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Kayla's Bad Beginning
The day that Kayla's daddy packed away his things and left, she cried harder than she ever had before. The sad teen couldn't understand why her daddy had to go. Their home always seemed happy, and she could count the times her parents had argued on one hand. Her daddy, tears in his eyes as he hugged her close, tried to tell her that it was going to be alright. He'd still see her. He just wouldn't live at home anymore.
"Why do you have to go, though?" Kalya asked, her arms clinging to his neck.
"There's things that mom and I just have to work out, honey. You'll understand someday, when you find the right man for yourself," her daddy said.
Sadly, her father disentangled himself from his daughter, picked up his suitcase, and walked out the door. Kayla screamed at her mother that she hated her and ran to her room. Locking herself inside, she threw herself on the bed and sobbed into her pillow. She didn't come out that night.
Needs
Kayla sat at the table picking at a plate of scrambled eggs, feeling miserable and sorry for herself. Her older brother, Rich, ignored her misery as he read about some stupid football players on his tablet. Why didn't Rich seem angry at their mother? Why wasn't he upset that their father left? Her brother was stupid.
Kayla's mother, Marie, hummed to herself as she slapped a load of bacon onto a plate. She brought the plate, piled high with bacon, eggs, hashbrowns and a pancake to the table and set it in front of Rich. Her plump lips kissed Kayla's brother on the forehead and she smiled at him adoringly.
"How come I didn't get any bacon?" Kayla whined, just to have something to complain about.
"Growing boys need a lot of protein," Marie explained, "but us girls have to be careful. We don't want you getting all fat and gross, Kayla. You wouldn't be much of a cheerleader if you were all round like a beach ball, would you?"
"No," Kayla agreed, and went back to sulking.
Marie put her arm around her daughter.
"I know you're upset, honey," she said, "but this is the best thing. When you grow up, you'll realize that there are certain things in life that mommies and daddies need, and sometimes it takes a long time to learn that who you're with might not be able to give you those things,"
"What kinds of things?" Kayla asked, "Dad had a good job, he gave us a good house, nice clothes, and he loves us! What more is there?"
Marie frowned, saying, "You just couldn't understand right now, sweetie. Just finish your breakfast and go to school,"
Marie kissed her on the head, too, and left the room. Kayla wasn't hungry. She glanced at her brother and noticed that he was watching their mom very intently as she left the kitchen. Kalya followed his gaze, but couldn't see anything that warranted such a long, hard look.
"What are you looking at?" She asked.
"Nothing. Eat your eggs," Rich said, and went back to reading.
Kayla threw her eggs away. She wasn't hungry. Instead, she looked at the clock, noted that she had about 40 minutes before she needed to leave for school, and decided to go to her room to play with herself and take her mind off the changes in her family.
Up until recently, Kayla had never touched herself with the intention of getting off. A few months ago, after her 18th birthday, her friend, Mandy, had slept over. With her, Mandy brought a DVD that she'd "borrowed" from her parents' closet. The video was called "Naughty Schoolgirls" and it was the first exposure Kayla had to the world of pornography. Mandy had laughed at her friend's reaction to seeing the DVD, telling her she needed to grow up when Kayla had told her she didn't want to watch a filthy movie.
Inside, though, she was very curious. Kids at school all talked about sex, but Kayla had just never really thought much about it. Then, her body had begun to change, and a host of new and strange feelings started to creep out when she looked at boys. She always felt dirty, like she shouldn't have those feelings, but she'd never been able to make them go away.
Blushing, she'd allowed Mandy to put on the DVD, as long as she kept the volume down so her parents wouldn't hear it. Together, the two girls had soaked in the graphic images and filthy words, and the naughty feelings started to come back. Kayla watched the teens, not much older than herself, as they said dirty things like, "cock, fuck, pussy, ass, cum, and cunt".
When the men put their cocks into the girls mouths, vaginas, and asses, Kayla couldn't look away. All the girls seemed to be having so much fun, especially when they rubbed their vaginas and orgasmed. The two girls giggled with each other throughout the film, and Kayla surprised herself when she began to call the girls on the screen dirty sluts and whores. Mandy thought it was funny, too.
After the movie was over, and Mandy was asleep on the floor, Kayla lay awake, feeling flushed. The naughty feelings hadn't gone away when the movie was over. In fact, they just continued. She couldn't get the images of the girls cumming out of her mind. As quietly as possible, she put her hand between her legs and felt the wetness in her vagina.
