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The Group Project

“Pete, where the hell are you?!”

I shouted into my phone. This was the third message I was leaving for my partner. The little dweeb was screening my calls or something. For all I knew, he was right on the other side of that door, listening to me leave voicemails while playing some lame computer game.

But I wasn’t going to give up. I couldn’t. I needed to see what he’d done for our science project before we presented it the next day. We had agreed to meet at his apartment at 4:30. I was here. Where was he?

Grumbling, I slipped my phone into the back pocket of my skin-tight jeans. It barely fit, the denim was stretched so tight over my plump ass. I’d worn my hottest jeans and a tight-fitting crop top, to remind him exactly why he’d agreed to do all the work on our group project. I was shit at chemistry, and he was a genius at it. I was hot, he was not. That’s the way the world worked. He had to pay for the privilege of breathing the same air as me.

And, as of that afternoon, he was behind on  payments.

I crossed my arms, staring at the door. His shitty apartment building was all the way across town from the dorms where I lived. Since I was only 18 and a freshman, I couldn’t live off campus. He was a sophomore, majoring in Computer Science. He was taking chemistry “for fun.” Who takes chemistry for fun? Since it was so fun for him, he shouldn’t have had any problems doing all the work.

So where was he?

If he really was hiding out in that apartment like a coward, he couldn’t hide in there forever. He’d have to come out at some point.

Then again, a loser like Pete might have a year’s worth of Doritos and Mountain Dew stockpiled for emergencies.

Calling him wasn’t working. Taking a deep breath and steeling myself for the geek wasteland I was about to enter, I knocked on the door.

At first, nothing happened. I flipped my long blonde ponytail over my shoulder, tapping my foot. Finally, I heard some movement on the other side. And then the door creaked open, an unfamiliar face looking out into the hallway.

“Hello?” The guy looked exactly like what I’d imagine Pete’s friend to look like. Long black hair, dumb metal band t-shirt, glasses and acne on his chin. I sneered.

“Is Pete there?” I demanded.

“Pete? Oh, uh…not right now,” the guy shrugged, eying me up and down. Taking in my hourglass figure and perfect features, no doubt. Wondering what he’d done right in a past life to deserve this brief interaction with an angel.

“I’m Cammy,” I said, pushing the door open. The guy stumbled back, but didn’t try to stop me from entering the apartment. It was shockingly normal. Decent-looking furniture, no mountains of old pizza boxes and empty soda bottles. A few lame movie posters, but otherwise a pretty boring-looking place. Figured. Boring Pete would have a boring apartment. Pete even looked boring, with brown hair and brown eyes.

“Hey, I don’t…”

“Pete and I were working on a chem project together,” I explained as the roommate closed the door behind me. “Where’s his room? I’m sure it’s all on his computer.”

“Woah, woah,” the guy said. “Slow down. I’m not just gonna let you into my buddy’s room.”

“I’ll find it myself,” I said, stalking down the hallway. One of the doors was wide open, showcasing a bathroom. Another was only open a slither, and loud metal music came from inside. I assumed that was roommate’s room. The third door was closed. I tried the knob and it opened up. Roommate followed me as I stepped into Pete’s room.

I recognized his laptop bag that he always brought to class, as well as the laptop that sat on his desk, and our chemistry textbook. Bingo.

“Listen, you can’t just barge in here,” roommate protested. “Pete will be back later. You can wait for him in the living room if you like.”

“Leave me alone,” I said, going for the computer. I moved the wireless mouse around until the screen lit up. It didn’t need a password or anything, which was lucky for me. I was looking right at his desktop. I smiled triumphantly when I saw the folder marked Projects.

I opened it. Roommate was standing in the doorway, his mouth opening and closing like a fish as he looked for the words that would stop me.

“Can you not?” I spat. “Just go back to your room.”

“You’re a bitch,” he said. I rolled my eyes. He was just jealous because he knew he’d never have a chance with someone like me. The folder labelled Projects opened up to reveal a series of videos, all with confusing names. None of them looked like our chem project, but one of them had to be it, right?

I clicked one at random and a video began to play. I knew right away it couldn’t be our chem project, but something stopped me from closing it. The video was one of those spiraling illusions, pink and white. Like you’d see in a movie about hypnosis or something. Looking at it immediately calmed me down. I didn’t mind that roommate was standing around like a weirdo. I didn’t mind that Pete was late. I didn’t mind anything. I felt really good.

“Cammy?” Roommate spoke from the doorway, clearly seeing the change in me.

Words began to appear on screen, almost too fast too read. With the spiral effect in the background, I barely had time to process them. Master. Slave. Submit. Obey. Suck. Fuck. Eat cum. Love cock. Worship cock. Adore cock. Over and over, those words and variants of them appeared in front of the spiraling background. The more I watched, the better I felt. I slowly let myself sink down into the desk chair, never taking my eyes off the screen.

“What are you watching? Oh, Jesus, you didn’t open one of his projects, did you?” Roommate finally entered the room, rushing forward towards the laptop. I licked my lips as he approached. He smelled really good. All manly and hot. My whole body tingled as he leaned over my shoulder, grabbing the mouse. I wondered what his cock would look like, taste like. My mouth watered. I shifted in the seat, spreading my legs wide as my pussy got wet. That felt really nice. The video was so pretty. The words were so sexy. Master. Who was Master? I was Slave. I needed Master.

Was he Master?

Roommate clicked the mouse, closing the video.

“Shit,” he breathed. “I hope it’s not too late…”

“Are you Master?” I asked, knowing I needed to find my Master. I belonged to Master. Slave was nothing without Master!

“Oh, fuck,” he said, running a hand through his hair as he looked down on me. I pouted, hoping he would tell me he was Master. The sooner I found Master, the sooner I could worship his cock.

“Please, I need to find Master,” I whined. “Master’s cock needs me.”

His brow furrowed. He stood over me, and I could see a bulge developing in his jeans. My nipples were hard, my pussy wet. The sight of that bulge made me pant. My fingers itched to unzip him, release his cock and service it.

“Um…maybe?” He said. “I could be Master…for now.”

“Really?” I gasped, dropping to my knees before him. “Master, thank you! Master, can Slave suck your cock? Slave needs cum in her belly.”

It was true. My stomach grumbled, empty, desperate for hot, thick jizz inside me. Master rubbed his chin, studying me.

“Slave will do anything for cum,” I moaned. “Please?”

“Anything?” Master said, his eyes darkening. He smelled so good. I wanted to rub his cock all over my body, get his scent all over me. “Take your top off.”

A second later and it was gone, my shirt and bra both lying beside me. My breasts felt so much better now that they were out in the open. Master’s cock was making a big bulge in his pants, and I drooled at the thought of sucking it. I wanted Master to fuck my throat so deep that I gagged on it. I wanted to taste his balls, lick them and suck them while he jacked off in my face. I wanted to make Master feel so good.

“Get up and go into my room,” Master ordered. “Take your pants off, too.”

I hopped up, my breasts bouncing as I trotted into the hallway and entered Master’s room. It was dark, and smelled of smoke, the music loud. Hurriedly, I undid my skintight jeans and stepped out of my panties. When Master finally walked through the door, I was naked from head to toe, my body on display for him. I hoped and prayed that he would find it acceptable.

“Sweet baby Jesus…” Master sighed, looking me up and down. “Pete’s gonna have a heart attack. I feel kinda bad taking the first turn, but you really do need a cock inside you, don’t you?”

“Yes, Master,” I moaned. “Please.”

“Lay down,” Master nodded towards the bed. I did as he ordered, eagerly laying on the unmade bed. Master came to stand beside me. He undid his jeans, finally letting me see his beautiful, thick cock. I moaned as it popped free, my only desire to lick it and taste his cum.

Master wrapped his hand around the base of his shaft, teasing me with it. A thick, pearly drop of pre-cum developed at the tip as he stroked himself. I opened my lips, waiting for the moment when he would let me taste him. But, to my surprise, he climbed up on the bed and straddled my stomach. Letting go of his cock, he grabbed my tits. The sensation shocked me, had my back arching in pleasure as he toyed with my hard nipples. It sent waves of pleasure right down to my throbbing clit, and I swore I’d leave a puddle of juices on his bed from how my pussy dripped.

Master kneaded my tits, his expression serious, taking control of my body. As my owner, he had full right to use any part of me, however he desires. My heart picked up speed, arousal fueled by my desire to please Master mixed with his wanton treatment of my creamy young breasts. They were much bigger than his hands could hold. He rubbed them together, rolling his thumbs over my nipples. He groaned and thrust his cock against my stomach, smearing pre-cum on my tight abs.

“Suck me first,” Master said, and finally moved up my body until he was at my neck. Grabbing my ponytail, he forced my head up at an angle. I opened my lips wide, closing my eyes in satisfaction as he began to use my mouth. I licked at his shaft, sucking the pre-cum from the tip, moaning as it slid down my throat.

I dragged my tongue along the vein running underneath his shaft, and drooled as his smell filled my nostrils. Master’s cock was long and thick, and soon he was forcing it down my throat. I fought my gag reflex, tears springing to my eyes as he drove himself deeper and deeper into my mouth. I hoped he would thrust all the way, shoving himself down my throat as he came for me.

But Master had something else in mind. No sooner did he get his shaft properly lubricated with my spit than he pulled it out and turned around, straddling my neck in such a way that his balls hung over my mouth. He grabbed my tits again, now squeezing them together and pulling them upwards. His lubricated shaft slid between them.

