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Chapter 1

I answered the letter for a live-in housekeeper with some trepidation. I knew they would be expecting a woman, but this job seemed to be exactly what I needed.

Decent pay, fairly low expectations (no experience?!), and free housing? There was truly no better way for me to start fresh in the city. Most jobs did not pay enough for a studio apartment, much less the chance to live in a high-rise suite.

It seemed too good to be true, which should have been my first hint.

I was nervous in the interview, there was so much riding on me making a good impression.

I met her first, Mrs. Ellison, as I greeted her.

“Please, call me Janice,” she said.

That was easy to do, since she was barely older than me. And beautiful. She was wearing yoga pants and a tight shirt, her shapely ass and large breasts fighting for my attention.

Janice showed me around the condo, all four bedrooms, the study, the elaborate bathrooms, and the balcony with the view of downtown.

“It’s amazing, this is a wonderful place,” I said, trying to be conversational and friendly.

“It is, Rick is very happy here. Well, I should say Mr. Ellison, I suppose. He’ll expect you to call him that,” Janice said.

“I understand, I’m just glad to have the opportunity to be interviewed,” I said, immediately picturing Mr. Ellison as older, uptight, and stuck up.

Pushing those counter-productive thoughts out of mind, I asked Janice if Mr. Ellison would be in on the interview.

The front door opened before I finished speaking, though, and Mr. Ellison made his entrance.

Rick was older, but not obviously so. His hair was marbled with streaks of gray, as was his short beard. He was wearing fitted pants, and a tailored shirt, carrying the jacket and a briefcase. He was tall and broad-shouldered and as he looked at me, I could not help but feel immediately judged and dismissed.

“Rick!” Janice said, as she hurried over to greet him with a kiss on the cheek.

“This is Ken,” Janice said, nodding at me. “He’s applying for the housekeeper position.”

Mr. Ellison nodded at me and handed his jacket and briefcase to Janice.

In a flash of inspiration, I approached Janice and held out my hands, offering to take the jacket and briefcase.

Mr. Ellison smiled. “Excellent,” he said.

I don’t know that it was the obvious wealth or power that he projected, but I blushed at the compliment.

Janice laughed and lightly pinched my shoulder.

“Welcome aboard, Ken,” she said.

Two days later, I moved in. I had very few belongings, one suitcase to be exact, but I did not want to seem too desperate. I should have known better, but that would come later.

<


Chapter 2

My first few weeks of employment with the Ellisons were almost exactly what I expected. I cleaned up the house, kept everything tidy, cooked meals, and ran simple errands.

Mrs. Ellison had no actual responsibilities, so she took care of cleaning the master bedroom and their laundry. In fact, I was forbidden from entering their bedroom. Which was fine with me.

But Mrs. Ellison seemed to enjoy teasing me, too. She would often come out of the bedroom in nothing but a bra and panties. She would often bend over in front of me, inspecting the floor for scuffs or picking up little pieces of whatever. I was not positive that she was teasing me, except the time that her panties were wedged completely between her smooth, round ass cheeks. I stared, which, considering the cameras, was a bit risky.

Mr. Ellison showed me the cameras on my second day of work. They covered the entrance, the great rooms, and looked out from the balcony over downtown. There were none in the bedrooms, he assured me, and the cameras were not intended to watch me but to guard against theft.

I understood, after all, their condo was full of valuables.

I learned the ropes and the Ellisons learned that they could trust me. After a few more weeks of work, they told me they were leaving for a weekend and asked if I would be able to watch the condo while they were gone.

I agreed immediately, looking forward to some time to myself.

They left Friday night.

Saturday morning, I woke up and cleaned all the rooms. I did not even try their bedroom, of course, but I did begin to develop a plan.

I was not considering going out for the evening. I had not had a chance to make friends and I was far too shy to be alone in public.

But the city really lit up at night, and I had an amazing view from the balcony.

And I was tired of exploring my body in my own room.

And there was that one basket of laundry that Mrs. Ellison had not yet washed.

It all came together perfectly, I thought. I sat, naked, on the balcony. My legs were propped up on the railing as I streamed hardcore pornography on my phone, Mrs. Ellison’s used panties in my hand.

I smelled her panties as I came. Then I tasted them when I came again. I seriously contemplated whether she would miss a pair of her panties but thought that may be too risky.

