to the sloppy, humiliating orgasm she was about
      to experience. Not because it would spoil her pleasure. Just the
      poopsite, in fact; she was worried that cumming like a slut in
      front of a stranger might melt her brain from the sheer taboo
      kinkiest of it all.

      But she had no choice. Cassie had tunnel vision, and the only thing
      that mattered to her was cumming. She whispered through the hands
      clutching her face, "P-please mistress... make me cum."

      "Good girl," said Renee smugly, then renewed her grip on her
      submissive's ass and lunged forward, working with her lips and
      tongue, rapidly bringing Cassie to the edge of orgasm once again.
      This time, as Cassie's curvy young body writhed and arched, she was
      painfully aware of the sexual spectacle she was putting on for the
      greedy eyes of the leering old man standing nearby. A thrill of
      mortified embarrassment tinged with red-hot lust shot through her
      as the man palmed the front of his dress pants, squeezing and
      gripping the flesh bulging upward beneath.

      Despite how uncomfortably horny his presence made her, Cassie
      couldn't stop herself from peering curiously at the principal's
      bulge and the way he gripped and stroked it through his pants.
      It's because of me... a heated little voice whispered in
      her head. I'm the one making him feel this way. That dirty
      thought made another sighing moan slip from her throat... then made
      her thrill as she watched her sound of pleasure make the older
      man's cock visibly twitch.

      Renee backed up a little with a catlike grin. "Mmmm, I think our
      audience deserves to have a little more fun, don't you, Kissy?
      Don't you think we should let the poor, hardworking principal touch
      himself a little?"

      Cassie's eyes focused on the bulge in the pervert's pants. She
      intended to say no, but for some reason when her lips parted she
      heard herself moan "Yesss, Mistress."

      Renee leaned forward to give her clit a hot, wet little kiss. "I
      think so too... so why don't you ask him nicely, Kissy? Ask the
      nice man to jerk off for you while you cum all over my face."

      Cassie couldn't believe what she was doing, but the words burst
      from her glossy, parted lips, dripping with pleasure, sounding like
      the total slut that this old man must see her as. "Jerk off for me
      Mr. Wheaton. Watch me cummmm."

      The lecherous, leering old man didn't need to be asked twice.
      Cassie's heart skipped a beat as he unzipped his pants. In seconds,
      his cock bounced out into the open air, shortish, but thick and
      throbbing with desire. Cassie was repulsed, but at the same time
      fascinated by the sight as the stranger gripped his cock tight in
      his hand and started pumping it swiftly.

      The wildly grinning principal wheezed with delight as he began
      rapidly jerking off, feasting his eyes on Cassie's naked body.
      Renee renewed her teasing service, feasting once again on Cassie's
      overheated cunt, devouring her with lips, teeth and tongue and
      playing Cassie's young body like a fiddle.

      Cassie gasped, her whole body straining with pleasure, and her eyes
      locked on the dirty old principal's cock as the pleasure of Renee's
      mouth poured through her. She had started to think, after all of
      the teasing and erotic tension that Renee and the cheer squad had
      put her through, that she might just be a lesbian, but the erotic
      heat of a man just feet away jerking off to her body proved that
      she must be bi. Although Cassie had no desire for the principal
      himself, the sight of his cock called to her in a way that was
      almost magnetic.

      Renee popped up again, taking little licks between words as she
      said, "Mmmm, I can see that look in your eyes, you little slut...
      you're thirsty for cock, aren't you? Well that can be arranged. Do
      you want to lose that v card right here and now? Have this dirty
      old perv bend you over and take you behind the school? That would
      be pretty hot, right?"

      Cassie shook her head frantically, even as her poor pussy clenched
      at the filthy idea. Here? Now? Giving herself to a pervert? The
      idea was so wrong that it should have been completely disgusting
      and terrifying, but instead it made another desperate moan force
      its way out of her throat, overriding any ability for her to
      protest. In a dizzying moment, Cassie realized that she couldn't
      resist right now. Her libido was steering her, and she had no way
      to fight back. The lecherous old man grunted in delight, tugging
      his cock with manic intensity and licking his lips, any pretense of
      being a caring educator utterly discarded as she pleasured himself
      to a student's naked body.

      Renee shook with laughter, biting her lip. "Awwww, you really would
      do it if I asked, wouldn't you, slut? You would do anything if it
      meant I let you cum. Well, don't fret, Kissy. I'm not going to let
      this old perv punch your v-card. I still have something much more
      special in mind for that. But I do want you to do one more thing
      before you get that sweet, sweet reward. I want you to dirty talk
      him. When he cums for you, you get to cum. Not before." She leaned
      forward and planted one last feather-light kiss on Cassie's needy
      pussy before she got back to work. "Get started, Kissy. Give him a
      show that will really knock his socks off."

      Cassie wasn't even in the right headspace to consider what Renee
      was asking her to do. All defiance was gone, and right now the only
      thing left was weak, willing submission and a desperate,
      instinctive need to cum. As Renee nestled her face back between
      Cassie's thighs, sucking and licking and teasing Cassie right to
      the edge, but not over, Cassie turned her eyes to the principal she
      had always looked down on. The man she needed to talk off before
      she could get the satisfaction she craved.

      Cassie didn't mince words; she locked eyes with the older man's
      watery, leering gaze and lifted her hands to massage her ripe young
      tits once again. "I need you to cum for me, Principal Wheaton," she
      moaned desperately. "Please. Please cum."

      "Call me 'Sir'," insisted the man in a wheezing voice, grinning to
      show a set of clenched, yellowish teeth. "And you're going to have
      to do a lot better than that if you want me to jizz for you, Miss
      Swallowes." He still pumped his throbbing cock, but slowly,
      savoring the moment and forcing Cassie to give him the filthy show
      he wanted if she was going to get her orgasm.

      Cassie hissed in frustration, her hands grasping tight at her
      aching breasts. "Fuck you, old man!" She spat angrily. The foul
      language flowed awkwardly off her tongue: Cassie was unused to
      swearing. Her parents had raised her better than that. But her
      parents had also raised her not to get eaten out behind the high
      school while her principal stroked his cock to the sight, so the
      dirty language seemed appropriate. Cassie felt a wild surge of
      annoyance that the weaselly little man was trying to manipulate
      her. She might submit to Renee, but that was only because Renee was
      obviously superior. She would talk the old man off, but she wasn't
      about to whine and beg.

      "Jerk that dirty cock for me, old man," she demanded in a throaty
      voice, her wide hips writhing forward in liquid, circular movements
      toward the tongue pleasuring her. "I need you to cum."

      "Young lady, I told you to call me..."

      Cassie cut him off. "I don't care what you want, pervert," she
      snarled, kneading her tits and humping Renee's face desperately.
      "Do you not see these breasts? These perfect nipples? This is the
      sexiest thing you've ever seen in your miserable life, and we both
      know it. Are you going to jerk off and cum for your student like
      the pervert you are, or are you going to stand there
      whining?"

      "You little bitch," fumed the wiry old man. But despite his obvious
      fury, Cassie couldn't help but notice that his hand sped up. His
      short, thick cock was an angry red, so stiff that it seemed ready
      to burst out of its skin. "I should just not cum to teach you a
      lesson!"

      "But you won't!" moaned Cassie. With a little hesitation in her
      heart, she did her best to lick her lips seductively and pinch her
      nipples, giving the old pervert a show he wouldn't forget. "Because
      that would mean denying yourself too. And you want to cum almost as
      much as I do, don't you, Principal Wheaton?"

      The old man was breathing hard now, his hand pumping rapidly up and
      down his cock, and even with her sexual inexperience, Cassie could
      tell that he was at his limit. She decided to go for broke.

      "Cum for me," she demanded in a pleasure-soaked growl. "Look at
      this perfect young body and shoot all of that hot cum out of your
      gross old dick. Please sir... I want it." She accompanied her final
      sensual whine by sticking out her tongue and cupping her boobs from
      beneath to make them seem even bigger and juicier than usual.
      Finally, the principal gave in with a grunt, squeezing his cock
      tight and spraying thick globs of semen onto the asphalt behind the
      school. Cassie felt an old sense of accomplishment as the old creep
      orgasmed. She had managed to get a man to cum with her words and
      body alone... and even if the man in question was distasteful to
      her, having that sort of control gave her a strange sense of
      power.

      But Cassie didn't have the chance to savor her achievement for
      long. Renee's tongue circled swiftly around her throbbing clit as
      she increased the maddening suction of her lips. Cassie sucked in a
      gasping breath as she realized that she was finally going to get
      the reward she had been promised.

      Cassie squeezed her eyes shut, her blood thundering in her ears and
      every muscle straining as she savored the sensations roaring
      through her. The orgasm that was swelling inside her was going to
      be the biggest she had ever had. She could sense it. After hours of
      dissatisfaction and teasing, nothing stood in the way of her
      slippery slope toward total sexual bliss.

      In the last moment before her climax crested, Cassie instinctively
      opened her eyes and looked down. Renee's intense brown eyes stared
      back up at her, fierce and dominant and possessive. A tiny twist of
      fear flickered through Cassie at the expression in her enemy's
      eyes.

      Triumph... and wild, sadistic glee.

      A fleeting voice inside Cassie questioned if she would ever be able
      to say 'no' to this beautiful monster ever again. Then her
      reservations were swallowed in a tidal wave of sensation as her
      orgasm lit her body and mind on fire.

      Cassie's eyes went wide as her back arched. Her hands squeezed
      convulsively over her naked tits, and a strangled moan forced
      itself from her throat. It felt like every nerve on her body was on
      fire with sexual pleasure. Her mind sparkled and fizzed with sexual
      fireworks, unable to form a single thought. Renee's wicked little
      tongue slithered and writhed over her clit, expertly forcing Cassie
      to ride the ragged edge of orgasm, keeping her squarely in the
      white-hot intensity of glorious release. Copious juices ran down
      Cassie's pale thighs and Renee's dusky chin, staining the cracked
      concrete. Desperate, slutty moans rang out, echoing off the brick
      walls of the school.

      Cassie had no idea how long her orgasm lasted. It felt like hours,
      but it was likely a little more than five minutes. Renee never let
      up, forcing her to chain orgasm after orgasm together, melting her
      mind with pleasure and forging the connection between pleasure and
      submission even stronger in the little sub's brain.

      Finally, Renee pulled back, releasing Cassie. Cassie slid down the
      wall and slumped to her side onto the dirty concrete, panting and
      drained. She realized too late that she had laid with her shoulder
      directly on the puddle of jizz that principal Wheaton had left
      behind, but for the moment, she was too dazed to care. Speaking of
      the principal, he must have left while Cassie was climaxing,
      because he was nowhere to be seen. Cassie figured that he must have
      worried that her moans would draw someone's attention, and thought
      being caught with a mostly-naked student would be bad for his
      reputation. Luckily, he was wrong. They were still alone.

      As Cassie tried to catch her breath and overcome the sleepy golden
      daze of her afterglow, Renee stood, wiping her chin with a
      self-satisfied smirk. "Well done today, Kissy," she said, her
      perfect lips drawing up into a predatory smile, "I'm happy that we
      can go right back to the way things were."

      Cassie blinked and sighed. She thought about telling Renee that
      this was a one-time deal, and that she still had no intention of
      being controlled, but for now she just took the path of least
      resistance and said what she knew that Renee wanted to hear.

      "Yes, Mistress."