“Lick my balls, Slave,” he grunted. How lucky was I! I lifted my head as his balls dragged across my wet chin. Reaching my tongue out, I began to lick at his sac, kissing the wrinkled flesh, sucking it between my lips. He panted, fucking my tits hard while I worshipped his balls with my tongue. He pinched my nipples, making me drip even more. Master was so good at using my body. He couldn’t do anything without making me wild with lust. The taste of his balls was the sweetest candy, the feel of them on my tongue so delicious.

“Shit, I’m gonna cum,” he groaned. He repositioned his body to fuck my tits from the other side. He grabbed my ponytail again, forcing my head up once more. “Hold your tits for me, and open wide.”

I grabbed my breasts, squeezing them together for Master to fuck. He panted, red-faced, staring down at my hot teenage body while I waited with my mouth open. Each second that passed made me hungrier than the last, until I thought I would die if he didn’t give me cum to swallow!

Luckily, it didn’t take long before he groaned, jerking his hips hard against my tits and releasing the first rope of cum into my waiting mouth. The taste on my tongue was exquisite. Each gooey burst landed right where it belonged, and I swallowed eagerly until I felt my belly filling up with Master’s sweet cum. He jerked again and again, giving me more cum than I could ever have hoped for, before finally going limp. He breathed heavily, looking down at me as his cock wilted.

“Damn. Pete said you were a bitch. I wonder how long this will last. Hopefully long enough for him to get a chance at you.”

“Master wants to share me?” I asked, wiggling a little in excitement. More cocks meant more cum.

“Erm…something like that,” Master chuckled. “You should probably go into the living room while I call Pete. He’ll be home soon.”

Master got off me, leaving me feeling cold and empty without him. I only had the warmth of his jizz filling my belly to keep me company as I obeyed him and went into the living room. I hoped that I would be able to show him what a good Slave I could be – if he wanted me to serve Pete, I would do it. For him, I would do anything.

After a while, Master emerged from his bedroom. I had been waiting on my knees on the floor in the living room. I tried not to move a single muscle. A good Slave should only move when her Master tells her to.

“Pete will be here in a few minutes,” Master said. “I’m going out to study for a little while.”

“Master…?” I asked, wanting to know what I should do when Pete got there.

“Pete says this isn’t going to stop anytime soon, unless you really want it to,” Master said. Why would I want it to stop? There was nothing better than being a Slave. What would be the point of life if I couldn’t serve my Master? “We’ve come to an agreement. We’re going to share you.”

“Share Slave?” I asked, surprised and excited. “Two Masters?”

“Yes,” Master said. “Maybe you can call him Sir. How does that sound? Do you want that?”

“Yes, Master!” I gasped. “Thank you! Slave is so happy to be yours, so happy to be your loyal fucktoy. Thank you, thank you…”

Master was already waving goodbye while I spoke. I wanted so badly for him to know just how badly I loved him and worshipped him. And now I would have another Master! I would have Sir. I was the luckiest little Slave in the world. Two cocks to worship, two cocks to suck dry every day, twice the cum to eat.
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I couldn’t wait to show Sir just how much I appreciated him. How grateful I was to be his. I was wiggling in place, my ass bouncing up and down on my heels. I stared intently at the door, waiting for the slightest sign of life.

Finally, the lock turned.

Sir entered the apartment, looking a bit red-faced. His eyes immediately met mine. I was dripping wet at once, seeing the man I lived to serve.

“Cammy,” Sir said, approaching me. “I can’t fucking believe it. You stupid, stupid bitch. You just had to go looking through my stuff.”

I didn’t like this at all. Sir was mad at me. A Slave should never make her owner unhappy. Whimpering, I lowered my head.

“I’m so sorry, Sir,” I said. “Slave is so very sorry. I’ll do anything – anything. Please let me show you I’m a good Slave. I’ll be the perfect little cocksucker. I’ll do anything to make Sir feel good.”

“Hmmm,” Sir studied me. His eyes made me drip even though he was mad. I wanted to taste him, feel him inside me. “Well, maybe you can make it up to me.”

“How? Slave will do anything! Please, please! Let Slave worship your cock, Sir!”

“I don’t want that right now,” Sir said with a smile. “I want that cunt of yours. If you’re really a devoted cumslave, you’ll let me fuck your pussy. Raw.”

Oh my god. It was better than I could ever have dreamed!

“Yes, Sir!” I squealed. “Please! Please fuck me!”

“Bend over the couch,” Sir said. “I can see how fucking wet you are from here. And my cock is hard. I’ve been thinking about this for months. I’m finally going to fuck the bitch right out of you. You’ll be a helpless little slut for the rest of your life.”

“Yes,” I moaned, immediately getting up and bending over, burying my face in the couch cushions. The position showed off my dripping slit and my pink rosebud. I waited, tense with need, for Sir to begin using my body. “Slave will be yours forever, Sir.”

“Damn straight,” Sir growled. He walked behind me, and I heard him unzipping himself. My skin went flush, hair rising on my arms, as he slid his cock between my thighs, using my wetness to lubricate his shaft. He grabbed the flesh of my ass, spanking me. “Thank me when I spank you, Slave.”

“Thank you,” I moaned as he hit me again. The sharp sting of his palm on my flesh only made me want him more, only made me wetter. “Thank you, Sir. Slave loves it when you spank her.”

“You better get used to it,” Sir said. “You’ve earned a lot of punishment. You know that, right?”

“Yes, Sir!” I gasped as he hit me again. “I’ve been a bad girl. So bad. Slave needs to be punished. Thank you, Sir!”

Sir’s cock was inching towards my dripping slit, spreading my lips open as he teased me. My muscles were taut, my thighs trembling in anticipation. I wanted Sir to fuck me so deep and hard, wanted him to fill me up with his cum. I wanted Sir to own my whole body.

“What are you?” Sir growled, grabbing my hips now.

“Your Slave,” I panted. “Your pathetic little cumslut!”

“That’s right,” he laughed. “That’s exactly what you are.”

“Please, Sir…please fuck Slave…”

With a groan, Sir pressed forward. He entered me swiftly, my wetness making it easy for him to fill me up in one thrust. I cried out into the cushions, the sound muffled as he reached down and pushed my head further into the couch. His cock was huge. It was like being fucked for the very first time. My juices spilled down my thighs, wetting his balls as they swung against me. Sir fucked me hard right away, driving his cock all the way to my womb over and over again while I tried to keep up. Pleasure blinded me.

“Stupid bitch,” Sir grunted. “Cum for your new owner. Show me what a desperate cock addict you are. Cum for me, now.”

Whimpering, I bit down on the couch cushion as pleasure exploded in my pussy. The sensations radiated outward, reaching my fingertips, making my toes curl. I quaked, bucking helplessly against Sir as he continued to plow me hard with his massive cock.

“Good girl,” he panted, jerking forward one last time before leaning over me, putting all his weight on my body. “Good girl, take it. Take Sir’s cum.”

I moaned, eyes rolling back in my head as I felt Sir’s cock pump jizz into my pussy. My unprotected slit milked him dry, taking every drop of his sweet seed.

“There you go,” he sighed, pulling out with a final slap on my ass. I moaned, feeling his cum drip from my cunt. “Don’t you have something to say to me?”

“Thank you, Sir,” I said. “Thank you so much for fucking me.”

“You’re welcome,” he said, sitting on the couch as I positioned myself at his feet. “You know, it’s funny. That video you watched…it’s not magic. It can’t make you do anything you don’t subconsciously want to do. That’s not how hypnosis works.”

I shrugged. What else could I possibly want? Serving my owners was as fulfilling as any job or anything else I could possibly do with my life. I leaned in as Sir stroked my hair.

“Who knew that deep down you were just a submissive little skank?” Sir mused aloud. I shrugged again. What did it matter? This was where I belonged, and I would never ever stray.
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 When Master returned later that evening, Sir was watching TV using my naked body as a footstool. I was so excited to see both my owners at once that I couldn’t help but wiggle. Sir lifted his feet from my back, welcoming Master home.

“So,” Master said. “What do you think?”

“I think we’ve got ourselves a nice little Slave,” Sir said, reaching down to pet my hair. I could have died from happiness. They both smiled down at me, and I beamed back up at them to show what a happy Slave I was.

“I guess that means we should finish breaking her  in,” Master said.

“I guess so,” Sir agreed. “I fucked her already…”

“Yeah, and I used her mouth.”

“So, let’s switch,” Sir said with a nod. Master nodding along, too, and I about cried from excitement. I was going to get to serve them both – at the same time!

“On the table?” Master said, pointing to the coffee table in the living room.

“Looks good,” Sir agreed, reaching down again. This time, he grabbed my ponytail and dragged me across the room. I kept up as fast as I could, crawling on all fours, but he was much faster than me. Still, I didn’t whine or complain as he jerked me by my hair and lifted me off the ground. I crawled up on to the table, my tits hanging down as my owners studied their eager little Slave. I was dripping wet and ready to suck and fuck my way into paradise.

The coffee table wasn’t almost the exact size of my body, my shins hanging off in mid-air while my hands gripped the other edge. Master stood between my legs, slipping two fingers into my needy slit.

“Nice and wet,” he said. “Did you…?”

“Oh, I had her clean herself up,” Sir said. “Don’t worry.”

“Good,” Master said, and I heard the telltale sound of a zipper going down. Sir approached my face, my mouth inches from the bulge in his jeans. Soon, he had them down at his ankles, his cock making me drool in want. Pre-cum dribbled from the tip. Behind me, Master teased at my opening with his cock. I pushed back gently, wanting him to fill me up faster.

“That’s a nice Slave,” Master said. “You just want a good hard fuck, don’t you?”

“Yes, Master,” I groaned. “Slave loves your cock. Needs it so bad.”