I finished my glass of wine, wiped off any potential evidence, and decided to wear her panties to bed. I would return them to the dirty clothes pile tomorrow, first thing. After I came in them. Before I washed them, obviously. I giggled to myself as I confidently strode to my room.

I went to sleep Saturday night and slept deeper than I had in several days. Apparently, that had been building up for quite some time.


Chapter 3

I was startled out of sleep by a pounding on my door.

“Ken, come here please,” it was Mr. Ellison.

I blinked in confusion, then realized it was Sunday morning and they were back early.

“Coming,” I said, scrambling to find clothes.

Fuck. What could they have caught? I nodded as I thought that I must have cleaned up after myself fairly well. There was a load of laundry that had not been done, but that’s nothing.

I was hung over and hurrying. I realized I still had her panties on as I stood up, but all I could find was a pair of shorts. I pulled them on over the panties. For some reason, I thought speed was more important than caution. It made sense at the time.

I went to the living room where Janice and Mr. Ellison were standing, waiting for me.

“Would you like to explain what happened last night?” Mr. Ellison asked.

I blushed, my face burning hot.

“No,” I whispered. Then added, “about what?”

Smooth.

“Ken,” Mr. Ellison began.

Janice cut him off, saying, “I’m so disappointed in you! You violated our trust and took advantage of our hospitality.”

Fuck. I could not deny that.

“I’m sorry, Janice,” I said.

“It’s Mrs. Ellison,” she snapped.

“I’m sorry, Mrs. Ellison,” I answered.

“Ken,” Mr. Ellison began again, “this is a very serious violation. Now, the way I see it this can go two ways. First, you can get your belongings and wait out front for the police to arrive. I think you’ll agree that may be bad for your future.”

“Yes, sir, Mr. Ellison. Please, if there’s anything else we can do,” I said, looking up at him, my face red with shame.

“The alternative is to teach you a very difficult, very real lesson. If you want for Mrs. Ellison and myself to take you in and reform you, you will have to look up there at the camera and say that, very specifically,” he said, and pointed to the corner where the camera sat, blinking at me.

I did not even hesitate.

Looking at the camera, I said, “I agree to place myself completely in control of Mr. and Mrs. Ellison. I agree to anything they desire and am grateful that they have agreed to teach me these difficult lessons.”

Mr. Ellison nodded and said, “Stand up, Ken.”

He took my elbow as I stood.

“Disrobe,” he said.

I stared at him in confusion.

He unbuckled his belt, glaring at me.

“Now,” he said.

“You better listen,” Mrs. Ellison said.

I unbuttoned my shorts and then took my shirt off. I stopped, afraid to pull down my shorts and reveal the panties I had on.

Mr. Ellison took off his belt.

I pulled my shorts down, revealing Mrs. Ellison’s used panties. Their maroon color matched the blush that ran from my neck to my face.

He held his belt in his hand and smiled at me, feral, like a predator closing on its prey.

“I know what you want, and I know what you need,” Mr. Ellison said, staring at me, his measuring gaze going through me.

I looked down, ashamed and submissive.

“I knew it as soon as I walked in the door and saw you in the living room,” he said.

“We both did,” Mrs. Ellison added.

I blushed again, deeper. They were so dominant, so sure of themselves.

“Hold out your hands,” Mr. Ellison said.

I did, slowly.

Mr. Ellison wrapped the belt around and then through my wrists, cinching it tight. He spun me around to face the couch.

“Wha...,” I began, but was cut off as he reached a hand through my legs, grabbed the long end of the belt, and then pushed me forward.

I was face down on the couch, my hands wrapped together and pulled between my legs. My feet were still on the ground, and I did not have enough room to move them. As Mr. Ellison pulled the belt, my face was buried in the pillows of the couch.

My ass, clad in Mrs. Ellison’s panties, was high in the air. My legs, spread apart due to my arms being pulled between them, made my raised ass an open, inviting target.

“We instruct through corporal punishment,” Mr. Ellison said.

Mrs. Ellison sat on the couch next to me, her arms on my shoulders. She held me lightly, but she was nevertheless holding me down, in position.

“Ken, trust me. You’ll appreciate this very soon. You have a lot to learn, and we are looking forward to teaching you.”