Picturing herself as one of the girls in the movie, Kayla held her breath and began to rub her vagina to see if she could make it cum. It felt so dirty to touch herself like this, with Mandy sleeping so close. In her head, she started calling herself filthy names, like the men in the video did to the girls. She called herself slut, cocksucker, whore, and then the strangest thing happened. As she said the dirty words in her head, her vagina, no her pussy, started to throb, and then it began to spasm. With her mouth clamped shut tightly, Kayla had her first orgasm and decided that it was a wonderful feeling.
Since that day, she'd been playing with herself more often, especially when she was upset. The good feeling from making herself cum was so much better than thinking about the things that bothered her, like her daddy leaving. After she came, though, she always felt a little ashamed. She felt like she'd done something wrong, something that wasn't normal, something that people only did in dirty movies.
Now, she locked her door and slipped off her nightgown, lying naked on her bed with the big stuffed bear that her father had bought for her years ago. She put her fingers on her pussy. She was already hot and a little wet. As quietly as she could, Kayla began to rub her pussy, then push her fingers into it, rubbed her little clit, fingered herself again. She kept it up until she was just on the edge. She knew it wouldn't be long. It was right there.
Someone knocked on the door, completely breaking her trance. She heard her mother calling her name, asking why her door was locked.
"I'm just getting dressed," Kayla called, leaping off the bed and dashing into the closet.
She quickly wrapped a bathrobe around her naked body, and went to the door. When she opened it, her mother let herself inside. Marie sat on Kayla's bed, right in the spot where she'd just been fingering her pussy. Kayla blushed at the thought, and tried to hide her face.
"What's that smell?" Marie asked, sniffing the air.
Kayla shrugged. She didn't know what to say.
"Honey," Marie went on, "I just want you to know that what happened with your dad and I, it has nothing to do with you kids, alright? There's just things that are important to a good relationship that your father couldn't provide. One of these days, you're going to understand, but for now you'll just have to trust me, okay?"
Kayla began to sniffle, saying, "I don't want to understand! I want dad! I hate you!"
She was crying again. Marie looked at the floor, unsure what to say. She, instead, put her arms around her daughter and held her, letting her cry on her shoulder.
"There, there, honey. Your dad's not gone forever. You'll still get to see him. Please don't hate me,"
Kayla felt stupid. She didn't really hate her mother. She was just angry.
"I'm sorry," she sobbed, "I don't really hate you, mom,"
"We can talk later, okay?" Marie said, "You have to get to school, and I need to work."
Kayla nodded and let her mother go. Marie left her room, looking sad. Kayla sighed and looked at the clock. There was no way she'd be able to make herself cum, now. She went to her closet and dropped her robe. She pulled out a fun, summery, green shirt and a pair of light khaki pants, tossing them on the bed. From her underwear drawer, she pulled out a thick, big, white bra and packed her huge tits into it, feeling embarrassed at how large they were.
People were always staring at her big tits, making her feel silly. None of the other girls at school had breasts as big as hers, so she knew she was a freak. She had to buy DD cup bras, and every time she brought them up to the counter and saw the salespeople's eyes widen, she wanted to die. Next, she slipped on some matching white panties that completely covered her round ass. Her bottom was always jiggling obscenely when she walked, and she could feel people staring at it. Her mother was right. She didn't need any bacon.
Finally, she put on her clothes and brushed her silky brown hair. Kayla was very proud of her pretty hair. It was her favorite feature. All the girls were jealous of how fine and smooth her hair was, how shiny it always looked. Lastly, she slipped on a necklace that her daddy gave her a few years ago. It was silver, with a little heart charm. The necklace settled between her big tits. Satisfied, Kayla collected her things for school and left, her pussy still horny to cum.
The New Girl
As if the day couldn't get any worse, school turned out to be a disaster. Kayla couldn't concentrate on her work, thinking about her parents splitting up all day. She was even more distraught since finals were starting tomorrow. At lunch, she spilled milk all over her pretty top, and it had soaked through her bra. Mrs. Lark, one of the teachers on duty in the cafeteria, saw what had happened. Kindly, she took Kayla to her classroom and loaned her a shirt that she kept as a spare. Unfortunately, Mrs. Lark didn't have big tits like Kayla. Kayla realized her mistake as she hid in the bathroom stall to change.
The shirt barely stretched over her huge melons, and it was white. She sniffled as she realized she couldn't wear her bra until it dried. The tiny shirt, stretched as it was over her tits, also left her flat tummy bare. When Kayla looked at herself in the mirror she didn't know if she could get up the courage to leave the bathroom. Her nipples were very clearly visible in the tight top with no bra.