“You’re going to be our dirty little fucktoy,” Sir promised, grabbing my face and digging his fingers into my cheeks, forcing my lips to pucker. “We’re going to keep you dripping and sloppy all day and night. Maybe even throw a little party for all our friends and use you as a toilet.”

“Please, let me serve you,” I said through his grip.

“Oh, you’ll serve us,” Master groaned, sliding inside me an inch at a time. My eyes rolled back in pleasure. He was so thick, his cock stretching me tight. “Serve us meals, serve us drinks…”

“Whatever we say, you do,” Sir said, stroking his cock inches from my face, teasing me. “Your days of walking around as queen of the campus are over. From now on, you’re our little fuckpuppet.”

“Please,” I whimpered, needing to suck him so badly that it actually hurt. Master was already pounding my slit, using me for his needs. My hard nipples begged to be pinched, and my clit throbbed. Sir slid his cock against my lips, wetting the tip while he held my face in his hand. I could taste his pre-cum and smell him, both senses ignited. Letting go of my face, he lifted his cock, offering me his balls, and I licked at them while he stroked himself.

“That’s right,” Sir said, breathing heavy as I sucked his balls into my mouth, feeling Master jackhammer against my womb, my tits bouncing wildly as he pounded my body.  “Worship me, Slave.”

Sir grabbed my ponytail, forcing my head up.

“Open wide,” he instructed. I did as he asked, eager to feel him abuse my throat. First, he spit down, into my mouth, making me swallow it. Only then did he finally begin to feed me his heavy cock, dragging it along my tongue. I was pinned between my owners, used at both ends, a vessel to collect every drop of their cum. I was in paradise. Arousal twisted and stormed in my womb, my muscles tense to the point of pain. Sir put one foot up on the coffee table, better leverage to rape my throat raw.

“You wanna cum for us, Slave? Wanna show us how much you love being a whore?”

I did! I wanted it so bad! I felt Master’s hand slide around my waist, and his thumb grazed my clit. At the same time, Sir forced himself all the way into my throat, pressing my nose to his pubes while his balls hit my chin. I exploded, drooling and dripping as pleasure ripped through my body. Tears sprang to my eyes, my gag reflex triggered while my pussy clenched and released around Master’s pounding cock.

“Shit, fuck,” Master grunted, spasming as he came in my pussy. Thick ropes of cum splashed inside me, filling my slit and womb, while Sir unleashed into my throat. I didn’t even have to swallow it, he was so far down my throat that it shot straight down into my belly. Master and Sir came over and over, filling me with their blessed jizz until it was leaking from my lips and dripping down my thighs.

They both backed off after emptying their balls into my body. I shook, exhausted from my first day as a Slave. My first of many, if I performed well enough for Master and Sir to want to keep me. I knew I couldn’t get too comfortable or slack off – men like them could have any woman they wanted as their Slave, and I was lucky to be chosen. As they sat down on the couch to watch TV, I hurried to get them drinks and snacks. I was going to be more than just their sex toy. I was going to be their everything.

“Good girl,” Sir praised me as I delivered a tray loaded with food and drink. “You’re really devoted to being our slave, aren’t you?”

“Oh, yes,” I nodded, kneeling between them. “I am nothing without you. Both of you.”

“That’s right, you’re nothing,” Master grinned. “And don’t you forget it.”

“I won’t, I promise,” I said. And I wouldn’t. I would never forget who owned me, who I belonged to. Their needs would always come before mine. As I settled down between them, I thought about my old life and how sad and lonely it was. I was so grateful to never have to return to it. And it was all thanks to chemistry, of all things.

Thank goodness for group projects!


Bonus Story: Queen Bee Brought to her Knees

Everyone thinks my stepbrother and I are twins, which we are so not. I mean, I guess I can kind of see it. We are the same age. We are both blonde and blue-eyed. But I’m hot, and he isn’t. He’s got glasses and some serious acne scars, and he doesn’t take care of himself at all. I’m your perfect all-American girl next door, with bouncy c-cup tits and an ass you could play like a bongo.

So it’s really crazy that people think we’re twins. We aren’t even blood related! And thank goodness, too, now that I’m his live-in sex slave.

Oops. I guess I got a little ahead of myself there. I guess you probably want to know how that happened, right? I mean, a grade-A nerd like him should be lucky to live in the same house as me, never mind have my sweet little 18-year-old body at his constant perverted disposal. I live in a constant state of disgust, knowing that I let my stepbrother deflower me and turn me into his slut.

Unfortunately, I also live in a constant state of arousal. I have to, because Leroy wants me to be dripping wet at all times. My body is his to command. He tells me when to come, when to sleep, when to get up, even what to eat and when to work out!

But I’m getting carried away again. It’s hard not to, when I think about the situation I’ve found myself in. Let’s start from the beginning.

Back in high school, I kept myself busy. Really busy. Maybe too busy, if you asked my parents. But it helped me deal with boredom. I was head cheerleader, I was on the debate team and yearbook, star of the winter play and treasurer of the key club. My  grades kind of suffered, which is why my parents didn’t like it. Ok – my grades sucked.

Especially compared to Leroy’s, that geek. He was a straight-A student, and my parents loved him for it. But he was also a loser with no social life. He was on the chess club, for goodness sake! His big weekend plans usually involved Magic: The Gathering. It was really frustrating that my mom and his dad seemed to think getting good grades was better than having  a lot of friends.

I mean, it’s not like I was too dumb for college! All my extracurriculars helped me get into the local state school. Leroy got into a much better school that happens to be a short commute from our houseNot that he’d be able to survive a dorm room anyway. My mom still has to do his laundry, washing the very same boxers that I peel off him every night. Ugh!

Anyway, once we both graduated, I found myself at a loss for things to do. Previous summers had been about cheer camp. Not this year – we had to save every penny to pay for Leroy’s expensive Ivy league tuition. Our parents even wanted me to get a job! I was scooping ice cream for minimum wage, thirty hours a week.

Leroy? He didn’t have to get a job, because he’d “earned a break”.

Don’t even get me started.

But in between my shifts and the summer parties, I found myself with a lot of time on my hands. And you know what they say about idle hands. I wound up spending a lot of time on my laptop, surfing the internet for hours at a time. Somehow, I wound up finding a random video chat room thing. You know the kind, where you click a button and suddenly you’re connected to a stranger with a webcam, halfway across the world? Mostly it’s just guys jacking off, but it was really fun when you actually met someone, so it became my favorite pastime. Especially late at night, after a party.

It was one of those late nights, as I sat in the darkness hunched over my laptop, bathed in its blue glow, that led to all my troubles. I was clicking the button steadily, since I kept getting matched up with static, or people who weren’t paying attention, or empty rooms or dicks. I’d been at a party earlier that night, so I was feeling a little silly. The dicks were getting to me, oddly enough.

I say it was odd because I was a virgin. Like, total virgin. I never let my high school boyfriend go further than second base – one time. That’s why we broke up, he ended up preferring the school slut. Good riddance! He didn’t ever do anything to deserve a taste of my sweet, virgin pussy. I wondered if I’d ever find a guy who did deserve it.

It’s not like I wasn’t a sexual person, I was. I just knew I was worth way too much to just give myself away to one of the guys at my school. I knew I was worth too much because there wasn’t an adult man on earth who didn’t turn to watch me walk by. I loved that feeling. Sometimes, I’d touch myself, thinking about how badly they wanted me, and how they’d never, ever have me.

Anyway, that night, I was getting really, really bored. And all those dicks…

I knew that any of those weirdo perverts would consider themselves blessed beyond measure if I gave them even an inch. Like, just a flash of my bra strap would probably make them cream immediately. The more I thought about it, clicking and clicking and clicking away, the more I liked the idea. I’d never let anyone touch me, and this wouldn’t be at all like letting someone touch me in real life.

But who would ever even know if I showed someone in Poland my nice, pink, perky nipples? No one would know, but me. I’d know that one look at my body had made some dude shoot his load all over his computer screen, and I knew I’d like to touch myself remembering that.

Finally, I stopped clicking the button. My heart was pounding, my tongue dry. Was I really going to do this?

I clicked the button, and a huge, swollen cock filled the screen. A hand was stroking it roughly. For some reason, I thought that hand looked familiar. But the background was dark, and it’s really crazy to think you could recognize someone else’s hand. I certainly didn’t recognize the cock, which was thick and dripping pre-cum. While the guy jacked off with one hand, he typed with the other.

Show me.

Usually, I’d be clicking off in a second once I saw it was a dick, but this time I didn’t. I bit my lip, looking at my own image on the screen. I could see myself in the little box on the bottom right corner that showed what my webcam was recording. I looked so hot, wearing my tiny little tank-top and short shorts. My nipples were hard, I could feel it.

Take off your shirt.

Where did this guy get off, just telling me what to do? But I had to admit…I kind of liked it. I guess I’m kind of an alpha bitch, and being told what to do was weirdly…satisfying. I closed my eyes, feeling my heart pound and my pussy get damp. In one quick motion, I pulled my shirt off, letting my breasts bounce free. I peeked through one eye, watching the guy on the screen jack off harder.

I grabbed my own breasts, one in each hand, and pinched my nipples, moaning a little. The way I was laying on the bed, I had a pillow underneath me, and I shifted slightly until I could feel it settle between my thighs. I thrust my hips, humping the pillow the way I used to when I was first learning to masturbate.

I was so excited by the naughtiness of what I was doing that when the guy typed out another message, I obeyed immediately.

Take off shorts. Show me pussy.

His English was horrible, but that was normal. I found myself lying on my back, legs spread, fingering myself while he stroked his cock. Faster and faster his hand went, and mine too. I was so thrilled by the whole thing that I was bucking on my bed, mewling pathetically as my climax built inside me. This guy was lasting longer than I thought! I wanted so badly for him to climax so I could, too.