I could not see Mr. Ellison, but I felt his hands roaming over my ass. He was pushing and pulling my ass, testing it.

Smack! He spanked me, the sting dulled by Mrs. Ellison’s panties.

He pulled them partially down, exposing my ass but my upper thighs still covered.

His fingers traced over my ass, inspecting me, then spanking me, again.

I jumped in the couch, my hands held firm by his grip on the belt and my body held in place by Mrs. Ellison.

“Rick, look at his little cock growing,” Mrs. Ellison said.

She was right, it was. Tied and exposed, held down and fondled, her panties stretched over my bare ass, I could not help myself.

“Good, the little sissy looks good like this. Thank your daddy, sissy,” Mr. Ellison said.

And then he spanked me, again. I struggled and he held me tight and spanked me a third, fourth, and then fifth time.

“Thank you, daddy,” I said into the couch.

“Spread her open, let me see her pussy,” Mr. Ellison said.

Mrs. Ellison moved her hands off my shoulders and grabbed each side of my ass. I struggled, my last ounce of humility fighting this defilement, and Mr. Ellison pulled the belt even tighter.

I was buried in the couch, held in place by the dominant couple.

As Mrs. Ellison spread my ass and exposed my tight, virgin hole, Mr. Ellison pushed his finger into me, probing me.

I struggled but was held still as he pushed his finger into my tight hole.

He pulled his finger out and grabbed my cock. I heard his grunt of satisfaction as he felt how hard my dick was, how excited their dominance had made me.

He released the belt and I sank down, panties still around my thighs as I fell to the floor and lifted my head from the couch.

“You’ll get her ready?” Mr. Ellison asked Mrs. Ellison.

“Yes, certainly. Was it Kendra that we had decided on?” she asked.

“Kendra, yes. Let me know if she gives you any problems,” he said, turning his gaze on me as he ended the sentence.

In a quick move, Mr. Ellison reached up and pushed his finger into my mouth.

“Clean your pussy off your daddy,” he said.

He was already deep in my mouth, I told myself. It was too late to fight.

I sucked his finger.

“We need to cage her,” Mrs. Ellison said, nodding at my fully hard cock.

Mr. Ellison went to their bedroom. I looked at Mrs. Ellison, confused and lost and wondering where I stood with her and with him.

She smiled at me, “It’s okay, you’re more than ready for this. He likes you, too, and he’ll make you very happy once you accept it.”

Mr. Ellison returned with a metal cock cage. He set it next to me and then left again.

“Besides,” Mrs. Ellison said, “I can’t wait to teach you how to please me.”

Mr. Ellison returned with an ice cube. They discovered that they could not hold me down to secure the cock cage, as my dick grew too hard.

Eventually, the coldness of the ice shrunk my cock enough to squeeze it into the cage. They locked it and Mr. Ellison took the key.

“I can’t have it?” Mrs. Ellison asked him.

“You’re too lenient,” he told her.


Chapter 4

Mrs. Ellison instructed me on grooming, cleaning, make-up application, and apparel over the next several days. Mr. Ellison would get home in the afternoon and I would stand, head bowed and submissive, while he inspected the condo.

By the third day I was able to wake up early, dress and prepare myself, make breakfast, and then begin cleaning all on my own. Typically, I was allowed to clean in panties, a short skirt, and a shirt. Mrs. Ellison had a maid’s uniform that she informed me would be used for special occasions.

She was proud of my performance and my work ethic.

I was focused completely on pleasing them. I would lay in bed and think of when Mr. Ellison bent me over the couch, my ass in the air with Mrs. Ellison’s maroon panties.

I wanted it again, I wanted to be dominated and fucked. I had a singular focus, to earn freedom from the cock cage and an orgasm.

The next day, Mrs. Ellison came home from her yoga workout before I began preparing dinner.

I rushed to the door to greet her. She stood, waiting, as I hurried to her and then knelt down.

I bowed my head, kneeling.

“You have been doing such a good job, Kendra. I’m proud of how well you’ve adjusted.”

“Thank you, Mrs. Ellison,” I answered.

She stepped closer to me, her thighs next to my face. I dared not look up.

“I saw what you did to my panties,” she said.

I blushed furiously and tried to mumble an apology.

My cock swelled in its cage, pressing against the warm metal.