      "Good," said Renee decisively, clapping her hands together and
      turning back toward the building. "Anyway. I have things I need to
      attend to. Good home and get some rest. I have big plans in store
      for you soon. I have to set up my plan for your first time, after
      all!"

      That's right... Even through the golden haze of her post-orgasmic
      bliss, Cassie's belly squirmed at the thought. She had promised
      that Renee would set up her first time getting fucked by a man.
      And, after today, she probably didn't have any prayer of
      refusing.

      The click of a door shocked Cassie out of her reverie. Renee had
      reentered the school, leaving Kissy alone, lying on her side on the
      pavement, tits uncovered, thighs slick with lubrication and saliva,
      and shoulder lying in a cooling puddle of her principal's jizz.
      Renee was right. She needed to get home.

      Cassie got back up on shaky legs. She pulled the inadequate top
      back down, returning to the door and already planning how best to
      get back to the counsellor's office and her abandoned clothes
      without being seen by anyone.

      *Clunk*

      The door wouldn't open. A prickle of disquiet flashed through
      Cassie.

      She tried it again, but it was obvious that it was no use. The door
      was locked.

      ...

      Gina breathed out a deep sigh of relief as she finally made it to
      her car and got behind the wheel. She had thought the long day of
      humiliation and sexual torture would never end, but here she was,
      finally ready to go home.

      Not only had she been paraded around in front of all her husband's
      coworkers as some sort of disgraceful bimbo slut, but Victor had
      pressured her into sucking off his business associates as a
      sweetener to the deal they were working on. She could still feel
      the sticky remains of their jizz all over her face.

      She really had to buy more fucking wet wipes and keep them handy in
      the car.

      But for now, what she really had to do was get home as quickly as
      she could... and try to sneak back in without Darren seeing her in
      this state. Unfortunately for her, Grace the secretary had swiftly
      disposed of her street clothes, so she had no choice but to go home
      in the insulting slutty secretary outfit Victor had forced her to
      wear.

      ...she really had to start keeping a back-up outfit in her car as
      well.

      Gina knew that Darren was going to find out about her new position
      eventually. Probably the very next day, in fact. But she was still
      holding out hope she could convince Victor to let her go to work in
      professional attire the following morning and sweep her first
      humiliating day under the rug. If she wasn't careful, going
      straight home with skimpy, tattered clothes and sperm drying on her
      face would reveal everything to Darren right away. The smart thing
      to do was to give him a call and feel out whether it was safe to
      return. She tossed her hair, glanced at herself in the rearview
      mirror, then winced and looked away at the humiliating sight as the
      phone rang in her hand.

      Finally, after a few rings, Darren picked up the phone. From the
      background noise, Gina could tell that he was in the car, and she
      felt a wild stab of hope. Maybe she could find a way out of
      revealing her humiliating new position to her husband after all.
      "Hey, honey," she said in a breezy, casual voice. Just finishing up
      at work. I was wondering what you're up to."

      "Oh! N-not much, sweetheart," said Darren evasively. "I just swung
      by Cassie's school for a second and now I'm on my way back."

      Even through her own panic, Gina frowned. She knew her husband like
      the back of her hand. Darren stuttered when he was nervous. Why
      would he be nervous right now? And why had he been at Cassie's
      school in the first place? To visit that little bitch who had put
      him in a cock cage?

      Whatever. She didn't have time to deal with that right now. She
      could worry more about how shifty Darren was being when she stopped
      trying to hide something herself. "I wonder if you could swing by
      the store and pick up a few things on your way home," said Gina
      smoothly, making things up on the fly. "I was planning to stop
      myself, but I'm just exhausted after work."

      "Oh! Uhhh, sure. I guess so." He sounded reluctant, but Gina knew
      that wouldn't be an issue. Her husband had always been content to
      let her take the lead. And right now it didn't matter if he
      preferred not to go shopping; she needed him out of the house until
      she had a chance to hide her slutty new uniform and rinse off the
      strangers' cum that had dried on her body.

      "Great. We need bread, hamburger, and garlic powder. Oh! And if you
      have time to stop at the department store and get some oven
      cleaner, we could really use it as well. We're past due for a
      cleaning." There. Sending him to two different stores would give
      her the time she needed.

      "S-sure," said Darren with a little sigh. "No problem. I'll see you
      at home then."

      Normally Gina would have spent a bit more time on small talk with
      him, but right now she needed to get home as soon as possible.
      "Great! See you soon." She hung up the phone and tossed it in her
      passenger's seat. But just as she had turned on the car and thrown
      it into reverse, her phone rang again.

      It was probably just Dareen with some inane question about what
      brand of oven cleaner he should buy. Gina considered just ignoring
      it, but as she zoomed out of the parking garage, she sighed and
      scooped up the phone. Surprisingly, it was actually from
      Cassie.
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      Gina's relationship with her daughter had been a little tense
      for the past year or so. It had started long before Gina's life had
      been blown up by her husband's evil boss. Gina felt a little pang
      of guilt as she realized that she hadn't been thinking about her
      daughter very much at all in the past month or two, apart from a
      few embarrassing moments when her raging libido had gotten the
      better of her and she had seen Cassie as a woman rather than a
      daughter.

      This was really not the time to try to rebuild their relationship.
      Gina had to hurry if she was going to hide her slutty escapades.
      But that little stab of guilt made her press the green button and
      raise the phone to her face. "Hi Cassandra," she said quickly. "I'm
      a little busy right now. Could I call you back in a half-hour? Or
      maybe we could just talk at home?"

      "Mom, I need you to come pick me up," said Cassie in a rush. "It's
      sort of urgent."

      That gave Gina pause. Cassie didn't usually call her "mom" anymore,
      opting instead for the more impersonal first name. In other
      circumstances, Gina would have been thrilled. But now was the worst
      possible time. "Sorry, dear, but I'm dealing with something. I'm
      just not available right now. Have you tried calling your
      father?"

      "I can't!" said Cassie, and her miserable tone made Gina feel
      guiltier. "It's just... It's hard to explain, but I need someone to
      come get me right away. It's really important, Mom."

      Just based on how panicked she sounded, Gina didn't doubt that
      Cassie was in the middle of some sort of crisis. But whatever she
      had going on couldn't possibly match Gina's very adult issue.
      Besides, the last thing Gina wanted was to pick up her daughter
      while wearing slutty clothes, her face tacky with drying sperm.
      Cassie was an innocent girl who was too pure to even understand how
      her mother could have been caught in a position like this. There
      was no way Cassie would respect her mother ever again if she saw
      her as she was now. Besides, it was actually better if Cassie
      wasn't home right now, so Gina had time to change.

      "I just can't, sweetheart. I'm dealing with an emergency myself.
      Call your father. Or a rideshare. I'll see you soon."

      Cassie was silent on the other end of the line for a moment, then
      in the background of the call, Gina heard the faint honk of a car.
      Finally, Cassie spoke again, her voice cold. "Fine. I should have
      known better to think I could count on you, Gina."

      Gina tried to apologise again, but Cassie hung up immediately. Gina
      dropped the phone with a conflicted expression on her face. She
      could tell that this would be just one more point of evidence for
      her daughter's unfairly negative opinion of her, but she had no
      idea what she could have done in this case.

      Victor's meddling wasn't just tearing apart her marriage now; it
      was also poisoning her relationship with her daughter. Gina sighed
      deeply. She just had to last until her contract ran out. And then
      she could start working on her relationship with Cassie. And Darren
      for that matter.

      For now, the only thing she could do was try to speed home and hide
      her worst transgressions of the day.

      ...

      Cassie didn't even know why she was disappointed. Her mother had
      always been a self-important bitch. Part of her had known when she
      picked up the phone that Gina wouldn't be able to see Cassie's
      problems as more important than her own, no matter how urgent the
      situation was.

      Cassie's first call had been to Renee. She initially thought there
      had to be some mistake and Renee had left her locked out by
      accident. It soon became clear that wasn't the case. Cassie's calls
      and texts went completely ignored. This was just another twist of
      the knife from the evil cheer captain. A way to show that she had
      total control over Cassie, even if she had deigned to lick her
      toy's pussy. Cassie could have called her Dad..., but for some
      reason, the idea of her Dad, who Cassie had been having strange
      sexual feelings about, seeing her nearly naked in the skimpy
      cheerleader outfit was intolerable to Cassie. He would know exactly
      how much of a slut his little girl was, and that felt almost...
      dangerous in a weird way.

      It probably would have helped to convince her mom if Cassie had
      described exactly what was going on, but she couldn't bring herself
      to explain. That reaction didn't make much sense; after all, if
      Gina had actually come to pick her up, she would have seen the
      humiliating cheerleader outfit herself. But Gina was a poised,
      confident woman who owned her sexuality and would never be caught
      in this sort of embarrassing situation in a million years. Sure,
      there had been some odd signs that Gina was a little more sexually
      adventurous than Cassie had known. That strange picture of her
      kneeling naked at a stranger's feet and the odd masturbation
      session Cassie had seen, for one. But her mom had never taken shit
      from anyone, and even if she was giving men blowjobs in public,
      Cassie had a rock-solid belief that it had to be because Gina was
      in control, and it was exactly what her mom wanted to do.

      Cassie knew that part of her smoldering resentment of Gina was
      jealousy. If she was as strong as her mother, Renee would never
      have ensnared her. She had needed some of her mother's strength
      today. But it looked like Gina had none to spare. Cassie was at a
      loss for words, unsure of how exactly to convey her disappointment
      in her mother while not sounding like a spoiled child.

      Luckily, something shook her out of her funk. A silver sedan
      screeched to a halt behind the school building, just a few yards
      away. The sun glared off the windshield, so Cassie couldn't see who
      was inside, but whoever it was honked loudly, and a second later a
      feminine arm stuck out the window, impatiently beckoning Cassie
      forward.

      Cassie had no idea who it could be, except that it wasn't Renee
      because the arm was white. But she was happy to take any port in a
      storm at this point. She found her voice and managed to get out,
      "Fine. I should have known better to think I could count on you,
      Gina." Then she hung up the phone and cautiously approached the
      car.

      When she got around to the rolled-down passenger window, Cassie
      almost gave up and tried to call her dad, even if it would mean he
      saw her as a filthy slut.

      Melissa grinned at her from behind the wheel, her clear blue eyes
      flicking up and down Cassie's exposed body with obvious amusement.
      "Hey, slut. Renee told me you might need a ride. Hop in."

      Cassie took a deep breath and counted to three before reluctantly
      opening the car door and sliding into the passenger seat. Cassie
      had a love-hate relationship with Renee, but she felt only
      smoldering animosity for the tall, perfect blonde in the driver's
      seat.

      ...but that wasn't to say there wasn't an attraction there despite
      the anger and disdain. Melissa was still wearing her cheer uniform
      as well, and Cassie couldn't help but run her eyes up Melissa's
      long, slim legs as she got in the car. Even this soon after her
      mindblowing orgasm, Cassie felt a reluctant twist of heat flare
      inside her. As a result of Renee's manipulation, her libido had
      been off the charts lately. It wasn't helped by the fact that she
      had eaten Melissa out before. It had been a forced "apology" for a
      slap that the co-captain of the squad had richly deserved, not
      actual passion, but it was hard to look at someone the same way
      after you had been tongue-deep in their pussy.

      Melissa almost seemed to read Cassie's thoughts. She chuckled, then
      put the car in drive and zoomed in a tight circle out of the
      parking lot behind the school. "So... liked your training uniform
      so much that you decided to wear it all the time, huh?" asked
      Melissa with barely concealed amusement.