I thrust two fingers into my virgin pussy and groaned in pleasure. Finally, that got him. I watched as white spurts of cum flew upward into the air, propelled by the force of his spasms. I let go, shuddering as I came, too. My pussy clenched around my fingers, juices spilling out of me. I lay back, panting, toes still curled tight.

Oh, shit. What did I just do? No way I just showed my pussy to some rando on the internet! Was I crazy?

I looked at the screen, afraid of what I’d see. Maybe the dude’s gross, acne-ridden, weak-chinned face, still slobbering over my hot young body?

Nope. Thank goodness, the screen was dark. My random partner had logged off. I quickly did the same, realizing I should have just gone to sleep a long time before. Then I wouldn’t have made that kind of crazy, reckless decision. I mean, really! What was I thinking?

***

The next day, I went to my early shift at the ice cream shop and then came back to the house around three in the afternoon. I’d almost totally forgotten about the night before. I mean, it wasn’t that big a deal. No one would ever know. Someday, I’d look back on it and laugh.

It was hot, and I decided to spend some time by the pool. I changed into my skimpiest bikini, so I could get the most exposure possible. If it wasn’t for weirdo Leroy lurking in his room all the time, I wouldn’t have worn anything at all. We have huge hedges that hide our yard from any prying eyes. As it was, I had to make do with a bikini top that was way too small for my tits and a pair of bottoms that could have passed for a thong. I lay myself out on a lawn chair and relaxed.

“Hey, sis,” Leroy’s voice startled (and annoyed) me. He was standing right behind my chair, the creep! I made a go-away motion with my hand, intent on ignoring him. “I don’t think you want to do that.”

Miffed, I straightened up and whipped around to face him. What was that supposed to mean? I could do whatever I wanted to that little…

Oh, no.

Leroy was standing behind me, holding out a printed photograph. It only took me a second to recognize it – because it was me. It was an image from the night before! With the pillow between my legs and my tits in my hands, I was making a super sexy  face! Instinctively, I reached for it.

“Leroy! You creep! How did you…”

“I use that website, too,” he grinned, pulling it out of reach. “Goddamn, sis. I always knew you were a skank at heart. Showing off for some dude on the internet? Tsk tsk tsk…”

“That was you?!” I gasped, piecing it together. But that meant…that he…because….he came watching me masturbate! “That’s so gross! Leroy, ugh! How could you…I’m your sister!”

“Step-sister,” he corrected, still dangling the photo. “And I’m going to do a lot more than that by the time I’m done with you, sis. You’re going to be a used-up whore in a few years, after I get everything I want from you.”

“Leroy,” I said, chin trembling as tears sprang to my eyes. This was so embarrassing! “What are you talking about?”

“I’ve got your whole little show recorded,” he taunted me. “And unless you do everything I say from now on, I’ll be uploading it right to Pornhub. But not before sending it to my Dad, and your Mom, and everyone in our class, and your professors at school…”

“Leroy! You can’t do that! I know you wouldn’t…please, just give me the picture!” I’d gotten to my feet, and was walking towards him, panic in my gut.

“You can have the picture,” he laughed, dropping it on the ground. “I’ve got the footage backed up on four different flash drives, and on my e-mail account. There’s no destroying that, sis. You’re mine.”

“Wha…what…you wouldn’t dare!” I narrowed my eyes, anger and fear dueling inside me. He was a wimp – I could get him to back down, couldn’t I?

“Yes, I would,” he snickered. “You’ve been a bitch ever since we became family as kids. You’ve bullied me, flaunting your body, hopping around the house in barely any clothes. You and your friends laugh at me, I hear you through the walls. Well, who’s laughing now?”

“You creep!” I yelled.

“Keep it up,” he said, eyes glittering darkly. “And this will only get harder for you.”

To my shock, he grabbed at his crotch when he spoke, turning his threat into a double entendre. My stomach turned. This wasn’t happening…

“I can tell it’s finally sinking in,” he said. “You’re helpless. You have two options. Be my fuck slave, or the whole world gets a look at your pussy.”

My jaw actually dropped. My hands opened, my shoulders going limp. He looked…triumphant. I realized he wasn’t kidding. He wasn’t going to back down. My stepbrother was blackmailing me into being his slut!

“Please,” I heard myself whimper. “Leroy, anything but that. I’ll cook, clean, do your chores…”

Leroy sighed and shook his head, a crooked smile on his lips.

“Oh, you’ll cook and clean and do my chores. You’ll do all those things, if and when I tell you to. But right now....”

My eyes were wide and my lips were quivering.

“I’m going to fuck you. This afternoon, I’m going to fuck you senseless. I’m going to fuck your mouth. And then I’m going to fuck your pussy.”

Leroy’s eyes travelled up and down my bare body as he detailed his plans for me, making me quiver. I wished more than anything I wasn’t wearing that dumb bikini. It felt like he was feasting on me.

“And based on what I saw last night,” he said, stepping forward, my body frozen in place, “I think you’re going to like it.”

Leroy reached out and swept a strand of blonde hair behind my ear. I cringed back, but something in his eyes also kind of made me want to draw forward. He had this dominant air about him, the same way I’d responded to his commands the night before. Even in his glasses, with his ugliness and pudgy body, I could feel myself kind of wanting to obey his forceful tone.

But that was so wrong!

He was my stepbrother!

“You’re going to beg me to fill you with my cum. You’re going to like it so much, you’ll happily dedicate the rest of your sad, stupid life to serving me. You’re better off for it, anyway. You don’t belong in college. Not a ditzy little slut like you…”

“I’m not a slut,” I gasped, feeling tears prick my eyes. “I’ve never even…”

“Oh, sis,” he said. “I know. I know, you’re a virgin, aren’t you?”

I choked, a tear dripping down my cheek. How did he know?

“I know a lot more about you than you think,” he chuckled. “You’re terrible at hiding your diary, sis. I know how you touch yourself at night, getting off on how great you think you are. But I’m going to show you that a girl like you is worthless. Your hot body is a dime a dozen. It’s the only thing you’ve got going for you. And once I’m done with you, it’ll be so used up, no one else will want you.”

I hated him. So much. But I also felt something else. Something I couldn’t understand at all. I was tingling all over. My nipples felt tight. I wanted to clench my thighs together and rub…

Before I could do anything at all, I felt his lips land on mine, his tongue spreading my lips wider and diving into my throat! I groaned my refusal, but his hands were buried in my hair, holding me right where I was. I couldn’t do anything but let his tongue roll across my mouth, massaging my tongue, filling my throat…tickling my cheeks…tasting my lips…

My brother had soft lips, his tongue probing me. He tasted like an ice pop. I was so stunned by the fact that Leroy really had the guts to kiss me that I forgot to be totally disgusted for a second. I groaned again, but this time it was different. This time, I groaned because it felt good. My nipples were getting very tingly. I leaned forward, hesitantly moving my tongue against his.

The spell was broken when he reached down and grabbed my ass, pulling until I was flush with his body; I cried out, muffled by his mouth on mine, as I felt like something inside me exploded a little bit. A mix of lust as he shoved his leg between my thigh and anger as I realized what he was doing. He ripped his mouth away, leering at me with a sick smile. I could feel his cock, hard in his shorts, and I remembered all too well what it had looked like on my computer screen. Big and virile.

“You can feel it, can’t you? Remind you of how hard you came last night?”

He gyrated against me and I shuddered as my pussy tensed despite my efforts to maintain my hatred of him.

“You want to come again, don’t you? Little slut like you, probably can’t wait to get fucked…”

“No,” I moaned, his words too dirty to be true. Yeah, I felt weird all over, and I wanted to be touched in weird places, and I felt like there was a big emptiness in me that he could fill, but…but that didn’t mean he was right! I wasn’t going to be a slut! I could never do what he said! We were family!

He growled, and squeezed my ass tight enough for it to hurt. I yelped. “Don’t argue with me. I’m your master now. Do you understand? And you never say no to your master. Ever. Or you’ll be punished.”

“Punished?” I whined. Wasn’t this punishment enough? The shame…the desire…the things he was going to do to me? What could be worse?

“Yes,” he nodded. “Punished. Now, follow me.”

But I couldn’t really follow him, because he was already dragging me into the house. The air conditioning hit me like a slap, making my nipples go tight as goosebumps crawled over my skin. He dragged me through the kitchen and into the living room. No one would be home for hours. In the room where our family portraits hung, he shoved me into the center of the room before sitting on the couch. I felt more exposed than ever, standing there in my bikini.

“Strip,” he said. “Dance for your master. I know you still know your cheerleading moves. I want to see those beautiful tits bouncing for me. Chop, chop!”

I had no choice. It was either satisfy Leroy, or ruin my life. I had to hope that he’d get what he wanted that day and then leave me alone. Sniffling, I reached up and untied my bikini top. My nipples were still hard. I started to sway, looking anywhere but at Leroy.

I started feeling very strange. I knew Leroy was trying to humiliate me. But somehow, that was kind of sexy. And being on display like that for him…it reminded me of the night before, when I’d come really hard. I found myself wanting to touch my tits just to make them feel good. I cupped them and teased my nipples, closing my eyes and sighing in relief as the tingling spiked and turned to pleasure.

“Look at your master,” Leroy barked, and my eyes snapped open. I looked him in the eye, my cheeks red and my face hot, as I danced around, kneading and rubbing my breasts while I pinched my own tight nipples. I couldn’t help but think of him as the boy I grew up with, and be disgusted at myself for enjoying this.

“Come here,” he barked again, and I stopped dancing, stepping towards him, not sure what terrible thing he was going to do now. “Stop touching yourself. It’s my turn now.”