“You took them out of the dirty laundry,” she said, putting her hand on my head, tilting my face up to her.

I looked up at her, standing over me, her tight yoga pants in my face. Her pussy just outside of my reach.

“Yes, Mrs. Ellison, I did,” I said.

“You’re a dirty little sissy, aren’t you?” she asked.

“Yes, Mrs. Ellison, I’m a dirty little sissy,” I said.

She rolled her yoga pants off her legs and had me lay down on my back.

She stood over me, her naked, wet pussy directly over my face.

“Dirty little sissy, are you going to clean my pussy?” she asked.

“Yes, Mrs. Ellison, please may I clean your pussy?” I said.

She lowered herself down and knelt over me. Her pussy covered my mouth.

I wanted my cock to be free, I knew that it would be harder right now than it’s ever been.

I breathed her in, her wet sex, musky and strong, filling my nose and my lungs.

She sat on my face. My tongue licked her wet pussy, tasting her. My nose was against her throbbing clit as she began grinding on me, fucking my face.

Moaning, I licked and sucked her wetness, tasting her and smelling her and drowning myself in her powerful scent.

She leaned forward, bracing herself on the floor, and rubbed her pussy up and down my face, using my nose and my tongue to press against her swollen clit.

“Dirty sissy, you want my cum on your face, don’t you?”

I whimpered beneath her as she ground against me, fucking my face with her wet pussy.

She leaned back and spread her pussy lips open, exposing her most sensitive nerves to my probing tongue. I licked and pressed against her with my tongue, sucking her clit until she grabbed my hair and pulled me hard into her.

I could not breathe, stuffed inside of her, moaning, swallowing her.

I felt her warm wetness covering my face as she came, grinding on me, moaning.

She moved off my face and sat next to me, naked from the waist down.

“You keep that on your face, maybe daddy will reward you,” she said.

“Yes, Mrs. Ellison,” I answered.

“Put your face down, show me your pussy,” she said.

I lay on my face, sideways so that I didn’t smear her wetness, and stuck my ass in the air.

She lifted my skirt and then pulled my panties down, exposing my ass.

“Nice and smooth, you’ve been keeping up with what I taught you,” she said.

She traced her finger on my pussy.

“Pink and just begging to be fucked, isn’t it?” she said.

I moaned, hoping she would touch me and take me. My cock pressed against its cage as I dreamed of her touching my pussy, reaching inside me.

“I bought this for you,” she said, pulling a glass plug out of her purse. It was long and phallic with a large base. A cross between a glass cock and a plug.

“We’re going to surprise daddy on Friday. I’m going to teach you how to use your pussy to please him,” she said.

I was rocking back and forth, anxious and ready.

The tip of the glass cock was big, and Mrs. Ellison held it against my tight opening as she began telling me how to use my muscles to squeeze the cock. She pressed into my pussy and told me to push against it, opening my muscles to take it deep.

She led me to the couch, where I knelt on the cushions facing the back, my stuffed ass hanging out over the floor. She sat on the floor next to me.

She gripped the glass toy in her hand and began working it into me. I gasped as it slid in, long and solid and unrelenting, pressing deeper and deeper.

She began moving the toy out and then back in. Mrs. Ellison moaned as she fucked me with the toy.

“Hold your ass open, present yourself to me,” she said.

I submitted completely to the powerful feelings of sexuality that drove my body deeper and deeper into obedience. Posing on the couch with my hands on my ass as she worked the toy in and out, I felt so fucked and so filled and desperate to please her.

“Thank you for fucking me,” I said, my head spinning in pleasure.

She began fingering her pussy with one hand and fucking me with the other.

“Good girl, you’re a good girl,” she said, her words running together as her eyes closed in ecstasy.

Bouncing on her, my cock was throbbing each time the cock thrust into me. I could feel an orgasm deep inside of me, brought to existence by the thrusting head of her big, glass cock.

I was moaning, clear cum dripping from my caged cock.

“Wait,” she said.

I slowed, then stopped, the cock in my pussy as I looked back at her.

She pulled out her phone and told me to spread my ass and show her the cock so she could take a picture. She wanted to see me fuck myself with the glass cock.

I pulled my pussy open with one hand and worked the cock in and out with the other. I was open and exposed and fucked, and the feelings of pleasure drove me to fuck myself harder and faster.