      "Shut up," muttered Cassie, crossing her arms uncomfortably and
      staring out the window, trying not to engage the bitchy blonde on
      the short ride home.

      "Aww, don't be like that," said Melissa with a giggle. "We've been
      at each other's throats lately, and I think that's a shame. After
      all, we're both cheerleaders, both best friends with Renee, and
      both at the top of the class. We have more in common than
      different. I almost see you as my little sister."

      Cassie stiffened as Melissa casually reached over and laid a warm
      hand on her bare thigh. She hated the way the physical contact sent
      butterflies fluttering through her stomach. She reached down to
      remove the hand, saying in a tight, controlled voice, "I'm pretty
      sure I'm a couple months older than you, Mel. And I know by now
      that I can't trust you. But nice try."

      Mel refused to remove her hand, keeping it firmly in place on
      Cassie's thigh as she stared at the road, a faint smile on her
      lips. "We don't have to be enemies, Cassie," she said softly. "In
      fact, it might be nice to have someone in your corner now that
      Renee has you right where she wants you. In a lot of ways I'm in a
      similar position. But I've learned over time that there are ways to
      push back against her, if you're careful."

      Cassie was taken aback. Not just from the unexpected offer of help,
      but also by Mel calling her "Cassie" instead of "Kissie". Normally
      the bitchy blonde was in total lockstep with Renee. Even the
      suggestion that she might help Cassie resist was shocking.

      And hard to believe.

      "Ok," said Cassie cautiously. "I'll keep it in mind." Either Mel
      was being sincere in offering help to Cassie, or she was laying a
      trap, but either way, it seemed safest to at least pretend she was
      interested in the help.

      "Good. Glad to be building a new relationship with you, sis," said
      Mel brightly, finally removing her hand. Cassie breathed a sigh of
      relief. She had thought she was about to get fingered yet again,
      and even if a perverse part of her mind craved that, the thought of
      bonding with Mel in that particular way seemed wrong for some
      reason.

      "We can start turning over a new leaf with a sleepover at my place.
      How does tomorrow sound? I'll have to invite Renee, but that
      doesn't mean we can't get to know each other a little better at the
      same time. I'll even show you how to steer her a little."

      It was hard to overstate how unappealing the idea was, but Cassie
      was so relieved that Mel had no further sinister plans for her that
      she agreed without thinking. "Sure. I guess so."

      In a few more silent minutes, they had made it to Cassie's house.
      It was a massive relief to hop out of the car and escape the
      awkward conversation, even if she would have to hustle inside so
      none of the neighbors saw her in the embarrassing outfit.

      "See you tomorrow, sis!" called Mel from the idling car as Cassie
      bolted toward the front door and hunted for the key under the rock,
      trying hard not to bend over enough for any possible watchers to
      see under her skirt. "We're going to have an incredible time. I
      just know it!"

      ...

      Mel watched with smug satisfaction as the little slut bent over,
      showing her fat ass to the neighborhood as she hunted for her spare
      key.

      What a fucking loser. But hey, at least she's easy on the
      eyes.

      Mel wasn't sure she quite believed Renee's strange story about
      Kissy being her half-sister. It felt mildly insulting to share DNA
      with such a slutty bimbo. Also, the story, which apparently came
      from Kissy's slut of a mother, seemed vague and uncertain. Mel's
      dad could be Kissy's dad too. Or it could be the cuck she had grown
      up calling Daddy. But the possibility remained. Mel and Kissy could
      be sisters by blood.

      It added a... strange wrinkle to the tasks that Renee had given
      Mel. She was supposed to invite the bimbo over for a sleepover to
      lay the groundwork for her dad to fuck Kissy. Did the old man know
      that the girl he was supposed to fuck might be his daughter? The
      idea filled Mel with squirming disgust mixed with a strange
      infusion of kinky desire.

      Even worse, Renee told Mel to warm Kissy up a little further on the
      car ride home with her fingers. But Mel had hesitated. If Kissy
      really was her sister, was that really something Mel wanted to get
      involved with? The memory of sitting on the bimbo's face now felt
      twisted and taboo... and somehow even more erotic.

      Mel wasn't sure what to think anymore. She would have to make her
      decision on what tactic to take before tomorrow night. In the
      meantime, she needed to report back. She pulled out her phone and
      texted Renee that the sleepover was a go.

      As she typed, an SUV with a gorgeous but harried woman behind the
      wheel zoomed into the Harlowes' driveway, entered the garage, then
      closed the door behind it.

      It looked like Kissy might accidentally run into her own mother
      while dressed like a fucking slut. Mel wished she could see that
      shitshow, but her part in the evening was over. She drove away,
      still thinking about what might happen the following evening.

      ...

      Gina wasn't even really thinking anymore by the time she rolled
      into the garage and got out of the car. Darren wasn't home yet, so
      she was working on autopilot, knowing that she had only a few
      precious minutes before he would arrive.

      That left her unprepared for the confrontation that she walked into
      when she entered through the kitchen door.

      Cassie stood there at the kitchen counter, dressed up in the
      ridiculously skimpy cheerleader outfit that she had assured her
      parents was just for training. Gina had seen it before, but that
      didn't stop her eyes from going wide as they traced the alluring
      and embarrassing display of her daughter's assets. Before all of
      this strange business with Victor, Gina would never have suspected
      she was bisexual, but now, after he had turned her libido up to the
      boiling point, even the sight of her daughter's body was enough to
      send a shiver of heat through Gina, as embarrassing as that was to
      admit.

      But what Cassie was wearing wasn't the issue. The issue was Gina's
      clothes. Although she now had the slutty heels dangling from her
      fingers, she was still wearing the rest of her humiliating
      secretary outfit. Dark, sheer stockings clung tight to her thick
      thighs, with a restrictive pencil skirt above them that was just
      short enough to show their lacy tops. The shirt was even worse. At
      the start of the farcical "training shift" that Victor had put her
      through, it had merely been mostly see-through and too small. Now
      it was evidence of the sexual domination that Victor and his
      business colleagues had put her through. Only a few buttons
      remained that hadn't been ripped off, and the thin white fabric was
      stained and splashed with globs of cum that had already begun to
      harden into stiff, yellowish stains.

      In short, Gina no longer looked like a slutty secretary so much as
      she did a well-used whore. She was caught like a deer in the
      headlights as Cassie stared her mother up and down, her mouth
      falling open in shock. Gina didn't know what to say. The weight of
      her daughter's eyes seemed to crash down on her. There was simply
      no good explanation for why she had arrived home dressed like a
      cheap whore and covered in semen. Now her rebellious daughter, who
      had once worshipped the ground her mother walked on, was having all
      of her respect squeezed out of her. Gina could see it in her
      eyes.

      "Mom," gasped Cassie with wide eyes, her eyes focusing on Gina's
      barely-concealed breasts and the way her rounded hips filled out
      her tight skirt. "What the fuck?"

      It was the first time that Gina had ever heard her daughter swear,
      and she had an absurd urge to deliver a lecture on language. The
      impulse died quickly, however, replaced by a crashing wave of
      shame. Gina's hands moved on their own, instinctively covering her
      breasts. Not only to hide them from her daughter's disgusted eyes,
      but also to conceal the sudden stiffening of her nipples. Gina
      realized with horror that the fetishes for exhibitionism and
      humiliation that Victor had been training into her weren't turned
      off just because the person triggering them was her daughter. Far
      from it, in fact. Gina had noticed that Cassie was a sexually
      attractive young woman lately, and her daughter's judgmental gaze
      was lighting a twisted fire inside Gina.

      Gina was getting horny from being exposed as a slut in her
      daughter's eyes. She needed to escape before this got worse than it
      already was. With a hot blush staining her face and one arm
      clutched over her stiffening nipples, Gina turned toward the safety
      of her bedroom, beating a humiliating retreat from the eyes of her
      daughter.

      Unfortunately, Cassie seemed to have recovered quickly from her
      shock, asking sharply, "Is this why you couldn't come help me?
      Because you were out fucking someone?"

      Gina froze in her tracks, a sudden spike of anger ripping through
      her, blending strangely with her powerful arousal. She turned
      toward her daughter and snarled, "We will discuss this later. Your
      father and I are going through something that you couldn't possibly
      understand!"

      Cassie marched across the room toward her, eyes blazing, and, even
      in that moment of heated confrontation, Gina noted with a jolt of
      wet, hot lust that her daughter's nipples were getting stiff as
      well, beginning to poke through the thin material of her slutty
      cheerleader top.

      "I know that women don't dress like that unless they plan on having
      sex," said Cassie with a sneer. "And I know that isn't Dad's cum
      all over you. Does Daddy even know where you were or what you were
      doing? Would he really be ok with you being some other man's
      slut?"

      Gina's hand moved on its own, flashing out with lightning speed and
      catching her daughter on the cheek. It was the first time that Gina
      had ever slapped Cassie, and they both stood there, shocked and
      speechless for a moment in the aftermath... both now with obviously
      bullet-hard nipples poking out of their respective slutty uniforms.
      Gina managed to recover from her shock first, saying coldly, "I'm
      not going to be judged by a girl wearing a cheerleader uniform
      straight out of a porno. When I said you couldn't possibly
      understand what I'm going through, I meant it. I'm not just wearing
      this to get my classmates' cocks hard, unlike you. And no, your
      father doesn't know the specifics sometimes, but he knows and
      approves of the... overall situation, and he trusts me. That's more
      than you need to know."

      Cassie looked like she wanted to say something back, but then shook
      her head with a scoff, crossing her arms over her chest in a mirror
      to Gina's attempt to hide her nipples earlier. "Fine. You still
      want to ride that high horse, go right ahead. But I'm not going to
      listen to a lecture about what I'm wearing from a woman covered in
      semen. I knew that you always thought you were better than me, but
      this is just fucking ridiculous."

      Gina had nothing to say in return. Because, as much as she hated to
      admit it, Cassie was right. Right now, she had no moral authority
      to judge. But she also wasn't going to stand here and keep
      justifying herself to her daughter. She regretted the slap, and
      what it might mean for their relationship from this point forward,
      but she'd been backed into a corner by Victor Cross, and it was
      hard to fault herself for being a bit testy. Gina turned and
      finally made her way to the bedroom, slamming and locking the door
      behind her.

      It didn't take long to strip off the degrading clothes and hide
      them deep in her sock drawer where Darren wouldn't stumble on them.
      As she did so, Gina tried her best to get a hold of the deep throb
      of arousal pulsing through her body. It was ridiculous to get
      turned on by being humiliated in front of her daughter... but
      Cassie had just looked so tempting in that tiny cheerleader
      uniform, and Gina found any embarrassing exposure arousing lately.
      Gina took a couple of deep breaths to still her raging libido, but
      it did little good. She was turned on, and there was no wishing
      that away.

      Well, she needed a hot shower to scrub off the residue of her
      humiliation... and if she took a little time during that shower to
      relieve her sexual tension, no one would have to know her dirty
      little secret.
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      That some of that sexual energy had come from her own
      daughter.

      ...

      Cassie's hand rose to touch her stinging cheek as her mother
      slammed the bedroom door behind her. She was shocked that her
      mother had actually slapped her. Gina could be cold and domineering
      sometimes as a parent, but this was the first time she had ever
      gone that far.