I held back, biting my lip.

“What the hell did I just say, sis? You do whatever I say, whenever I say it. Your body is mine.”

“But…” I whined again, resisting even though his commanding tone made me crazy to obey.

“Fuck it,” Leroy said. “If you insist on being so difficult, you’ll get an early lesson in what it means to be punished.”

He reached forward, grabbed me around the waist, and a second later I found myself laid across his lap, a cry on my lips as his hands ripped my bikini bottoms down, exposing my ass. He had one hand between my legs, pressing against my pussy, and despite my fear and confusion I knew I really liked having his hand there. Enough to rub myself down against it without really thinking about it.

And I definitely wasn’t thinking of anything when he started spanking me.

“Oh! Ow! Leroy!” I cried, feeling a red blast of pain as his hand met my virgin cheeks. My bare chests bounced and jiggled as he slapped me again, and again, the hand between my legs pressing harder, until I was lost in a miserable storm of pain and want and pleasure and confusion. And then even the pain started to change. The more Leroy smacked my ass, the more I liked the feeling. It was kind of like having an itch scratched…in between slaps, the burn was awful. But each time his hand met my cheeks, it was sweet relief.

“You’re starting to understand what punishment is, aren’t you, bitch?” Leroy growled, making my cheeks jiggle as he slapped them from every angle. “In fact, I can tell that you’re even starting to like it. Oh, what a perfect little slut you’re going to turn out to be…my own sister…”

“Oh, oh, oh, Leroy,” I moaned, grinding my hips so that my ass jutted up higher and my pussy ground against his hand. Shame couldn’t stop me at that point, I just wanted more. Brother or no brother, Leroy knew how to make me moan. “Yes…yes…I like it…oh, don’t…oh, don’t stop…”

But then he did stop. He clutched my red and burning cheeks in his hands and squeezed them hard.

“Now, get the fuck up so I can suck those pretty tits of yours,” he said, nearly shoving me off his lap. I moaned, wishing that he’d spank me some more, because now it was just starting to hurt…but I knew it would only make him mad if I denied him, so I did what he said, moving to my feet. When I stood between his knees, he was face-level with my tits. Over his head was a picture of us all together as a family on a picnic. I could barely register that the curly-haired boy in the picture was the same person who was making me wet by spanking me.

Then he reached up and grabbed me, kneading my tender flesh, and I nearly collapsed at the sensation. His fingers immediately pinched my nipples, and that tingling spiked into an awful bliss. I grabbed his head to support myself, burying my hands in his hair. My back arched, wanting more.

“Good girl,” he said, and I watched him lean forward. “You’ll be obedient, I can tell. It’s about time. I’ve spent so many years putting up with your bratty attitude…”

And then he put his mouth on my nipple, sucking it between his lips. It was like an electric shock, straight between my legs. He sucked and licked my tits, one at a time, each second making me pant and moan and writhe more and more. I could feel my clit throbbing, a wetness between my legs.

I never wanted it to end. I pulled on his head, and he suckled me harder, his fingers always pinching and teasing the nipple that his mouth wasn’t on. He was growling and moaning around my flesh, like an animal. I couldn’t believe I was letting this perv suck my fresh, young tits…and liking it! When he pulled away, dragging one nipple between his teeth, I moaned in disappointment.

“You want more, fuck slave? You do, don’t you? You’re starting to get the picture. Of what you are. Just a slut. Just a dumpster for my cum. For as long as I want you, you’re going to be my whore. Every night, you’re going to crawl into my bed and suck me to sleep. And you’ll stay there until morning, when you’ll wake me up with a blowjob.”

I shook my head, but I was panting and blushing and hot all over. I felt like there was a flood between my legs.

“Oh no?” he said, grinning with a terrible leer. “Then why are you so fucking wet?”

Without any warning, I felt him thrust two fingers up my slit. I screamed as pain and pleasure ripped through me at the same time.

“See that? I could do that because I own you, sis,” he said. “I’m going to be the first guy to fill your sweet little cunt. And you’ll never get this back. I’m going to take your virginity, bitch. And you’re going to beg me to.”

“N-no,” I moaned, but already I wanted those fingers inside me again. He laughed, a low and dark chuckle.

“Is that so? Well, let’s start easy. Get on your knees and take my pants off.”

I whimpered, pouted, but obeyed. Whatever he wanted…it had to be better than that, right? I dropped down between his knees and fumbled with his zipper; the big, hard, heated bulge in his pants made it kind of hard, but I finally got it open. And when his penis sprang free, I cried out in surprise. I’d never seen one in real life before. It was much bigger than it looked online! I was just sitting there, looking at it, when he grabbed a handful of my hair and pulled my face close.

“You know what this is,” he growled. “It’s your new best friend.”

I could feel tears welling up again. I didn’t want to give my brother a blowjob! But what choice did I have? With a sniffle and a whine, I opened my mouth and stuck my tongue out, closing my eyes.

“Look up at me while you service my cock,” he growled, shaking my head. “You’re going to worship my dick, sis.”

I groaned but obeyed, looking up at his leering eyes. With my mouth open and my eyes on him, Leroy finally seemed pleased. He grabbed the base of his cock and moved it around until the head slipped against my tongue.

It felt so strange! Strange enough to distract me from the circumstances. His hand on my hair moved me as my lips instinctively wrapped around his cock, my mouth watering and dripping all the way down the shaft. His cock filled my mouth, pressed against my tongue, hit my cheeks as he slid my head up and down on it. I tasted something hot and creamy and salty slide down my throat, and he groaned as he forced my head even deeper, until his cock was almost at my throat. I moaned, wanting to breathe, but he held me tight.

The weirdest thing was that the more he slid his cock in and out of my mouth…the more I liked it. I liked the taste. I liked the way he grabbed my hair and forced me to serve him. I liked the feel of his cock throbbing deep in my mouth, almost hitting my throat…

“Good little fuck slave,” he groaned. “You like it, don’t you?”

He jerked his hips up and forced my head down at the same time. I released a muffled cry as he pulsed into my throat, hitting the very back, nearly making me gag. Now, tears were flowing down my cheeks, but it was different than before. My body was struggling to get enough oxygen, my nostrils flaring to keep up as he started really grinding into my throat. Jerk, pull, push…jerk, pull, push…he was using my mouth like a pussy, fucking it without any regard for my comfort. Who knew my wimpy stepbrother could have such a domineering approach to sex? Who knew that I’d respond so well to it?

I moaned around him, whimpering; he seemed to like that, and groaned deeply as he slammed himself against my throat again. I could feel his cock swell, and then it seemed to burst inside. I suddenly felt myself forced to swallow the hot, salty, musky cum his cock spilled into my mouth. I couldn’t swallow all of it, and it filled my cheeks, dripping from my lips. Leroy pulled out with a wet plop, trailing the white seed from my lips to the tip of his cock. His hand in my hair softened, and he pet me gently.

“Good girl,” he said. I preened, despite myself, proud to have served him well. What was wrong with me?! “Now, I want to taste that sweet virgin pussy of yours.”

His hand tightened in my hair again, and now he yanked at me. I shrieked as he pulled me up and wrenched me onto the sofa beside him. He released my hair and pushed on my chest until I fell back, my knees underneath him.

“Leroy, what are you…”

“Shut up,” he growled. “Sluts shouldn’t talk when their master is doing them a favor. I bet you’ve never had an orgasm you haven’t given yourself, have you, sis?”

I blushed bright red. His hand was moving between my knees, spreading them open; I resisted but he was much stronger than me, and soon he was kneeling between my legs, my pussy spread wide for him to see. He had read my diary, and he knew that I never let my boyfriend do anything to me down there…

“Have you?” he growled, grabbing handfuls of my thigh and squeezing until it almost hurt. I was tingly all over again; I could still taste him in my mouth, and the cold air from the air conditioning blew over my hard, exposed nipples. My pussy was all wet, and the button above it throbbed.

“No, but…” I moaned, losing track of my own thoughts as his fingers slipped between my pussy lips. I shuddered, my spine stiffening, as darts of pleasure stabbed all through me. He leaned down while I squirmed at his touch, licking his lips. I could only watch him move, wanting it so bad, knowing how wrong it was to let my brother do this to me.

“Leroy…” I whined as a last-ditch effort. Where was the spineless nerd I grew up with? When did he become this totally dominant monster?

“Shut up,” he barked. “Just lay back, fuck slave. You’ve got a belly full of cum, and now I’m gonna get your pussy ready to take another load.”

His eyes glinted and his fingers found my entrance; just like before, there was no warning when he shoved them inside, making me clench and cry out in pain. But almost as soon as the hurting started, it stopped, and something else happened. My hips jerked and bucked around his fingers, feeling them inside me, wanting them deeper.

“Oh, Leroy, oh,” I moaned. I was so hot, his fingers driving me crazy. And just when I thought it couldn’t get any better, he opened his mouth, stuck his tongue out, and wrapped it around my clit. All at once, I was in heaven. I’d always heard oral was great, but ‘great’ didn’t do it justice! Warm and fuzzy all over, his fingers buried in my cunt and his tongue lapping and flicking and suckling my clit. If this is what happened when you were a slut, I was ready. I’d fuck and suck my nerdy stepbrother to kingdom come if it meant I could feel this regularly.

I reached down, burying my hands in his hair and clutching his face tight against my sweet young pussy. His fingers curled, crooked, and pumped; some deep and hidden part of my being exploded, and I shot up, sitting straight on the couch with Leroy’s face buried in my lap, my whole body rigid and soft at the same time. He suckled my clit between his lips, his fingers stroked at my pussy, and I felt a flood of juices release from my center. I’d never felt anything like it, the shuddering spasms that threatened to tear me apart.