She put her hand on me, slowing me.

I looked at her, desperate for release.

“Please,” I said.

“Not yet, sexy girl. Come here,” she said, motioning to the floor next to her.

Slowly, I climbed off the chair, my pussy still full and my cock dripping clear cum.

“I want you to hold that cock inside you, but you can’t cum yet. You need to save that for him, do you understand?”

“Please,” I said.

“No!” she snapped. “I would punish you right now, but that would probably make you cum, wouldn’t it?”

I lowered my head.

“Mind your manners and do as you are told. We’ll deal with your behavior later,” she said.

“Yes, Mrs. Ellison,” I said.

“Go ahead and finish dinner. Don’t let it come out! If it breaks you will be severely punished! I’m going to go take a shower. And cum again,” she said, smiling, as she left.

I stood to finish dinner, the glass cock sealed in my pussy, visible below the line of the skirt.

The cock cage helped me focus on the tasks Mrs. Ellison had assigned. I needed to work on making dinner. It would be delicious; I would show my appreciation. My submission was so complete that I went from pleading for an orgasm to focused completely on preparing dinner in less than a minute.

I looked at the corner of the room, watching the blinking light of the camera.

A powerful, sexual longing burned inside me. I wanted to please the Ellisons more than I could understand.


Chapter 5

Mrs. Ellison got home Friday afternoon after her yoga lesson and had me dress in a tight schoolgirl skirt, stockings, and a tied t-shirt.

“You will be a naughty schoolgirl for Mr. Ellison, is that clear?”

“Yes, Mrs. Ellison,” I said.

“He is going to punish your tight little pussy, and then you’re going to beg forgiveness.”

“Yes, Mrs. Ellison,” I said.

“Dirty little sissy,” she said as she smacked my ass.

“Go get in the living room. I’m going to send him the video of you fucking your little pussy and tell him that’s how I caught you.”

“But,” I began.

“What?” she asked.

“That’s not true. The cameras will prove it!” I said, speaking quickly. Not thinking.

“Don’t you dare call me a liar, he’ll fuck you so hard he’ll ruin you,” she said, her voice low and confident.

I lowered my head, defeated.

“Yes, fine,” I said.

She gasped at my defiance.

“We’re going to clean your filthy mouth for that,” she said.

I stormed to the living room and sat on the couch, irritated. Who does she think she is?

I was angrily tapping my foot, wallowing in the injustice of her story, when she came out from her bedroom.

She sat on the arm of the couch next to me. I pointedly ignored her.

“You need to remember your place in this household,” she said.

My foot tapped even faster.

“I sent him the picture and then I called him. He’s on his way home,” she said.

My foot stopped.

“Do you know what you should have done differently?” she asked.

I paused to think, but it was hard to focus. I had promised to be submissive and obedient to her and to him. My caged cock was a constant reminder.

“I’m sorry,” I said, realizing what I had been thinking in a flash of insight.

“When you fucked me with your cock, it felt so good. But then you stopped. And you teased me, and I forgot to be grateful because it felt so good. I wanted to cum. It’s been so long. Can you please forgive me?” I asked.

It was true, of course. And even more, I had presumed to deserve it.

“Do you see why you’re going to be punished by Mr. Ellison?” she asked.

“Yes, and I deserve it,” I said.

“Good girl, I'm proud of you. You’ve come so far in such a short time,” she said, putting her hand on my face.

“I was going to punish you, but I have a better idea.”

I looked at her in complete acceptance and willingness to do anything to please her.

“Such a good girl,” she said.

Mrs. Ellison went to her bedroom as I sat watching her. She, and Mr. Ellison, were the complete focus of my attention. I would do anything to please them.

She returned, naked. Salivating, I pictured her wet pussy the way it was when she sat on my face. I did not even wish to be uncaged, because it was with the cock cage that I was allowed to please her.

She leaned over the back of the couch, standing with her sexy ass out.

“Come over here,” she said.

I scrambled quickly and was almost immediately kneeling behind her.

“Keep your mouth closed and rub my pussy all over your face.”

I buried my face in her pussy in ecstatic excitement. She was wet, I could smell her arousal and feel her slick skin with my lips.

“Good girl, now lick,” she said.