      But disillusionment and anger weren't the only things that Cassie
      felt. Her body pulsed with an unwholesome heat, and the sight of
      her mother's ripe body in the skimpy clothes still burned brightly
      in her mind. Honestly, she could barely believe what she had seen.
      Cassie had always worshipped her mother as a self-assured badass
      who was sexy, yet confident, not to mention scrupulously faithless
      to her husband. Even Cassie's rebellious feelings had been fueled
      mainly by a sneaking sense of inadequacy compared to her perfect
      mother.

      The sight of Gina in a rumpled, slutty outfit, smelling like the
      semen that had been sprayed all over her, was making Cassie's image
      of her first and greatest female role model crumble, replaced by
      something disappointing, but also erotic. What could make someone
      as proud and intelligent as Gina crumble into sexual submission?
      Cassie just stood there, buzzing with unfulfilled sexual energy.
      She licked her lips as a strange, reckless compulsion washed over
      her.

      Her mom wanted to slap her and say that her slutty behavior wasn't
      any of Cassie's business? Well then maybe Cassie would make it her
      business. Moving swiftly, with her heart pounding in her chest and
      a twisted heat rising inside her, Cassie moved to the junk drawer
      and pulled out a pair of scissors. She had learned a long time ago
      that the locks on the doors of the house were more for courtesy
      than actually keeping people out who were determined to enter. All
      that it took to open the door to her parents' room was a little
      wiggle of the scissors.

      In the moment the lock opened with a soft click, Cassie wasn't even
      sure what she wanted to do. She was working purely on instinct,
      following illogical impulses from her overheated pussy. The most
      likely outcome was Gina instantly catching her and getting even
      angrier. But now that she was here, Cassie wouldn't be denied. She
      pushed the door open slowly, her heart in her throat, and saw the
      bedroom was empty. The faint sounds of the shower filtering in from
      the master bathroom made it obvious where Gina was.

      Cassie had a vague notion to find the discarded slutty secretary
      outfit her mother had been wearing for some reason and examine it
      more closely... to touch the thick splotches of cum that some
      stranger had squirted all over her gorgeous mother. Was it her boss
      at the law firm? If he was lording his position over Gina for some
      reason, that might explain how he had forced her to submit, and why
      Darren knew and had been forced to accept the arrangement. But the
      clothes were nowhere to be found. So instead, Cassie crept forward
      toward the door to the bathroom.

      At this point, she had gone beyond all logic. She wasn't even sure
      what she was doing anymore... and yet she couldn't stop herself.
      The door to the bathroom was already cracked open, allowing warm
      yellow light and a faint waft of steam to escape into the bedroom.
      Cassie swallowed around her dry mouth as she approached on silent
      feet. Just beyond that door, her mother was naked, with hot water
      cascading down the body she had just flaunted in her degrading
      clothes. The thought stimulated the perverse hunger growing inside
      Cassie. Her outrageous sexual acts of the past few months had
      broken down her inhibitions to almost nothing. She wanted to see
      what was beyond that door, and she wasn't strong enough to hold
      herself back.

      Cassie carefully moved until she was just behind the door and
      paused for a moment. The sound of cascading water was occasionally
      disturbed by little splashes of movement. Gina was definitely
      showering in there. It was a foolish risk to peek. Gina might see
      her instantly. But Cassie's whole body was pulsing with perverse
      heat now. It was a chance she was willing to take.

      Cassie moved with aching slowness so that her mom wouldn't notice
      any darting movements. She put one eye up to the crack in the
      door... and felt the twisted, taboo heat grow stronger, roaring
      through her. Her mother's perfect, curvy body was presented in
      glorious, glowing nudity, wet and slick from the hot water and
      soapy suds cascading down it. Gina was facing forward, and Cassie
      was immensely lucky that her mom had chosen this moment to apply
      shampoo, closing her eyes tightly as she no doubt scrubbed away the
      drying semen in his feathery blonde hair.

      Gina's position gave Cassie a full, unobstructed view through the
      glass shower wall, and she took full advantage of the obscene
      opportunity, feasting her eyes on the body of the woman she had
      once looked up to completely. Her mother's body was a strange
      erotic double of what Cassie saw when she looked in the mirror.
      Cassie knew she had gotten her physique directly from her mom, and
      that was obvious to see here; they had the same hourglass figure.
      But there were fascinating differences as well. While Cassie was
      pale, Gina's skin was bronzed, with no tan lines. At twice Cassie's
      age, it was also no surprise that Gina's body had a more mature
      ripeness to it.

      Even though her mother's body was in some sense familiar territory,
      Cassie couldn't help observing it in close detail now that she had
      this unexpected chance. Gina's tits were full, heavy, and round,
      with big pink nipples that were still standing proud and stiff. Why
      exactly had her nipples been so erect when arguing with her own
      daughter? Was it possible that Gina was turned on by seeing Cassie
      in the cheerleader uniform? It had sort of felt that way the other
      time that Cassie had worn it around her mother too... But that had
      to just be Cassie's arousal talking. There was no way. Cassie's
      wide, greedy eyes traveled downward, over Gina's flat, tanned
      tummy, toward the junction of her juicy thighs.

      Cassie bit her lip as she saw her mother's pussy. It was perfectly
      smooth and soft, utterly devoid of even the slightest sign of
      stubble, let alone hair. Cassie had never thought of her mother as
      the type to religiously wax her pussy, but she supposed that there
      were a lot of things about Gina she hadn't known. The delicate lips
      of her mother's sex were puffy and pink. They almost looked
      swollen. Evidence of hard fucking recently, maybe? It wouldn't be
      surprising. The type of man who would dress her up like a porn
      parody of a sexy secretary then cum all over her face and hair was
      probably also the type to fuck hard, Cassie imagined. The sight
      made the twisted flame of shameful arousal inside her reach a fever
      pitch.

      As Cassie watched, Gina's hands flowed down her body, sluicing off
      thick suds of her shampoo, but also giving her daughter an even
      more pornographic show as her hands slid over the slick skin off
      her breasts, tummy, and thighs.

      Cassie stood spellbound, peeking through the crack as her own
      nipples throbbed in sympathetic stiffness to the pebbled pink nubs
      on her mother's chest. A sweet, hot ache had started between her
      legs, and Cassie rubbed her thighs together gently as she feasted
      her eyes, providing a little friction that sent crackles of sexual
      energy through her nerves.

      She wasn't ready for it when Gina opened her eyes. A cold pulse of
      fear spiked through Cassie's heart. There was simply no explanation
      she could give for why she was peeping on her mother in the shower
      besides the truth: that she was getting off on the sight of Gina's
      perfect body. Cassie stood frozen, ready for Gina to gasp, cover
      herself, and then start yelling angrily. But none of it happened.
      Gina seemed to be in some sort of reverie, and even with her eyes
      open, she was staring into space with a mild frown wrinkling her
      forehead.

      Cassie had gotten lucky that Gina didn't immediately notice her eye
      sneakily peeking in the doorway, but Cassie was still in a position
      of extreme danger. All it would take would be for Gina to look a
      few inches down to notice her. Now was the time to retreat. Cassie
      was about to slowly ease herself away from the doorway when she was
      rooted to the spot once again, unable to move. Unable to even
      breathe.

      One of Gina's hands had slipped down between her plump, tanned
      thighs, her fingers arching delicately to part her lower lips and
      gently touch her sex.

      Oh fuck... Mom is masturbating in the shower.

      Cassie knew it would be better to leave, just as she had been
      planning. The fact that her mom was masturbating made the prospect
      of getting caught even more mortifying. But she couldn't help but
      watch, transfixed, as her mother descended into self-pleasure.
      Besides, Gina's eyes had squeezed shut now, so in a sense Cassie
      was safer than ever... even if this heart-pounding moment didn't
      feel safe at all. Cassie watched with growing arousal as Gina's
      fingers swirled and flexed, feverishly circling her clit with a
      soft, splashing sound of water. Her heart skipped a beat and her
      pussy pulsed with greedy heat as Gina let out a soft moan, her
      perfect lips parting and her eyebrows turning upward with the
      intensity of her pleasure. Gina's free hand rose to her breast,
      cupping and squeezing the heavy tanned orb, rolling her stiff pink
      nipple between thumb and forefinger.

      Cassie's heart pounded, and her mouth felt dry. She could feel how
      hot and wet she was becoming beneath her tiny skirt. Apparently the
      powerful orgasm that Renee had given her earlier wasn't enough to
      satisfy her. Slowly, with a growing sense of shame, Cassie's hand
      slipped down to her skirt, tentatively probing the slick, hot flesh
      beneath. It was sick and wrong to touch herself while staring at
      her mother this way... but Cassie couldn't resist. Not when Gina
      looked this fucking sexy. She felt compelled to mirror her mommy's
      actions, using her as a role model again, but this time for a
      twisted, obscene lesson.

      Cassie had to bite her lip hard to avoid making a sound as she
      began softly circling her clit, mirroring the movements of her
      naked mother in the shower. Her hand rose to her own breast as
      well, sliding up the tiny top impatiently to tease and tug a stiff
      nipple just like Gina was doing. Cassie felt a perverse connection
      with her mother deeper than anything she had felt in the past few
      months as their hands synchronized on their bodies, so similar...
      yet so different. Cassie's breaths became more ragged as she heard
      her mother let out another soft, liquid moan. Cassie was sure that,
      if she wasn't trying to be quiet, the same sounds would be coming
      from her as well, mother and daughter as twisted mirrors,
      harmonizing in a sexual symphony.

      Cassie could see that Gina was getting close to climax. Her perfect
      tanned thighs were trembling, and her fingers were moving faster
      and faster between her legs. The moans were growing sweeter and
      more desperate, although Gina was clearly making an effort to be
      quiet so that Cassie couldn't overhear from her room. Cassie let
      out the tiniest moan herself, muffled through her bitten lips as
      her fingers squirmed and slid over her throbbing clit. She could
      tell she was peaking at just the same rate as her mother. They
      would cum together. That thought blazed with filthy heat in
      Cassie's mind. They had argued harshly, but now Gina would share an
      unknown sizzling sexual connection with her daughter.

      Just before Cassie reached the climax she craved, eyes on her
      masturbating mother, she was interrupted.

      "C-Cassie?" came the shocked voice from behind her, instantly
      sending a pulse of mortified shock through her. She straightened
      swiftly, her face already burning with embarrassment as she saw her
      dad standing in the doorway, a look of utter bewilderment on his
      face. Fuck! Cassie realized that, as she turned to face
      her father, that not only was she still wearing the embarrassingly
      skimpy cheerleader outfit, but that the tiny cutoff top was still
      pulled up to expose her rock-hard nipples. She tugged it back into
      place swiftly, but the damage had already been done. She had been
      bent over, her tits on display and her hand busily rubbing between
      her thighs as she stared into the bathroom where her mother was
      showering.

      She had been caught with her hand in the cookie jar... so to
      speak.

      There was nothing she could say to explain her actions... and the
      longer she stood there, mortified and still buzzing with arousal,
      the greater chance that Gina would shake herself out of her sexual
      haze and realize who had been standing at the bathroom door,
      watching her.

      And that wasn't even mentioning the fact that her father was
      standing there in the doorway, mouth agape as his eyes wandered his
      daughter's scantily clad body. Even in her white-hot panic,
      Cassie's eyes flickered downward to the crotch of her dad's pants,
      trying to see if her slutty display had had any effect on him. But
      there was no obvious bulge. Of course there wouldn't be. Cassie
      felt the crushing shame intensify. What she had been doing was
      disturbing. It was no wonder her Dad hadn't found it sexy. Why was
      that something she was even interested in?