“Oh, fuck!” I screamed, the only word that seemed appropriate. I fell back onto the couch, panting, my blonde hair sweaty and flowing over the cushions. Leroy licked me for a few more blissful seconds, then pulled away, his fingers retreating and leaving me achingly empty.

“Please…m-more…” I moaned, feeling this fresh desire coursing through me. Needing it again. And again. And again.

“More, huh? My little fuck slave wants more?” Leroy teased, dragging himself over my prone body, his hips keeping my thighs opened wide. I gasped when I felt something new against my pussy – something hard and soft at the same time. I glanced down and realized he was pressing his cock against my slit. “Be careful what you wish for, you bratty little slut. I’ve thought about tearing you apart so many times…I can’t believe it’s finally happening!”

My scream was one of pain this time as he slammed himself inside me without any warning. His cock filled my pussy and stretched it wide, feeling like it was tearing me in two. He groaned as he buried himself inside me.

“Fuck, yeah, sis,” he groaned, his face inches from mine, his body heavy as it pressed against me, my tits pressed against him and my hair in his hands once more. He started thrusting between my legs, sliding his cock in and out of me in a slow and torturous rhythm. “So tight. I was half expecting you to be lying to yourself in your diary…little queen bee like you could have been fucking the whole football team. But you really are a virgin. What a good little girl. Mommy would be so proud. It still hurts, doesn’t it, my little cum dumpster?”

“Y-yes,” I moaned, and I wasn’t lying. But underneath the pain I could feel something else swelling up. A need for more. For him to go faster. And harder. To ravage my virgin pussy. I wanted my stepbrother to fuck me so hard and so deep that I exploded. I could feel it, so close…

“But it feels good too, doesn’t it?” he went on, as though reading my thoughts.

“Yes, Leroy, please, oh, god,” I moaned. He chuckled against my face, shifting his hips slightly and lifting himself off me.

“I’m gonna flip you over and fuck you the way you deserve,” he growled, pulling out of me. I felt his hands on my waist, moving me until I was belly-down on the couch, my thighs kicked open by his knees, his hand in my hair shoving my face into the cushion.

His free hand yanked on my hips, raising my ass into the air, and then he slammed into me again. The cushions muffled my scream as I felt him stab my very core. It hurt. But it was good. It was so good. It was what I wanted. What I needed. I rubbed myself backwards, grinding against him, driving him deeper and deeper into my tight pussy.

“Yeah, sis,” he growled. “Fuck yourself on my cock. Show me what a good little fuck slave you’re gonna be.”

I groaned, thrusting my hips against him, feeling his cock penetrate me deeper and deeper as my hips jerked.

“Oh…oh god…oh god oh fuck oh god oh…” I cried in tandem to my thrusts, until I could feel that swelling pressure again, until I knew I was going to come. He slipped a hand around my waist and I felt his fingers pinch my clit. I shattered. My pussy gushed around him, grinding back against him desperately, clenching around him again and again while my body shook and bucked.

He pulled at my hair, driving me further back against him, until I could feel him against my womb. I came like that, my brother’s cock buried inside my virgin, teenage cunt, and loving every second of it. When he pulled out, pushing me down at the same time, I was a whimpering mess, still jerking in the aftershocks. I could barely understand what he was doing when I felt his fingers slide from my slit to my ass, his hand spreading my cheeks wide.

“Good and wet,” he growled. “Don’t even need lube…”

“Wha…what are…”

“The only thing better than violating your pussy,” he said, and I could hear the sadistic smile in his voice. There was a pressure against my tight rosebud, and then a screeching pain as he split me wide, forcing himself into my ass. I clenched my teeth, feeling every inch of him buried in my asshole, my own juices letting him slide easily in and out of me. I could see our reflection in the tv across from the couch.

The pain was intense, but just like before, the more he fucked me, the better it felt. Soon, I was squirming again, my clit rubbing against the cushions; and then I was jerking against him, helping him fuck my asshole. His hands were on my hips, moving my body to better slam against him. Each time he pounded into my ass, I tightened my grip on the cushions and cried out in pleasure and pain.

“You ready to take my cum in your ass, slut?”

“Mmmfff,” I moaned into the cushions.

“It doesn’t matter,” he crowed, thrusting against me one last time, deeper than any time before. I groaned as his hot seed filled my ass, rope after rope of sticky cum splashing against me. He pulled out and I felt it spreading across my reddened cheeks, then the tip of his cock slipped against my slit, and the last few spurts of his seed went straight into my pussy.

“Perfect,” he growled, going limp behind me, smearing the head of his cock against my slit and ass. “Perfect first time. I’ll have so much fun breaking you in…”

I whimpered. He really wanted more of this? It wasn’t out of his system yet? Was my brother that much of a pervert?

Then again…I hadn’t exactly hated it. Maybe I was the fucked up one!  I got myself up and rolled over onto my back, looking up at Leroy.  He was adjusting his glasses. My body buzzed.

He was right.

I was going to beg him for more.

“Now, sis,” he said, rising and zipping himself up. “No need to put your clothes back on. Please, come here…”

He held out his hand and I took it without a word. I could feel his cum in my ass still. I felt very tender and sore. He lifted me up until I was sitting on the couch, my legs spread, cum leaking out of me. I looked at myself in the television.

And saw something that made my blood run cold.

I hadn’t noticed before, but I could clearly see now that there was a laptop set up on top of the tv…and the webcam was on! It was trained on me, on the couch! I realized, in shock and horror, that the whole thing had been captured on film!

“Smile for the camera, sis,” he said, whispering in my ear. I whimpered. He pulled away, chuckling, and walked across the room to the camera. “I have a lot of friends online, and they’ll enjoy watching that. They’re going to enjoy a lot of things you do for them, sis. That’s part of the agreement. And since you enjoyed it so much last night, I figured we could start with some video chatting…”

He picked up the laptop, typing something before setting it up on the coffee table in front of me. Soon, I could see myself, spread wide and fucked raw, in the corner of the screen.

“Give them a good show, sis,” Leroy said, standing behind me with his hands on my shoulders. “Just relax and come for the camera. There are a lot of men out there watching.”

He leaned down again, his breathe hot against my flesh.

“And when you’re done with this, I’ll be ready for you to service me again.”

I groaned, a guttural sound that meant nothing. It meant nothing because I was nothing. My life was over. Or it was just beginning. This was my life now. A slut. A fuck slave. A cum dumpster for my brother to use as he pleased…

I smiled for the camera.

Bonus Story: Bimbo Airlines

I hadn’t even worked at Skinz Inc for two years before becoming the highest-ranked salesman in our office. I don’t know how to explain it, except that I’ve always been good at getting people to like me. I’m a handsome guy, and charismatic. So I can’t say I was entirely surprised when I was awarded not only with a raise and my own office, but an invitation to the yearly corporate retreat in Cabo.

I’d be going with our office manager, Jeremy. I’d be the only other person from the office going. Jeremy beamed at me as he shook my hand and slipped the plane tickets and itinerary onto my desk.

“You have no idea what you’re in for, my friend,” he said with a wink. I was a bit taken aback. Jeremy, who was overweight but had a nice enough face, rarely did things like winking. He was very professional in the office, not joining in water cooler talk or having lunch with his employees in the break room. I wasn’t particularly enthused about the amount of time I would be spending with him during the retreat, but who was I to turn down a free, all-expense paid vacation?

My first hint that this wasn’t just any corporate retreat, besides Jeremy’s mysterious words and enigmatic wink, was the name of the airline printed on my ticket. I’d never heard of them before. We were flying out of a small, obscure airport that usually only hosted private planes. The company was called Bimbo Airlines.

At first, I didn’t make any connection, because it was so out there. I racked my brain trying to figure out what “Bimbo” could mean. Maybe someone’s name? Maybe there was some other, less-known definition of the word? My curiosity grew as I looked over the itinerary for the retreat. Suffice to say, the usual training seminars and sales presentations were only half the story. But more on that later.

The airline had me so puzzled that I quickly did an internet search. Alarm bells went off in my head when the site asked me if I was over 18 before letting me enter. Of course, I clicked yes – and was promptly rewarded with a photograph of a woman with her breasts spilling out from the top of a skimpy stewardess’ outfit! Her lips were pouty, her face heavily made up. The text above her photo read: Welcome to Bimbo Airlines, Where All Your Wishes Are Our Commands!

What was this? It looked like a flying strip club! As I explored the website, I realized it was much more than a flying strip club. While it didn’t explicitly state what you should expect, besides superb customer service and a smooth flight, there were very suggestive terms like “trained sex addicts” and “horny, barely legal sluts who love to be used and abused.”

Damn. I was getting hard just looking at the website in my office! I quickly exited, not wanting to exacerbate the situation. Surely, it was some kind of joke? There was no way corporate would actually pay for some kind of brothel airplane for the corporate retreat?

I decided to laugh it off and expect the worst – then, I could only be pleasantly surprised. I visualized a packed, cramped, economy flight filled with crying babies. That certainly took the stiffness out of my pants, and I could relax for the rest of the workday. We were scheduled to leave in two days, and by the time the morning of the flight came around, I was fully prepared to be miserable, stuck with Jeremy on a budget eight-hour flight.

I couldn’t have been more wrong.

***

The airport was so tiny that the same person took our tickets, scanned us through security, and met us at the gate. Jeremy greeted me with an informal nod and a slight smirk. His eyes glinted with a look I’d never seen before.

“I assume you did your research?” Jeremy asked as we waited for the plane to pull up across the tarmac. It was a very small plane. But there was no one else in the airport, so I guessed it couldn’t be too crowded.