I dove into her, my tongue pushing into her pussy and licking, up and down her tight, wet slit. I licked the nub of her clit, sucking her wetness with my tongue and burying my face in her pussy hole.

My cock, caged but not forgotten, tested its metal prison with relentless need.

“Now, since you learned such an important lesson today, I’m going to allow you to worship my asshole,” she said.

Without hesitation I licked up her labia, through her pussy, and up to her asshole.

“Rub your face in it, Mr. Ellison will be very pleased if you smell like me,” she said.

I moaned in gratitude, breathing her and submitting with my mouth in the most grateful way that I could. The spark of orgasm, locked away but ever-present, flared inside me.

I probed her tight asshole with my tongue, licking her puckered rim and pushing my tongue into her opening.

She reached behind her and pulled her ass open, giving me full access to her tight asshole. She fingered herself with her other hand while I buried my tongue inside of her hole, pushing deep into her.

She moaned, complimenting me, as her legs began shaking. My body responded to the beginning of her orgasm with a burst of pleasure. I could not cum just from licking her asshole, but I was getting close as I wallowed in my submissiveness.

I reached up and held her ass open with my hands, freeing her to fuck her pussy with both hands. My tongue went deep inside her. I tasted her and smelled her with every breath and every movement of my tongue.

She came as my tongue pushed into her asshole and her fingers fucked her pussy and rubbed her clit.

I sat back and watched her, panting.

“Good girl, what do you say after that?” she asked.

“Thank you for letting me put my face in your pussy and my tongue in your asshole, Mrs. Ellison,” I answered.

“Good girl. Daddy is going to be proud of you!”

“He’ll be home in just a few minutes, let’s get you ready,” she said.

She opened her hand and showed me a pair of her panties.

“These are used, just like you enjoy the most,” she said with a wink.

I was completely beyond blushing at this point.

“We’re going to keep you from getting in any more trouble. And give you a reward for learning your lesson. It won’t reduce his punishment, but I think you’ll appreciate it,” she said.

She stuffed her used panties in my mouth. Then she picked up a roll of tape and wrapped it around my face, sealing the panties in. I was dreaming of Mr. Ellison getting home and punishing me. I wanted his approval, his pleasure, and would do anything for him, as much as I would do anything for her.

I needed only the chance to prove it.

The door opened, and Mr. Ellison walked in. I was kneeling in front of the naked Mrs. Ellison in my schoolgirl outfit.

“Is she ready?” he asked.


Chapter 6

Mr. Ellison wasted no time in taking control of the house.

He threw his coat and briefcase to the floor as he purposefully walked straight over to me.

I knelt, watching him, unblinking, ready for his punishment. Desperate for his punishment.

“Do you think you can just play with your pussy whenever you want?” he asked me, growling.

Gagged, I looked up at him silently.

“Answer me!” he said as he grabbed my face in his hand.

“I’m sorry, daddy,” I said, my words completely muffled.

He recognized the tone, and the words.

“Sorry doesn’t cut it, dirty little sissy,” he said.

I realized then that he was right, and so was she. It didn’t matter that she had set me up. I was a dirty little sissy.

I reached out for him, grabbing his waist as I pressed my taped mouth against his pants.

I felt his cock, hard, buried beneath his fitted slacks and I nuzzled it, desperate to please him.

“Get your face on the ground and stick your pussy up,” he said, unbuckling his pants.

I spun and immediately stuck my ass up.

“Please, daddy,” I tried to say.

“Rick, she hasn’t learned yet, don’t be too hard on her,” Mrs. Ellison said.

“Right there,” he said to her, and she knelt down beside me.

Daddy lowered himself down and grabbed my hands. He pulled them far back and wrapped his belt around my ankles and my wrists.

My cock was desperate for release as he bound my hands and feet. I smelled Mrs. Ellison on my face as Daddy pulled his belt tight.

I shook my ass, desperate for him.

“Please, Daddy, please,” I begged, unheard.

He lifted my skirt as my cock throbbed in a monumental effort to break free of its cage.

He put his hands on my ass and snarled, “Whose pussy is this!?”

“Yours, daddy, it’s your pussy, yours,” I said, my tone desperate.

He jerked my panties down and I arched my back, presenting for him, showing off my pussy.

“This is my pussy!” he growled, putting his hands back on my ass.