      In her distress, it felt like there was only one course of action
      that made sense to Cassie. She certainly didn't feel like standing
      here and discussing what she had been doing with her Dad. She
      rushed forward past him, leaving him stuttering and shocked, and
      hurried down the hall to her room, mind buzzing with confusion and
      leftover arousal. She slammed the door behind her, breathing
      heavily, then collapsed back on her bed.

      Who knew what her Dad might say to Gina after catching Cassie in
      that position? Was he going to tell Gina that Cassie had been
      touching herself while watching her mother in the shower? Cassie's
      mind raced with guilt and anxiety... but instead of panicking, she
      found her hand slipping between her thighs again, rubbing and
      touching.

      Maybe it was wrong to finish what she started even after being
      caught... but Cassie had done a lot of things today that were
      wrong, and right now she needed relief.

      Cassie rubbed out orgasm after orgasm, thinking back over the day
      and remembering licking Renee's pussy... her humiliating
      performance... her orgasm behind the school... and the sight of her
      mother masturbating in the shower.

      It wasn't until the early hours of the morning that she finally
      collapsed in exhaustion, sexually and mentally spent.

      ...

      Darren thought that, after getting jerked off beneath the bleachers
      while watching his daughter give a lewd routine, his day couldn't
      get any stranger or sexually fraught. He had apparently been
      wrong.

      He still couldn't quite wrap his head around what he had seen when
      he walked into his bedroom, even as he thought back on it the
      morning after. Cassie had been peeking through the bathroom
      doorway, masturbating to Gina in the shower. Or at least that's
      what it had looked like. Maybe Darren was missing something. He had
      always seen Cassie as innocent and pure despite the humiliations
      Renee put her through. But catching his daughter like that... it
      made it look like she had perverse desires all his own. Desire not
      only for other women, but for her own mother. It was scandalous,
      although Darren had to admit he wasn't exactly in a position to
      judge, considering his own interest in Cassie.

      The sight frazzled him so badly that he actually texted Renee
      begging to be unlocked, so he could at least relieve his sexual
      tension a little. Renee had barely responded except to flatly
      refuse. It looked as though he was going to be on his own
      today.

      Gina had been withdrawn and quiet after her shower, which was just
      as well, considering Darren had no idea how to broach the subject
      with her... or even if he should. He was sure that Cassie was
      mortified by being discovered. Maybe it would be better to discuss
      it with Cassie privately. But on the other hand,discussing
      something sexual with Cassie in close, intimate proximity felt
      dangerous now. Darren couldn't trust his own libido with her
      anymore.

      The entire thing was a mess, and Darren finally decided that the
      best action was inaction in this case. Anything he might do to
      improve the situation seemed to have a high chance of blowing up in
      his face. It would be better just to lie low and hope that it was a
      sudden, unfortunate impulse of Cassie's part that wouldn't be
      repeated.

      Strangely, even though he would probably see both Charlie and
      Victor there, Darren was looking forward to a normal, boring day at
      work. Anything would be better than the bizarre sexual intensity of
      the day before.

      By the time Darren made it out to the kitchen, Gina was already up
      and dressed, making coffee with a distracted, anxious expression on
      her face. For a second, Darren was worried she had somehow
      discovered either Cassie's misdeeds, or his own. But after she gave
      him a quick peck on the cheek, what she said next made it obvious
      she had no idea what Darren had caught Cassie doing the night
      before.

      "Have you seen Cassie yet today?" Gina asked testily. "She's
      normally up and ready for school by now. She had better not be
      trying to skip. I got a call from her homeroom teacher the other
      day about how her grades are beginning to fall behind. She really
      can't afford to miss school."

      Darren shrugged uncomfortably, taking a sip of his coffee in an
      attempt to cover up his expression. After her public performance
      yesterday, he wasn't exactly shocked that Cassie wanted to avoid
      being seen around school. "I mean... I'm sure it's fine. She's an
      adult now; we need to start trusting her to be responsible for
      herself."

      Gina looked at her husband as if he had grown an extra head. "She
      can start being little Miss Independent once she's living on her
      own," she said in the voice that meant she was starting to smolder
      with volcanic anger. "Until then, she's going to school on a daily
      basis." She shook her head with a scowl, taking a deep sip of her
      own coffee. "I want you to go and find out what's up with her, then
      tell her to get up before she misses the bus."

      Darren blanched. Gina's command had been direct and confident,
      expecting absolutely no pushback. But there was no way that he
      could face his daughter right now. Not after cumming to her obscene
      performance yesterday. Not after catching her masturbating to Gina
      in the shower.

      There was no elegant way to refuse, but Darren also couldn't bring
      himself to obey. He looked down for a moment, frozen in shameful
      indecision while Gina glared at him.

      "Darren, are you listening to me?" she snapped. The sound finally
      shifted Darren from his pained indecision. He rose from the seat he
      had taken and shuffled toward the door, avoiding Gina's eyes.

      "Sorry, dear," he murmured swiftly, trying to reach the door before
      this turned into an argument he would surely lose. "I really wish I
      could help, but I have to get to work. Since I missed yesterday, I
      need to get an early start. You can talk to Cassie if you think
      it's necessary; otherwise, it's no big deal if she takes one day
      off, is it?"

      Gina stared after him with an expression of open-mouthed
      incredulity. "Darren Harlowe, don't you dare..."

      Darren reasoned that if he didn't hear what she was telling him not
      to do, she couldn't possibly hold it against him. He slipped out
      the door and slammed it forcefully behind him, scurrying to his car
      with a sour sense of shame clinging to him.

      One day he would get back to being a good husband and father. When
      all of this was over. But for now, the best he could do was to put
      his head down and get through it. Even if that did leave his wife
      in the lurch.

      ...

      Gina couldn't believe it. Or, no, that wasn't quite accurate. She
      could absolutely believe that her husband was that cowardly. What
      she found harder to swallow was the idea that he had the balls to
      say "no" to her.

      Unfortunately, on this particular day, it put her in an unfortunate
      position. She was woken up by a text this morning from Victor,
      reading simply:
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      [Since my business associates ruined your uniform with their
      enthusiasm yesterday, I've sent a courier with your wardrobe for
      today. I'll see you in my office bright and early to go over your
      duties for the day.]

      Sure enough, Gina had barely enough time to throw on a robe and
      hustle to the door before a sharp knock sounded. A courier stood
      there with a garment bag, a shoe box, and a curious expression.
      Luckily, they were professional enough not to press when Gina
      refused to indulge their curiosity, and even more luckily, she was
      able to stash the clothes in the front closet before Darren and
      Cassie were awake.

      Gina had dressed in the same clothes he had normally worn to the
      law office to keep up the facade, and she had planned to unbox
      Victor's gifts after Cassie and Darren had left to assess the
      damage and decide whether she could obey and wear what Victor
      demanded. Cassie stubbornly staying in her room and Darren's
      cowardice had ruined that plan. And now, Gina had to talk to Cassie
      herself... despite the awkward encounter they had the night
      previously.

      Gina still couldn't get the image of her daughter in the slutty
      cheer uniform out of her head. She had rubbed herself to moaning
      orgasm in the shower afterward, and as much as she was ashamed to
      admit it, Victor wasn't the only one she was fantasizing about
      during the torrid session of self-pleasure.

      It was all just a symptom of her frazzled, overheated sex drive,
      courtesy of the monster trying to control her....The same monster
      that she would have to report to shortly for her next day of work.
      Gina had no idea how she was going to face her second day at the
      office, considering her husband was going to be in attendance.
      Maybe she would be able to avoid him, or at least find some way to
      wear a more respectable outfit.

      But first, she needed to get her daughter to school. It wasn't just
      about having the house to herself to examine the wardrobe that
      Victor had provided. It was about pride as well. Last night, Cassie
      had caught her in a compromising position, then disrespected her.
      Gina couldn't take that lying down. She was the top dog of the
      household, quite frankly, and she wasn't about to accept disrespect
      from a girl who had become an adult less than a year ago.

      Gina took a deep breath and headed for her daughter's room, a
      strange anxiety boiling inside her. She had to push past the
      awkwardness of the night before and reassert her authority. Too
      many people had lost respect for her ever since Victor had come
      into her life like a wrecking ball. She wasn't just going to meekly
      accept her daughter as one of them.

      Gina knocked sharply on her daughter's bedroom door and tried the
      knob. Locked. She pursed her lips, then counted to three silently
      in her head and said in a tight, controlled voice, "Good morning,
      Cassandra. If you don't hurry, then you'll miss the bus."

      The voice from inside was sullen and muffled. "I'm not going
      today."

      It was just like Gina had suspected. Cassie was being lazy. "That's
      unacceptable, young lady," snapped Gina, rapping on the door once
      again. I expect you up and out the door in ten minutes. That's not
      a suggestion."

      Gina listened in for more whining, but instead she heard the creak
      of the floorboards as Cassie got up out of bed. Gina nodded in
      satisfaction. It looked like Cassie was still willing to listen to
      a sharp, commanding voice from her mother after all.

      But then, unexpectedly, Cassie's door opened, revealing Cassie, her
      beautiful dark hair mussed, still wearing her pajamas.

      Gina's eyes felt drawn like a magnet to her daughter's tight, thin
      sleep shirt and the way it clung to her massive tits like a second
      skin. She looked away a second later, but it still flustered her
      and sent a thrill of unwelcome heat through her. What the fuck
      is wrong with me? Am I really that horny and depraved at this point
      that I can't even keep my eyes off my own daughter?

      Cassie was, for some reason, avoiding Gina's eyes, and a faint
      blush colored her cheeks. Had she somehow noticed her mother's
      inappropriate gaze? Gina suddenly felt off balance and awkward
      rather than motherly and in control. Maybe this discussion had been
      a bad idea...

      "I'll tell you what's unacceptable..." muttered Cassie, still
      avoiding Gina's eyes. "Seeing your mom come home from work covered
      in jizz, with her tits hanging out of her see-through shirt!"

      Ironically, Gina felt like she had been slapped in the face. Not
      only had Cassie not cooled down after their confrontation
      yesterday, but she seemed to be smoldering with even more
      anger.

      "I... I..." spluttered Gina, utterly at a loss for what to do.
      Cassie had been a little rebellious lately, but she had never been
      so openly disdainful. Nor as vulgar. Gina swallowed her shock as a
      wave of annoyance crashed over her. She wasn't going to take this
      kind of attitude from her bratty daughter. "I could say the same
      about you, Cassandra. If I recall, you came home looking like a
      tart yourself. Now you had better start treating me with respect
      and get ready for school. Or else."

      Gina's direct, commanding tone always worked on her daughter, even
      when Cassie was being particularly defiant. But this time, Cassie's
      response took her mother by surprise once again. Her startlingly
      blue eyes locked with Gina's, crackling with a strange, compelling
      energy.

      "Or else what, Mommy?" She asked, her voice smoldering. "Are you
      going to come in here and make me?" Somehow, the large breasts
      pressing tight against Cassie's thin pajama shirt seemed even
      bigger than normal. Was she... arching her back a little? Pushing
      them outward? And did Gina detect the faint outline of two
      stiffening nipples?

      The power swell of inappropriate lust that rose inside Gina from
      the sudden sizzling eye contact was too much for her. A year ago,
      she would never have backed down from a challenge like this, but
      now she couldn't trust herself. It was easier to turn away and
      shamefully mumble, "You aren't staying home today. I have to go to
      work, but I expect you to catch the bus, young lady."