“Hm?” I asked, distracted by the novelty of watching the plane brake as the door opened and the staircase folded out. Looked fancy.

“On the airline,” Jeremy chuckled. “And the rest of the retreat.”

“Erm, a little,” I said, cocking my head. “But that website is a joke, right?”

“A joke?” Jeremy asked, grinning now, his shoulders shaking with silent laughter. “No, son. It’s no joke.”

“What?” I asked, but just at that moment the door in front of us opened, and we were ushered across the tarmac towards the plane. Jeremy entered first, nearly leaping up the stairs. I followed a pace behind, bracing myself for whatever I would find inside the plane.

I couldn’t have expected the reality even if I studied that website religiously.

Inside the cabin were three cushy leather seats – two facing the cockpit, one facing the other way. The carpet was red velvet. Pornographic pictures decorated the interior, women of all types revealing themselves in every imaginable position.

Most importantly, though, were the stewardesses who greeted us.

They were each mind-numbingly beautiful. There was something for everyone, it seemed: a redhead, a blonde, and two brunettes: one black, one white. None of them looked to be a day over 18. They all wore identical dresses: basically lingerie, their breasts framed by thin straps that only hid their nipples, the skirts ending midway down their asses. They were shaved, made-up, and giggling like schoolgirls. I turned to Jeremy, mouth agape, amazed.

“Told you,” he said.

“Welcome to Bimbo Airlines,” the blonde chirped, bouncing towards us. I walked along in a stupor, trying to process it all. She took my hand, and Jeremy’s, and led us towards the seats. I flopped down in one, Jeremy took the other.

“Now, let me just buckle you up…”

The blonde leaned down over me, her breasts spilling out of the top of her dress as she did so. It didn’t seem to bother her. She reached for my buckle, which brought her hands dangerously close to my hardening cock. I gulped, immediately going into a sweat. This was crazy!

“Relax,” Jeremy advised as the black girl took care of his seatbelt. “That’s the point of this whole trip. Just relax.”

“Yes, please,” the blonde pouted, tightening my seatbelt and pushing her breasts into my thighs at the same time. “Relax, and let us take care of everything.”

“O-okay,” I said, finding it hard to relax as the stewardesses started to move around the cabin. I watched them perform the usual safety demonstration, their breasts invariably popping free as they moved around, only to be playfully returned to their rightful places inside the dresses. The girls teetered on impossibly high heels, touched each other at every chance, and seemed to be excited by the smallest details of their job. I noticed that their nipples were hard, their cheeks flushed, lips dewy. It was so distracting that I didn’t even really notice when we finally took off!

Once in the air, two of the girls excused themselves to the back of the plane, leaving the two brunettes in front. I kept wondering what the third chair was for, the one that was facing Jeremy and I. My curiosity was soon slaked.

“And now, we’d like to offer some in-flight entertainment,” the white girl said, linking arms with her black companion. I glanced over at Jeremy, who was beaming. When I looked back, the girls were kissing. Like porn stars. They had turned towards each other and were thrusting their tongues together, pressing their hips against each other, and moaning.

“Fuck,” I muttered, unable to believe what I was seeing. The farce that was their uniforms was quickly done away with, and soon I was witnessing two fully naked, nubile young women writhing together in apparent ecstasy. They fell sideways onto the chair, limbs tangled together. I turned to Jeremy, wide-eyed, a million questions running through my mind.

“Jessica and Lexie are the best,” Jeremy said with a wink, nodding towards the front. I remembered reading the nametags, but now their names came back to me – Jessica was the white girl, and Lexie was the black girl. As I turned back to the show, my cock hardening, I saw that they had moved on to stroking and licking each other’s perfect, bouncy, youthful breasts.

“Sir?” A voice from beside me made me jump in my seat. I dragged my eyes away from the girls entwined at the front of the plane to see the redhead standing beside me. “Can I offer you any refreshments?”

She was a double-D at least, her tits straining from her tiny bra. Her ass was plump, half-hanging from the bottom of her uniform. She blinked at me, smiling vapidly.

“Uh…”

“Refreshments isn’t limited to drinks and peanuts on this flight,” Jeremy advised, nudging me with his elbow. I looked over to realize that he had a blonde standing right beside him, also offering “refreshments.” I knew these girls were trained sex addicts, but exactly how far was I allowed to go with them?

“First time?” The attendant, whose nametag read Ginger, giggled. “Well, how about we start with a nice blowjob?”

Oh, man! All the blood in my body rushed straight for my cock. I looked up to see that Jessica was spread eagled on the chair, holding her knees up, her perfect tits on display as Lexie licked her pussy. Lexie’s ass was spread, her pussy dripping wet, leaking down her thighs. I was rock hard. I looked back up at Ginger.

“Yeah, that sounds okay,” I said. “Take your tits out first, though. Okay?”

“Oooh,” Ginger squealed, grabbing her bra and yanking. “Okay! That’s fun!”

Her perfect tits bounced out, her nipples hard already. She glanced over at the girls in the front and grabbed her breasts, pinching her nipples until they were as red as her hair.

“It’s so hot watching them,” she said. I glanced over and noticed that Jeremy and his blonde were making out. The blonde, who had smaller but perkier tits, was straddling him. He had his hands on her chest and was squeezing her breasts as she humped his lap and moaned into his mouth, one hand between her legs, the other undoing his belt.

My mouth was dry from all the excitement, and I was just considering asking Ginger to go get me an actual refreshment when I felt pressure on my knees. While I’d been looking away, she’d gotten down onto her knees and positioned herself between my legs. She pouted up at me, reaching for my belt.

“I’m so horny,” she said. “I can’t wait to get this cock in my mouth. I hope you have lots of yummy cum for me to swallow.”

I was sure that I’d have plenty – as Ginger undid my belt and my cock popped free, already dripping pre-cum, I went back to watching the in-flight entertainment. Ginger’s hand closed over the base of my cock and she squeezed, moaning in pleasure as she licked the moisture from the tip of my cock. Jessica and Lexie had switched positions. Now, Lexie had her feet up on the arms of the seat, a dildo in her hands, as Jessica wiggled her tight little ass in the air.

Jessica’s tongue lapped at Lexie’s slit, making the black girl squirm and pant. Lexie began to suck on the dildo just as Ginger between my legs finally got the head of my cock between her lips. I groaned, sinking down into my chair, as she began to work my cock with her tongue, bobbing her head up and down, taking me inch by inch. I couldn’t decide whether to watch her perfect tits bounce as she worked my cock, or watch the blonde on Jeremy’s lap fuck herself while stroking his dick, or watch the lesbian sex in front of me. It was a feast.

“Mmmm,” Ginger moaned. “You taste sooo good, sir. Thank you for letting me suck your dick. Can I put it all the way down my throat, please?”

“Yes, you may,” I grinned, grabbing her hair. I could tell she liked it rough, so I gave her just what she wanted. The blonde on Jeremy’s lap was making so much noise fucking herself that I almost got too distracted to fuck my personal whore’s mouth right, but soon enough I had Ginger gagging on my cock as I thrust deep into her throat.

I pushed until I felt her lips and nose against my balls and just rocked back and forth in her mouth, enjoying the warmth of her throat around the head of my cock. Looking up, I saw that Jessica was sitting on Lexie’s lap. Lexie held the dildo between her legs, and Jessica began to fuck it. The two girls kissed, Lexie’s hands on Jessica’s ass, squeezing and spreading her cheeks so we could all get a good look at her dirty little cunt taking every inch of the sex toy. Ginger’s hands tightened on my thighs, and looking down I saw her eyes watery and her nostrils flaring as she choked on my cock. I didn’t want to push the poor girl too far, so I released my grip, letting her come up for air.

“Oooh, that was so good, sir,” Ginger cooed. “More, please! I want you to use my throat as your fucktoy, sir! Please let me swallow your cum!”

I groaned, thrusting my cock back into her slutty little mouth. I shoved my dick as far as I could and held her head in place, giving her just what she asked for. Looking over, I watched Jeremy bury his face in the blonde’s tits as he fucked her. I was getting really close, my balls churning as Ginger slobbered and choked on my dick. I looked front again, pleased to see that Jessica was on all fours and Lexie was fucking her hard with the dildo. The tiny brunette had her eyes rolling back into her head, one hand down between her legs, rubbing her clit as the black flight attendant fucked her.

“Shit, I’m gonna cum,” I grunted, feeling myself lose control. Ginger made an excited noise as I rammed into her mouth, her nose squishing against me as I finally unloaded into her stomach. She swallowed every drop, sucking me dry with her throat, even waiting until I was going limp to pull away. Jeremy had tossed the blonde off his lap and was jacking off in her face.

“Please, sir! Please give me your cum! I need it!” The blonde begged, and Jeremy shot his load across her lips, on her tongue, even getting some on her tits. She rocked back on her heels, licking her lips in ecstasy, collecting his cum from her tits and sucking it from her finger. I watched in awe as Ginger leaned over and grabbed the blonde, kissing her deeply. They moaned, their bodies coming together, writhing in pleasure. Ginger pulled away to lick some of Jeremy’s cum from the blonde’s neck. I was spent, my eyes lazy as they drifted towards the in-flight entertainment. Lexie was riding the dildo now, kissing Jessica at the same time. My cock soft, my balls empty, my body spent, I found myself drifting off to sleep.

***

“Sir?”

Not too long after I fell asleep, I felt myself jolted awake. I was a little confused at first – why was my cock out? Why was the stewardess naked? Why was Jeremy naked? Then I remembered, and smiled.

“Yes?” I asked, looking up into Lexie’s friendly eyes. I already felt hard again, as I usually do when I wake up. Inspired, I reached out, and shoved my hands between her legs, maintaining eye contact the whole time. I found her hot and dripping wet, and was pleasantly surprised to feel her spread her legs so I could thrust my fingers inside her. She got kind of a funny glazed-over look, but she kept talking to me anyway.