His large, powerful hands covered both of my ass cheeks. Each thumb rested against my puckered pussy.

“Please, daddy, please take my pussy!”

He pulled his hands apart and spread me open.

“Such a pink, tight little pussy,” he said.

Fuck, I needed him so bad. I needed anything from him.

“Please,” I said in total despair.

“Hold her open,” he said, removing his hands.

Mrs. Ellison put her hands on my ass as she leaned over my body.

“Look at that tight little pussy,” he said.

“Thank you, daddy,” I tried to say.

He rubbed his finger over me, pushing into me, testing me again.

“Sexy and pink, you’re ready for it, aren’t you?” he asked.

“Please!” I wailed into the dirty panties.

Then I felt his cock, hard and warm, pressing against my hole.

I rocked back, desperate to take him inside me.

Mrs. Ellison spanked me, hard, and I held still.

“Look at how big your cock is,” she said to him.

“Watch me stretch her tight little pussy out,” he told her.

I was delirious with desire, moaning desperately into my gag for him to fuck me, to fill me and stretch me.

He pushed his cock against me, forcing me open, slow.

His hot, hard cock was big, bigger than the toy. He forced his way into me, and I rocked and shook on him, taking him deep as Mrs. Ellison had taught me.

He slid further in, pushing me.

Mrs. Ellison put her leg across my back, holding me in place as he thrust his big cock into me.

I felt his balls, soft and full, pressing against me. He kept going, still not all the way in.

I was screaming into the gag, finally fucked, desperate for him to stick it all the way into me, to take me as his dirty sissy.

He pulled partially out and then rammed his cock into me.

I screamed as he his cock filled me with sissy bliss, reaching through my body and breaking me to his power.

“Thank you, Daddy,” I muffled into the gag.

He pulled out and then thrust into me, hard and fast this time, deep into my pussy.

“Please!” I screamed for more.

Mrs. Ellison held me in place, pulled open as his cock stretched me.

Daddy fucked me, pounding me with his cock, taking me as his dirty sissy.

He half-stood, making his cock match the angle of my bent body, giving him full, deep access into me.

Ramming me, his thrusts so powerful that Mrs. Ellison and I both were pushed forward, pounded as he fucked me mercilessly.

Screaming into her panties, my body exploded in deep, submissive pleasure. Cum dripped from my caged cock as he pounded into me, over and over. Every thrust ripped an orgasm out of me, forced me to moan and whimper, forced me to submit to him, forced me to thank him.

Every thrust forced more cum from me. I did not know what was happening, it was like an orgasm that started and stopped every time his cock slid all the way into my pussy.

I was writhing in pleasure, moaning and screaming and dripping cum as he fucked me, harder and faster, his own orgasm boiling inside his big balls that kept slamming into me, a constant reminder of the powerful alpha cum that he was going to pump inside of me, that I needed so bad.

I felt his orgasm begin, the heat of his hard cock sliding faster. I heard the wetness as he pounded into me, his pre-orgasm already pumping cum into my pussy.

He growled, low, like an animal as he claimed me with his hot cum. With one final thrust deep into my pussy, his cock began pulsing and pumping me full of jizz.

My own submissive, sissy cock gushed in pleasure as he emptied his balls into me.

I milked him with my pussy, grasping his cock to suck the cum into my body, to feel it inside me.

“Thank you, daddy,” I was repeating, over and over, my mind given over completely to his powerful cock.

Daddy pulled out of me and Mrs. Ellison plugged me, sealing his cum inside me.

“Don’t spill any of that,” she said as she lifted me into a kneeling position.

She unwrapped the tape from my face as Daddy pulled me towards him.

His cock was still mostly hard, shiny and wet with his cum.

I took him in my mouth, looking up at him, grateful to be allowed to suck his powerful cock. I could taste him, could taste his power and his control.

“Good girl,” Mrs. Ellison said, pushing my head further on his cock.

“Clean your pussy off his cock, and make sure to get all of his cum into your body. We have big plans for you!” she said.

“Thank you, Daddy,” I said around his cock, looking at him, giving him my body.

He smiled down at me and said, “Good girl.”


Thank you for reading. I hope you enjoyed it as much as I enjoyed writing it! If you did, consider joining my mailing list and receiving free short stories every month!

Sign up here!
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