      Cassie actually snorted in derision before slamming the door behind
      her, leaving Gina alone and fuming in the hallway. She felt
      confused and defeated and horny, unable to understand how the
      encounter had gone so wrong. Worse yet, she wasn't lying. Gina
      wasn't sure what punishment Victor might have in store for her if
      she didn't get to work on time, but she wasn't eager to find
      out.

      It was far too risky to unbox the outfit that Victor had sent while
      Cassie was in the house, but Gina was fairly sure she wouldn't want
      to wear whatever it was anyway. She would just have to wear the
      professional outfit she had put on initially and tell Victor that
      this is what he was getting.

      Still smoldering with frustration and irrepressible arousal, Gina
      snatched the garment bag and shoe box from the closet and headed
      out the door. It wasn't safe to leave it where it might be found,
      even if she didn't plan to wear it. Then she headed out to her
      car.

      She wasn't sure what her work day would hold, but it couldn't be
      worse than what she had already gone through the day before.

      ...

      Cassie's heart was beating a million miles an hour as she slammed
      and locked her door, then backed away and collapsed back onto her
      bed.

      What the fuck has gotten into me? Did I just face Gina and get
      her to back down? Did I just come on to her? Why did I call her
      "mommy"?

      It was too much. Cassie couldn't process it. She had wanted to
      avoid her Mom after what happened last night, but when Gina came to
      her door looking for a confrontation, something just snapped inside
      of Cassie. It was a miracle that Gina hadn't completely freaked
      out. Cassie almost thought she had seen an answering echo of heat
      in her mother's eyes.

      But today she wasn't going to think about that. Or Renee. Or the
      fact that all of her classmates had seen her shake her tits
      yesterday in the gym. She was going to stay home and ignore
      everything...

      But a part of her worried. Worried that, after yesterday, Renee
      would be expecting her... and be displeased that she decided to
      stay home. A part of Cassie still defiantly insisted to herself
      that Renee couldn't tell her what to do, but another part of her
      knew that that wasn't strictly true anymore. A part of her had just
      been bullshitting when she called Renee "Mistress", but a bigger
      part of her under the surface had meant every word.

      Cassie grudgingly decided that it couldn't hurt to let Renee know
      that she wouldn't be at school today. It didn't really count as
      submission to just text her and say she wasn't coming.

      Luckily, it seemed like Renee had no problem with it.

      [Yeah, I'm sure you're all worn out after your big day yesterday ;)
      Have a good day off, Kissy! Oh, maybe this would be a good
      opportunity to work on your streaming! Can't go too long without
      giving your audience what they want, right?]

      Oh. Right. Cassie had been so mixed up lately from her
      power struggle with Renee that it had been a little while since she
      had done live streaming. Renee was right. It felt like her channel
      was just starting to take off, and she really shouldn't wait so
      long between sessions.

      She had hoped to just totally relax, but playing games on stream
      was fun in its own way. With that, Cassie got up and hopped in the
      shower, ready to make herself presentable for a full day of
      streaming.

      ...

      All that Darren wanted to do was put his head down and get through
      a quiet day of work. He knew that it would likely be impossible to
      avoid Charlie and Victor completely, but he was used to their
      bullying tactics enough that even they wouldn't be able to rain on
      his parade completely.

      But from the very moment he walked in, Darren knew that there was
      something going on, and whatever was happening, it wasn't going to
      allow him to just sit back unnoticed.

      When she saw him enter, a big, wide, mean smile spread across the
      face of Grace the receptionist. "Good morning, Mr. Harlowe," she
      said sweetly as he shuffled past her, her voice vibrating with
      barely concealed amusement. "I hope you have an... interesting
      day."

      Darren replied with a mumbled thanks and kept his eyes down as he
      continued toward his office, but the encounter nagged at him, and
      not just because of the obvious taunt in the pretty young
      receptionist's words. Grace normally seemed not to know he existed.
      Something had drawn her attention to him, and Darren knew it
      couldn't be anything good.

      His other coworkers were no better. Once Darren had been a worker
      who faded into the background. Nobody's favorite, but an accepted
      part of the team. In recent months, Victor's contempt for him
      seemed to leech into the other staff members, but it had been a
      sort of silent distaste. Now, Darren felt the eyes of the office on
      him as he made his way through to the office. Quiet laughter and
      whispers followed him as he went.

      It reminded him intensely of the day after that awful masquerade
      party, when a good portion of his coworkers had seen Gina
      naked.

      And he worried that somehow, the source of the whispers might be
      something similar.

      Considering the kinds of things that he had been up to lately, the
      possibilities of what people could be whispering about felt
      endless. Was Charlie spreading the word about what a slut Cassie
      was? Or had Charlie spread the unfortunately true rumor that Darren
      had his cock caged by a girl his daughter's age? Had Victor finally
      let it slip that he had Darren's wife under an obscene contract?
      Any of those could prompt amusement and contemptuous stares.

      Darren finally made it into his office and breathed a sigh of
      relief. It wasn't going to be an easy day of blending into the
      background, but maybe he could just hunker down in his office and
      pretend his coworkers didn't exist.

      He should have known better than to hope. Darren had barely logged
      in to his workstation before he heard the arrogant rap of knuckles
      at his office door. His heart sank when he saw who it was. A nasty
      grin split Charlie's stubbled face, and Darren could tell he wasn't
      going to like whatever the obnoxious bully had to say. But he
      didn't have much choice but to listen either. Victor had officially
      placed him under Charlie in the hierarchy.

      "Morning, Hardon!" said Charlie, strolling into Darren's office
      like he owned the place. "I come bearing good news!"

      Darren sincerely doubted it, but he knew that contradicting Charlie
      wouldn't help him. Instead, he just said warily, "Good morning.
      What can I help you with, Charlie?"

      Charlie waved a finger with an evil chuckle, clearly relishing his
      chance to bully his favorite victim. "No, no, no, Hardon, aren't
      you listening? It's me that's going to help you! I've decided that
      I'm going to release you from our little agreement. After
      yesterday, I no longer need your help getting closer to your slut
      of a daughter. You can consider your debt to the company
      paid!"

      Darren blinked in confusion. That... actually was good news,
      surprisingly enough. Charlie had been holding blackmail over his
      head for months after he caught Darren jerking off on company time.
      Releasing him from that obligation was suspiciously generous of
      him. "Thank you," said Darren carefully, studying his bully's
      grinning face and waiting for the other shoe to drop.

      "And that's not all!" crowed Charlie, leaning forward over Darren's
      desk with a conspiratorial smirk. "Our little dominatrix friend
      told me to take another task off your plate as well, so you should
      have a looot more breathing room now."

      Darren shook his head. "Wh-what are you talking about, Charlie?" he
      asked suspiciously, feeling a sudden prickle of disquiet. He knew
      that Charlie must mean Renee when he talked about Darren's
      "dominatrix friend", but he had no idea what the man meant with his
      reference to a "task".

      Here came the punchline to Charlie's bullying joke. He looked like
      he was just about to burst from pleasure as he said, "It's that
      slutty stream your dear little daughter has been doing. Renee told
      me that you've actually been the one running it behind the scenes.
      Pretty nasty for a dad to be pimping his daughter out like that.
      Although with a body as fine as hers, I guess I can't blame you,
      buddy!"

      Darren flushed red. He knew that Charlie had been tuning into the
      streams, and that the odious man had been using them to get off.
      But it had been a secret up until now that Darren was using bots
      and fake comments to get Cassie to be looser and more promiscuous
      on stream. Charlie was right: it wasn't exactly a good look for him
      that he was the one pushing his own daughter to go further on
      camera.

      But more importantly... what was it Charlie had said about taking a
      task off his plate? He couldn't mean...

      Charlie caught the look of dawning recognition on Darren's face and
      barked a mocking laugh. "That's right!" He said, reaching across
      the desk to pat Darren on the shoulder. "Renee thought you were
      dragging your feet a little too much on turning your darling
      daughter into an e-girl slut, so she gave me the login information
      to the system instead. I'll be the one in charge of your daughter's
      streaming career from now on." Charlie winked as he pushed back
      from the desk. "But don't worry, Hardon. You'll still be able to
      watch the fun! Hell, if you subscribe, maybe your daughter will
      give you a special shoutout!"

      Darren stared after him open-mouthed, dread and arousal curdling in
      his belly. "Wait... when are you going to...?"

      Charlie roared with laughter as he opened the door. "That's the
      best part, Hardon! I just got special permission from the boss to
      get started on my little side-project today! Hope you don't find it
      too distracting that your innocent daughter is going to be
      interacting with a new, hungrier audience on her stream today. But
      then again..." He gave Darren an evil wink, turning his head back
      as he left the door, "I don't think that will be the only
      distraction you have today, if the rumors I heard about yesterday
      are true. Sounds like it will be a veeeery exciting day for you,
      Hardon. Try not to jizz your pants too quick."

      He left, leaving the office door swinging open behind him. Darren
      stewed in disturbed confusion, unsure what to think. He didn't put
      much stock in the vague taunt about something happening the day
      before. Charlie would say literally anything to put him on edge.
      But on the other hand, the streaming situation was much more
      serious. Cassie had already been trending toward more and more
      risque content when Darren had been at the helm of the bots
      influencing her. If Renee had really turned over full control of
      Charlie, that could have disastrous effects.

      There was nothing he could do at the moment... all he could do was
      try to surreptitiously watch the stream, and maybe send Cassie a
      text if things got too out of hand to snap her out of it.

      Hopefully this would be the worst thing he had to deal with
      today.

      ...

      Gina managed to navigate past Grace without a confrontation, which
      was an accomplishment by itself, but that didn't mean she was out
      of the woods yet. Her heart pounded as she swiftly passed by her
      husband's office, clutching the gifts from Victor tightly to her
      chest.

      She knew it wasn't realistic to think she could avoid Darren
      permanently... if they were working in the same office, he would
      find out about her new job sooner rather than later. It probably
      would have been better to just break the news the night previously
      rather than trying to sneak around like this.

      But she wanted him to find out on her terms. If he walked by and
      saw her at work in professional clothes, it would be much better
      than coming to him with a shameful confession about how Victor had
      tricked and bullied her into the position.

      Now all she had to do was convince Victor to spare at least a scrap
      of her dignity. She knew she would have to pay a price, but Victor
      could be reasonable sometimes. If she presented it the right way,
      at least.

      There were no sounds from Darren's office as she passed, and he
      didn't emerge after her, so it seemed as if he hadn't noticed her.
      One small victory. Now it was time for the hard part.

      Gina felt the eyes of her new coworkers on her again as she
      scurried toward Victor's office. She could sense the confusion and
      disapproval in their eyes as they observed her professional attire.
      Gina couldn't help but feel a wave of anger at their presumption.
      They already thought of her as a sexual object rather than a
      coworker, and were disappointed that she hadn't dressed to look the
      part. One day was all that it had taken to convince them she was a
      laughable slut, and she had no chance of changing that impression.
      At least not in the short term.

      A warm voice from inside called, "Enter," as she rapped her
      knuckles briskly on Victor's door, and she stepped inside.

      As usual, Victor was busy flipping through a file as she entered.
      The man seemed to be constantly either working or enacting his
      sexual schemes. He had two modes, and neither of them was
      "relaxation". He glanced up at Gina as she closed the door behind
      her... and her heart almost stopped as she saw the icy look of
      displeasure cross Victor's face.