“We were just about to start our second round of refreshments,” she said, licking her lips. Suddenly, Jessica appeared at my other side. They were both still naked, of course, and I got a good look at Jessica’s impossibly huge tits. She was so petite, but her tits were the size of basketballs! Her hard nipples were just begging for attention, so I reached out with my other hand and began to squeeze and pinch them. She giggled, arching her back to give me better access.

“Ooh, thank you,” she moaned, thrusting one hand down between her legs, touching herself as I squeezed and pinched her breasts. Lexie was dripping over my fingers, panting hard as I fucked her. They were both in ecstasy, and it felt nice to be able to just touch them without asking for permission. I thought that all of life should be like that!

“So, refreshments?” I asked. Lexie giggled, so I looked up at her. She produced a blue pill.

“Well, this will help, but only if you want it,” she said. Hell yeah I wanted it! I opened my mouth, sticking my tongue out. She placed it on my tongue and I swallowed it, all the while never taking my hands off their luscious young bodies.

“Now, how can we help to refresh you?” Jessica asked, reaching down for my half-erect cock. It twitched to life under her palm, and I let my head rest against the seat as she began to jerk me off. I dropped my hands, content just to look up at the two young women as they pleasured me.

“Hmmm,” I said, glancing over at Jeremy. He was getting a blowjob from Ginger, so I knew he was having a good time. “I’m not sure. What do you suggest?”

“Well, we could start by having Jessica ride you while I suck your balls,” Lexie suggested. That sounded good to me, so I nodded. A second later, Jessica was straddling me, her huge tits right in my face. I couldn’t help myself – I leaned forward and sucked one between my lips, flicking my tongue over it. Jessica shuddered, crying out in pleasure.

I could feel her warm heat hovering over my cock, her juices dripping onto the tip. I grabbed her breasts, holding them up as she began to sink down, so that I could keep licking and sucking her nipples as she impaled herself on my cock. Her pussy was tight and wet, it felt perfect sliding over my flesh. I groaned, biting down on her breast to show how good it felt. She put her hands on my shoulders to support herself. I closed my eyes, enjoying the simple ecstasy of burying my head in her massive tits while she slid up and down on my cock. And then it got better – I felt Lexie’s tongue on my balls, sucking and licking them, worshipping them, while Jessica rode me.

“Oh, sir, your cock is sooooo big!” Jessica moaned, her face contorted in pleasure as she filled her pussy with my meat. “I love the way it feels in me! Thank you for letting me ride you!”

“Mmm,” Lexie added. “And your balls are nice and heavy, they feel so good in my mouth, I could suck on them all day…”

“Go right ahead, girls,” I said, still squeezing Jessica’s tits as they bounced in my face. “Show me what good little sluts you are. This is what you’re paid for, right?”

“Yes, sir! Oh, yes, fuck, yes!” Jessica said, her toes curling and her mouth opening in an ‘o’ shape as she slammed down on my cock and gushed. She ground down on me for a minute, cumming on my cock, her tight little pussy clenching and releasing around me. I nearly came right then, with my balls in Lexie’s mouth and Jessica’s pussy dripping down my shaft. But I had a better idea. It wasn’t fair to the girls that only Jessica got to cum.

“Get off me,” I barked, pushing until the girl hopped off my dick. Out of the corner of my eye, I watched Jeremy hold Ginger’s head in place as he fucked her throat. I grabbed Lexie’s hair, pulling her off my balls. “Jessica, lick your friend’s pussy while I fuck her.”

Spinning Lexie around, I pushed on her upper back until she was bent over, her plump ass perfect for squeezing. My cock was still soaked in Jessica’s juices when I plunged it into Lexie’s cunt and made her scream. Just as I told her, Jessica positioned herself under Lexie and started to lick her slit. I could feel her soft tongue lapping at my shaft each time I pulled out, then against my balls when I thrust in. Lexie was even tighter than Jessica!

“Yeah, you fucking slut, take daddy’s cock,” I heard Jeremy say beside me. Dude was into some kinky shit, but I kind of liked the sound of it. “Swallow every drop of my cum, you stupid bitch.”

Ginger moaned in ecstasy as Jeremy held her down and emptied his balls into her throat. I closed my eyes, focusing on the feeling of Lexie taking my cock like a champ. Leaning forward, I grabbed her tits, squeezing and pinching them as I drilled her.

“You’re so good, sir,” Lexie panted. I could see that she had one hand on Jessica’s head, holding her friend’s face against her slit. “You’re gonna make me cum!”

“Do it,” I grunted.

When she started shuddering and gushing, I drove all the way into her and unloaded. I filled her sweet little pussy with my cum until it was dripping out of her and into Jessica’s mouth. When I pulled out, trailing cum all the way, Jessica started to lick my cum out of Lexie’s pussy, Lexie riding her tongue like they did this all the time. They probably did. These chicks were pure nymphos.

I barely had time to recover before I saw the blonde approaching from the cabin. She was wiping her mouth, cum dripping from her chin – she’d probably just blown the pilot and co-pilot at the same time. Which gave me an idea….

“Hey, Jeremy,” I said, nudging my friend. “What do you think about a little…”

I barely had to gesture and he knew what I was saying. He grinned.

“I’m down,” he said. “Which of these sluts do you think we should do?”

“Me! Me! Please! Pick me! I swear, I’ll be so good, sir!” Ginger pleaded, still on her knees before Jeremy.

“No, pick me! I’m a good girl, I promise, I deserve it!” The blonde said – I could remember her name now. Tanya. Pretty soon, all four stewardesses were fighting over who would get to fuck Jeremy and I. I laughed.

“I haven’t gotten to fuck Tanya yet,” I said, shrugging at my friend.

“She was a good lay,” Jeremy nodded. “But I want her ass this time.”

Tanya squealed in delight, hopping up and down so that her perky tits bounced along with her. The other girls groaned.

“Why don’t you three put on a show for us to enjoy while we fuck her?” I suggested. “Or is the in-flight entertainment over already?”

Ginger, Lexie, and Jessica all grinned, hopping up to the front of the plane. At that moment, we hit a patch of turbulence. They fell all over each other, tits bouncing, cum-soaked bodies grinding together. It was the perfect catalyst- soon, they were all grinding together on the floor, eating each other out and fucking themselves with their fingers.

Tanya, meanwhile, had landed in Jeremy’s lap. He laughed, standing up, holding her like she weighed nothing. Which she really didn’t. I stroked my dick, watching Jeremy grope her tits from behind, holding her around the waist. She moaned in pleasure and reached down to touch herself, rubbing her clit as he abused her tits.

Laughing, he walked over and dropped her on my lap. She squealed in delight, her slick pussy sliding down my cock right away. I groaned – she was a slut, but she was tight as a virgin. And she only got tighter when Jeremy knelt down a little bit, positioning her in such a way that he could shove his cock up her ass at the same time I was balls-deep in her pussy.

My friend and I slammed into her as hard as we could, enjoying the way she took it like she couldn’t get enough. And as though that all wasn’t enough, the girls had gotten bored playing with each other and crawled over to us. I watched Lexie suck Jeremy’s heavy, swinging balls while riding a double-sided dildo with Ginger, who was eating out Jessica. Jessica’s mouth covered my balls, licking and sucking them while her big brown eyes gazed up at me in total adoration.

“Oh, you are so good to us,” Ginger moaned, slamming her pussy back against Lexie’s. “Thank you, sirs.”

“Yes,” Tanya gasped. We were both deep inside her, her ass stretched out to fit Jeremy’s cock while her pussy fit snug around mine. I leaned forward, biting at her chest, sucking her nipple into my mouth. I grabbed her hair with my hand, yanking until her head rolled back on her neck.

“You love it, don’t you?” Jeremy leaned forward to ask, speaking into her ear. “You love getting fucked by strangers? Getting paid to have your ass and pussy reamed at the same time?”

“Yes, sir!” Tanya moaned, writhing as she came. My balls churned again, I reached down with my free hand and grabbed Jessica’s head, pulling her against my balls so that I could feel her lips all over them. With a groan, I jerked upward and came for the third time that flight. Pulsing inside of Jessica while Jeremy thrust into her ass was the tightest, hottest fuck of my life.

I filled her with my load, watching her shake and beg for more as Jeremy filled her ass. When we were done with her, she hopped off, reached between her legs, and pulled some of my cum up to her mouth, sucking it off her finger. She did it again, sharing with Ginger while Lexie crawled over and started to lick at Tanya’s pussy, eating my cum from it.

As you can imagine, the rest of the flight was a whirlwind of sex and cum, breasts and asses. By the time we landed in Cabo, I was exhausted – and had a whole new appreciation for the company I worked for, and my manager. Jeremy had held up the whole time despite being much less fit than me. In fact, he may even have gotten a few more loads in than I did! The girls buckled us in again before we landed, then collapsed together in a moaning, kissing pile. When the door of the plane slid open, they were lined up on their knees.

“Thank you,” they said in unison. “We hoped you enjoyed your ride on Bimbo Airlines! Please, come again!”

Not likely, I chuckled to myself, following Jeremy off the plane. Come again? I didn’t think I’d be able to get off for a month after that plane ride!

“So, what’d you think?” Jeremy asked, laughing as we emerged from the plane, the intense heat smacking me in the face.

“Amazing,” I said. “Truly unbelievable.”

“And that’s just the beginning, my boy,” he said, turning to me with a wink.  “Welcome to the corporate retreat!”

Just the beginning?!

I couldn’t wait to see what came next!
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