      "Gigi," he said in a low, dangerous voice, setting the file he was
      reading down on his desk and folding his massive arms, "How
      interesting to see you carrying the clothes I sent you instead of
      wearing them. Like I specifically instructed you to do."

      Gina gulped heavily, clutching the gifts to her chest like a
      shield. She had been letting Victor get away with too much if he
      felt he could walk all over her like this. True, she had a contract
      stating that she would obey him, but that didn't mean he could
      treat her like a naughty child. She had to somehow be strong. Her
      husband was at work today, and she needed to convince her new boss
      to accept some boundaries.

      "Actually, I wanted to talk to you about that," said Gina coolly,
      approaching his desk and laying the box and garment bag on it. "As
      much as I like dressing up for you, I much prefer to do it in
      private. You know that I love to submit to you, Victor." Her throat
      worked with the humiliating admission, but she managed to keep her
      expression calm. It was taking every ounce of self-control she had
      to stay strong and in control, but she knew that Victor wouldn't
      respect anything less.
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      "...but submission in private is so much more satisfying than
      simply being a public whore. Wouldn't you agree?" She maintained
      eye contact with Victor's dark, intense gaze, even though it made
      her want to crawl under a rock and hide.

      Victor chuckled and shook his head. "Oh Gigi, I wish that you
      hadn't chosen today to stage your little rebellion," he said with a
      dangerous grin. "On the first day that your husband notices you in
      the office?" He leaned forward across the desk, his smile warm, but
      his eyes sharp.

      "It's going to make the punishment so much worse."

      Gina felt a chill pulse through her, accompanied by a thrill of
      submissive desire. She knew that whatever Victor had planned would
      be twisted and arousing in the worst possible way... and
      undoubtedly more humiliating than what she had gone through
      yesterday. She opened her mouth to argue back and somehow draw a
      boundary that Victor could respect...

      But when the words came out, she heard herself say, "I... I can
      wear the outfit you picked. It's not a problem." Her face was
      already going pink from the shame of giving in so easily, but she
      could sense that her defiance had already made things worse for
      her, and she was desperate to spare herself the worst of her
      master's wrath.

      "Yes, you will," agreed Victor, as if it had never been a question.
      "But there will be a few... minor modifications." He reached out
      and pushed the garment bag toward her with a finger. "Strip. I want
      to see you put it on right now."

      Gina felt mesmerized, like a mouse staring into the eyes of a
      snake. All thoughts of resistance evaporated from her mind. Her
      hands moved on their own, taking off her blazer, then slowly
      unbuttoning her blouse as she maintained eye contact with Victor,
      the heat inside her rising higher and higher. A part of her mind
      still panicked about what Darren would think when he saw that she
      was acting as his boss's slut in front of all of his coworkers, and
      despaired over not even being able to mount a token resistance. But
      that voice was getting quieter and quieter, drowned out by the
      roaring heat of her master's gaze.

      Fuck... maybe Victor's right. Maybe I really am a natural
      submissive.

      After the shirt, she unzipped her sensible skirt and let it fall to
      puddle at her feet. Now she was just wearing her stylish but
      austere black bra and a pair of comfortable green panties; an
      overly optimistic choice that had assumed that no one would be
      seeing her underwear today.

      Victor said nothing, just stared with obvious impatience. He didn't
      even need to say that he expected his newest employee to strip
      completely naked.

      Even after her ordeal yesterday, it still felt unnatural for Gina
      to strip naked in Victor's stylish, dimly lit office. Gina was
      painfully aware that other employees were just feet away, beyond a
      door that wasn't even locked. And today, that included her
      husband.

      In moments, the undergarments joined the pile of clothing, and Gina
      stood bare, shivering, and shamefully horny before Victor's
      gaze.

      Victor's eyes roamed Gina's body, and for the first time in the
      encounter, his faint smile touched his eyes. The predatory gaze
      sent a fresh flush of heat through Gina, stiffening her nipples and
      making her pussy throb hungrily. He had seen her body dozens of
      times by now, but it was obvious that he still couldn't get enough.
      And honestly, the lust and humiliation that Gina felt under his
      burning gaze still hadn't gotten old either. She wasn't sure it
      would ever feel normal to be ordered around and objectified like
      this... and part of her hoped that it wouldn't. The twisted
      wrongness was what made it so hot.

      Without taking his eyes off her tits, Victor pushed the clothes
      forward. "Ok... now, take out today's uniform."

      Gina knew that she still hadn't received the "punishment" that
      Victor had mentioned, so it was with a sense of foreboding that she
      unzipped the garment bag and examined her fate.

      Maybe it would have been better just to bite the bullet and dress
      in these clothes to begin with instead of trying to make a
      principled stand. The outfit was unquestionably slutty, but it
      seemed a bit tamer than the outfit from the day before.

      The blouse looked tight and a little sheer, but had long sleeves
      with ruffles at the wrists and collar. A bit more feminine and
      prissy looking than Gina normally preferred, but nothing
      unacceptable. The dark skirt was definitely too short; Gina could
      tell just by looking at it. It was flouncy and ruffled, just like
      the shirt, and looked like it would flip up easily. She would have
      to be constantly vigilant to avoid flashing everyone in the office
      little peeks at her ass. Next, Gina flipped open the shoebox.
      Naturally, it was a pair of impossibly tall heels that would make
      every step a chore, but would make her legs and ass look
      incredible.

      The outfit was rounded out by a set of lacy black lingerie
      consisting of a push-up bra and thong, plus a dark pair of
      stockings. Gina knew she was desensitized from how often Victor had
      put her on display, but the outfit honestly wasn't that bad. Gina
      reached out to pick up the thong and bra, ready to start dressing,
      but Victor stopped her.

      "Ah ah ah," he said, his shining smile widening. "Did you forget
      your punishment? I still haven't modified your wardrobe." He held
      out a broad, dark hand, palm up. "Please hand me the underwear,
      Miss Swallowes."

      His tone gave Gina a sinking feeling deep in her gut, blending with
      the heat that was steadily seeping through her. Gina could guess
      what was coming, but that didn't stop her from meekly setting the
      lacy bra and panties in Victor's hand.

      He turned and, maintaining eye contact with his new assistant,
      dropped the underwear into the wastepaper basket beside his desk.
      "I'm afraid that you've just lost underwear privileges, kitten," he
      rumbled, his voice a strange mix of amusement and anger. "And I
      don't just mean work. You no longer have my permission to wear bras
      or panties until I tell you otherwise, even at home."

      Gina stared back down at the clothes in the box, face reddening and
      nipples stiffening further. With the bra and panties, the clothes
      were risque. Without them it would be obscene. The skirt would be
      at constant risk of flipping up and displaying everything, and no
      amount of ruffles would be able to hide the shape and size of her
      unrestrained tits, which would be partially visible through the
      thin material.

      But Gina swallowed any complaints she might have, rubbing her
      thighs together a little lightly and savoring the zip of sexual
      pleasure that flashed up her spine. Fuck... even though wearing the
      slutty outfit sounded mortifying, she was almost looking forward to
      it. She hated the fact that she felt that way, but the wave of
      embarrassed, submissive lust that swept over her couldn't be
      denied. Without waiting for further encouragement, she picked up
      the revealing clothes with shaking hands and put them on, nearly
      moaning as the material of the shirt brushed against her pulsing
      nipples.

      She suddenly realized that, without panties, there was a real risk
      that her arousal would drip down her thighs throughout the day. She
      would have to be especially careful and visit the ladies' room
      frequently to clean herself up and avoid further
      embarrassment.

      Gina was taking hot, ragged breaths by the time she finished
      donning the platform heels. Just like yesterday, she looked like
      the silly little bimbo secretary Victor had forced her to become.
      God... Darren was going to see her like this. She had always worn
      the pants in their relationship. She was the strong one that Darren
      could rely on. He knew that Victor was toying with her and fucking
      her, but she couldn't begin to guess how seeing it all happen right
      in front of him would diminish her in his eyes.

      "Almost," mused Victor, leaning back in his plush leather chair and
      appraising his assistant's new look. "But not quite. Try one button
      further down."

      Gina swallowed and loosed the second button on her top, displaying
      a tempting slice of plump cleavage.

      "Another," insisted Victor, his eyes surveying his property.

      Cringing from the delicious humiliation, Gina loosed another
      button. Now she was showing more of her breasts than she ever had
      in public... well, apart from other outfits Victor had tricked her
      into.

      "Another." Gina wanted to refuse, some old instinct of pride and
      dignity still stirring inside her despite everything she had been
      through. But Victor's voice was iron hard, and his eyes shone like
      hot coals. Gina bit her lip and obeyed. Now the buttons were open
      almost to the bottom of her breasts. One wrong move and they would
      give anyone watching an eyeful, if they didn't pop out
      entirely.

      "Perfect," said Victor smugly. One thick finger beckoned her closer
      as he straightened up from his chair. "Now... one last little
      accessory, to remind you to be obedient from now on."

      Gina didn't even question what he meant anymore. Whatever it was
      would be arousing and humiliating; of that, she was certain. She
      rounded the desk and approached him, and as she did, Victor slid
      open a drawer on his desk, pulled out a slim box, and set it on the
      table.

      "Kneel," he commanded, pointing to the ground at his feet. Gina
      obeyed without question, her heart in her throat. When Victor
      opened the box, Gina felt her pussy throb, biting her lip hard to
      stop the groan of despair and arousal bubbling up inside her. She
      recognized it instantly. She had one just like it at home that
      Victor had gifted her a few weeks ago.

      It was a dark leather choker that Gina knew from experience would
      fit snugly around her neck. Picked out along the front with
      diamonds, in perfect position to be read as it crossed her
      delicate, pale throat, was the word VICTOR'S. A brutal testament to
      his ownership of his favorite toy, body and soul.

      Gina had worn it to a seedy strip club before. Wearing it in front
      of professionally dressed coworkers who knew her husband was a
      million times worse.

      "Here we are," murmured Victor, leaning down and unbuckling the
      insulting accessory. "Now no one will forget exactly who you belong
      to... especially you." Insidiously, Gina didn't just stay silent
      and submit as Victor reached down and fitted the collar around her
      neck. Part of her craved it. Part of her was cheering on her
      master's cruel control as he clasped the symbol of his ownership
      around her neck.

      Gina had never felt more humbled in her life, kneeling and meekly
      accepting Victor's humiliation.

      But she still had no idea what her master had in store for her that
      day.

      Without a word of warning, Victor reached down and physically
      hauled Gina up and over his lap face down, with her plump ass
      wiggling in the air, covered only by the tiny skirt. The confident
      movement drew a strangled yelp from her throat and sent a wave of
      sexual heat pulsing through her as he physically manhandled her.
      For just a split second Gina was confused, but the position he held
      her in made his intentions crystal clear after a moment of
      thought.

      Oh God... not this. I can take the slutty clothes and the
      cock-sucking and the humiliating pet names, but this is too fucking
      much.

      On the day when Gina had lost a battle of wills with her own
      daughter, she would be the one to be treated like a naughty child.
      The idea was dizzyingly shameful. Gina squirmed for a moment on
      Victor's lap, not out of any real expectation that she could get
      away or convince him to relent, but from sheer instinctual panic at
      the pain and humiliation she was about to face.

      Her struggle was pointless anyway. Victor held her firm. She could
      feel the massive, stiff heat of his cock beneath her belly as her
      body tensed and wriggled in panic.

      Gina let out another yelp as Victor flipped up her skirt, but the
      sound was mixed with a little half-moan. The cool air over her
      naked ass and on the wet, hot flesh between her thighs sent a bolt
      of sensation crackling through her. She shivered as Victor's firm,
      warm hand cupped one of her chubby cheeks, squeezing lightly. His
      touch was gentle... for now.

      "I would apologize for this necessity, kitten," crooned Victor,
      rubbing his hand up and down the soft skin of Gina's ass, "but I
      actually think you're going to enjoy this quite a bit."

      His hand rose and fell before Gina could mentally prepare for it,
      falling in a sharp, measured stroke that jiggled through the meat
      of her ass. She hissed at the sudden stinging sensation, more from
      the humiliation of being spanked like a naughty little girl rather
      than the pain itself. "Fuck! You can be a real bastard, you know
      that, Victor?" she spat. Pushing back verbally was still her first
      instinct.

      The angry outburst only made Victor laugh. It was hard to take
      anyone seriously when they were wiggling on your lap, their bare
      ass plump and vulnerable beneath your hand. "Kitten, do you know
      why you have to obey me?"

      "Because you're fucking blackmailing me, you pig," said Gina
      sullenly, tensing her body against the blow she knew was
      coming.

      "Hmmm, good guess." Victor surprised her by slapping his broad hand
      down onto her ass midway through his sentence. She had to bite her
      lip hard to avoid crying out. "And I'll admit that our little
      contract has provided some excellent... training wheels, if you
      will. But that's not why. Care to guess again?"

      Gina took in a breath to respond, and Victor surprised her with
      another spank. This time she couldn't help but cry out... then
      flush as she wondered if the people working just outside the office
      had heard the sound of erotic pain. Victor sat, his cock now
      throbbing against Gina's taut belly, simply trailing his rough
      fingers lightly over the stinging skin of Gina's ass. After closing
      her eyes and breathing deeply for a few seconds, just doing her
      best to get a hold of herself, Gina realized that Victor was still
      waiting for an answer.

      "I assume that you mean something about that stupid 'natural
      submissive' bullshit you're always going on about," she muttered,
      distracted by the feeling of Victor's strong hand on her ass. She
      knew by now that angry bravado had no effect on Victor, but she
      couldn't help it. It was her natural reaction to being put utterly
      under his power.

      Victor's hand flashed down harder than it had before, cracking hard
      against her skin as he said, "Bingo!" Gina let out a low groan,
      unable to stay still, wiggling once again while Victor held her
      tightly in place. "The contract is just the reason you tell
      yourself that you obey me, not the real reason. Now I admit, there
      are a few pesky little obstacles in the way of your full, total
      submission."

      *Crack*

      "Your stubborn pride is another. And, for reasons I will never
      understand, your cuck husband too. That's what's holding you back
      today. You decided to stage a little protest all because you were
      embarrassed that your wimp hubby is going to see you as my
      slut."

      Gina was silent, tongue-tied and still waiting for his hand to fall
      again.

      But Victor kept her in suspense this time. He just spoke softly as
      he continued to run his fingers gently up and down her ass. "I'm
      going to have to do something to get you over that hill, aren't I?
      It simply isn't acceptable to me that you won't do what I say if it
      upsets your dear hubby."

      Gina groaned as another pulse of erotic fear flooded her. She
      thought after the modifications to her outfit, her new accessory,
      and the humiliating spanking, her penance for the act of defiance
      would be over. But it seemed she had at least one more task to
      endure.

      She heard Victor sliding open a drawer, but couldn't see from her
      perspective exactly what was happening.

      "I'm going to need you to make a delivery to your husband,
      kitten..."

      ...

      Darren stared at his screen, shifting uncomfortably as his cock
      tried and failed to harden, pressing itself tight against the
      confines of its plastic cage.

      Cassie wasn't live yet, but she clearly intended to stream, based
      on the standby screen on her Argus channel. Darren had held out a
      desperate hope that Cassie wouldn't actually be interested in
      streaming today anyway, but he should have known that Renee's
      manipulation ran deeper than that. His evil little mistress was
      obviously going to make sure that Cassie was ready to stream on the
      day she handed the keys over to the old pervert that was gunning
      for her.

      The situation was a painful reminder that, according to Renee,
      Charlie was going to be the one to take Cassie's virginity. It was
      terrifying and obscene for Darren to imagine the obnoxious hairy
      brute with his innocent daughter, but at the same time he couldn't
      stop thinking about it. He shifted once again in his chair, trying
      to ease the tight pinch of the plastic cage trapping his genitals.
      He knew that he ought to be getting some work done, but he didn't
      know how he would be able to with his daughter's "Stay Tuned!"
      screen glaring back at him, taunting him.

      Darren jumped as he heard a knock on his office door. He had closed
      it because even though his computer screen faced away from the
      door, he was afraid that someone looking in and seeing his posture
      and expression might be able to guess he was doing something
      perverted.

      Darren had no idea who could be at the door. Victor and Charlie
      wouldn't bother knocking, and most of his other coworkers more or
      less shunned him at this point. He minimized the incriminating
      streaming window on his screen and cautiously called "Come
      in!"

      Nothing could have prepared him for the sight that met his eyes.
      His brain tried and failed to process it for a moment as the door
      swung open.

      It was Gina, but it was Gina as he had never seen her before. She
      wore a sheer, feminine blouse with the buttons open almost to the
      navel, displaying a distressing amount of the tanned, bulging
      flesh. Her ruffled skirt showed nearly the entire length of her
      gorgeous thighs, which were accentuated by the towering heels
      strapped to her feet.

      But that was nothing compared to what was around her neck; a tight
      choker with Victor's name on it, marking her as his property.

      As Gina crossed the room toward him, the very picture of red-faced
      shame, Darren finally understood that his mind hadn't simply broken
      from the erotic strain of the past few days. She was really here;
      at his workplace in some of the sluttiest clothes he had ever seen
      any woman wear, let alone his wife.

      Gina had left the door open behind her, and a crowd of tittering,
      whispering coworkers crowded around the entrance, leering at the
      barely covered bimbo striding across his office. Fuck... the truth
      hit Darren like a truck. Gina wasn't just showing off for him, or
      even just showing off for Victor. She was putting her fantastic
      body on display for all of the coworkers who had looked down on him
      for years. The humiliation of that fact felt like a crushing
      weight, so heavy that Darren could hardly breathe.

      His cock ached with desperate pain as it pushed futilely against
      the edges of its cage. He blinked and opened his mouth as his wife
      approached to stand above him, but for a moment they just stared
      into each other's eyes, mutually mortified and aroused.

      Finally, Darren managed to choke the obvious question out through
      his stutter. "G-gina, what are you d-d-doing here?"

      The whispers and laughter grew louder from the group looking in
      through the doorway. The knowing grins grew wider.

      Gina didn't look like her usual strong self... her clothing and
      expression painted her as something Darren had never considered her
      before; a vulnerable, weak slut. That was what Victor had reduced
      her to. As hot as that was, it was also terrifying. Gina was the
      strongest woman he knew. If Victor could trick her into a
      humiliating submission like this, there was no telling what else he
      could do.

      Gina shook her head with a miserable, horny expression painting her
      face. "I wanted to tell you, Darren. I just couldn't find a way and
      then... well, he forced my hand. I'm working here now. It's only
      temporary. We can talk about it after work. Right now..." her face
      grew even redder. "...he gave me a task. And if I don't do it
      quickly and report back, things will get even worse. Can you just
      trust me and go with this for now?"
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      Darren wasn't sure he would be able to stand watching his wife
      parade around nearly naked in front of his coworkers all day, but
      he also didn't seem to have much of a choice. He didn't trust
      himself to speak through his stutter right now, so he just nodded
      with a sour expression.

      Gina took a deep, shuddering breath, wincing as she looked him in
      the eye. "Remember how I said this would get way worse if I didn't
      do what Victor said?"

      Darren nodded. He had a very bad feeling about this.

      "Well, this next part might be kind of hard," whispered Gina.
      "Sorry, honey."

      Without another word, she turned around and bent at the waist,
      sticking her ass in Darren's face. Then, clearly moving as fast as
      she could to get the humiliation over with, she flipped up the back
      of her skirt to reveal she wasn't wearing underwear.

      Before Darren even had time to react, she gripped a plump ass cheek
      in each hand and pulled them apart, revealing her tight, puckered
      asshole.

      There was a small lanyard hanging out of it, attached to something
      lodged inside.

      "Y-you have to pull it out," whispered Gina in a miserable, ragged
      voice as her thighs gently trembled. "Victor told me that I would
      be in trouble if I touched it."

      Although the people watching through the door couldn't see exactly
      what he could, Darren could tell that they were deeply amused by
      the spectacle of a wife pulling apart her cheeks to show her
      husband her asshole. The rest of the office floor had to be out
      there looking in now, and Darren thought he saw a few cellphones
      out and recording.

      Darren was quite simply too stunned to resist. Gina had always been
      the guiding force in his life, and if she ordered him to pull a
      mystery object out of her asshole, that was what he was going to
      do.

      He reached up and hooked a finger through the short, looped
      lanyard, then pulled gently. Gina let out a muffled groan as her
      asshole pulled outward lightly, dragged by whatever it was Victor
      had deposited inside. Her thighs were trembling now, and Darren
      couldn't help but note that her pussy was as wet as he had ever
      seen, slowly beginning to leak thick drops of lubrication down her
      thighs. Darren pulled with a little more force, and suddenly a
      flash drive slipped right out of his wife's tight asshole, falling
      to dangle from his hand. He looked down at it, shocked, more
      confused than he had been before.

      Gina let her skirt fall, breathing heavily and taking a moment to
      compose herself. She glared over at the crowd that was watching
      from the doorway and growled, "And what are you assholes looking
      at?"

      The crowd looked anything but intimidated, but they seemed to
      realize that the show was over and began dispersing with lingering
      looks behind them.

      Darren was glad that Gina had demonstrated even a little of her
      usual fire, but it wasn't fully reassuring, considering that she
      had just delivered him a flash drive in her ass while dressed as a
      bimbo secretary.

      Gina turned back to him with an apologetic grimace. "Victor says
      that since Charlie is going to be busy today, he will be your
      supervisor. He has an assignment for you on that drive, and he
      expects results by the end of the day."

      With her message delivered, Gina hesitated, then reached out and
      gripped Darren's free hand, avoiding the one with the drive. Her
      blazing blue eyes locked with Darren's who was too still,
      shell-shocked and overwhelmed to find a response.

      "I know this is crazy, honey... but never forget that I'm on your
      team. Let's just get through today, and we can talk it out."

      Darren shook his head, trying to collect his thoughts. "Honey... I
      just.... I d-don't know if I can handle this," he admitted
      finally.

      Gina patted his hand and took a step back. "I know. It's a lot. But
      I need to get back to Victor. He told me to be quick. I promise
      this is only temporary, and I'll make it up to you."

      With that, she turned away and hurried out of the room, clearly
      ashamed that she had no ability to reassure her husband. After all,
      the situation was exactly what it looked like: she was Victor's
      public slut right now, and everyone knew it.

      Darren dropped the flash drive on his desk, his mind whirling. Just
      as he did, he heard a ping from his computer. His daughter was
      starting her live stream.

      It felt like it was going to be a long day.
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