As she was trying to decide how to handle the problem, the restroom door banged open, and a girl Kayla had never seen burst into the restroom. The girl had pretty blonde hair and icy blue eyes. She was a little taller than Kayla, which wasn't saying much, and the distraught young girl noticed that the newcomer's tits were very small.
"Oh, hey," the girl said.
"Um, hi," Kayla replied, crossing her arms over her big tits.
"Hey, I really like your top," the girl said pleasantly.
"Oh, thanks. I had to borrow it from a teacher. My shirt got wet,"
Now that she took the time to look, the girl's outfit could hardly even be described as clothes. Her tummy was completely bare, and her tube top was stretched tight across her small tits, drawing anyone's attention to them. She, obviously, didn't wear a bra since her nipples were poking out. She also wore a tiny skirt that barely covered her pussy, showed off her long legs wonderfully, and those legs ended in a pair of 3-inch spiked heels, making her even taller.
"I'm Tiffany," the girl said, "It's my first day here,"
"I'm Kayla," Kayla said timidly.
"Why are you hiding your tits?" Tiffany asked, bluntly.
Kayla laughed nervously, "Well, I...my bra got wet, too and...and..."
"People can see your nipples?" Tiffany finished.
Kayla nodded and blushed.
"Well, what's the problem?" Tiffany asked, "I'd kill to have a rack like yours. My fucking apple tits aren't getting any bigger,"
Kayla didn't know what to say to that, so she just looked at the floor.
"Hey, sorry," Tiffany said, "They really are nice, though. Are they real?"
"Why wouldn't they be?" Kayla asked, surprised by the question.
"Natural busty. I like it," Tiffany smiled, "It was nice to meet you, but I really need to get in and get off so I can get to class. Maybe I'll see you around?"
Kayla nodded, not sure she'd just heard Tiffany right. Did she really say she was going to get off? In the school bathroom? Like, she was going to masturbate?
"Yeah, maybe. Um, it was nice to meet you, too," Kayla said.
She started to go around the other girl, her arms crossed over her chest, face flushed with embarrassment. As she moved around Tiffany, though, the other girl spoke again.
"Could I feel them?" she asked.
Kayla stopped and looked at her with her mouth open in shock.
"I've never felt real ones that big. Do you mind?"
Without even waiting for a reply, Tiffany pushed Kayla's hands away from her chest and groped one of her big tits through her shirt. Kayla froze. She had no idea how to deal with this situation. She'd never had another girl touch her like this. Tiffany's fingers lightly pinched Kayla's nipple, making it even harder and more apparent in the tight shirt.
"God, those feel great," Tiffany said, "You're making my cunt fucking sloppy as shit, girl. You better get on out of here before I eat you up,"
She grinned lustily at the frightened Kayla, who quickly fled the bathroom. In her haste to flee from her tit-groper, Kayla had forgotten to cover her tits again, and she found herself in the middle of a passing period. Lunch was ending, and the students were heading to their next class. A sea of eyes suddenly turned to stare at her big tits. Realizing her mistake, Kayla quickly covered her tits, and ran down the hall to her locker. She quickly opened it with one hand, and pulled her backpack out.
Using the backpack as a shield, she spent the next period feeling stupid, while all the boys tried to catch peeks at her boobs. Unable to focus on junior government studies, Kayla instead tried to ponder what sort of needs her mother had that her father couldn't fulfill. Maybe if she knew, she could help him get back home. She also thought about Tiffany squeezing her tits, and felt naughty, which only made her pussy wet and made her feel worse.
Her next class was chemistry, which she hated. She sat at her lab table, hugging her backpack. The other kids filed noisily into the room, and with them came Tiffany. The blonde girl saw her sitting alone, and her face broke into a friendly smile. Heads turned to follow her as her heels clicked their way over to Kayla's table. Tiffany sat down next to her.
"Hey, cutie," Tiffany said, "fancy meeting you here! Do you have a lab partner, yet?"
"Um, no. There was a girl named Tori. She was nice, but she left yesterday, and didn't come back," Kayla explained.
"Oh, good. Looks like we can be chem buddies!" Tiffany declared.
"Yeah, sure," Kayla said.
"I always liked chemistry," Tiffany went on, "all those elements, mixtures, shit like that. It's really quite fascinating,"
"I hate it,"
"Oh, it's not so bad. I'll bet I can help you, if you want,"
"Really? I guess that would be cool,"
"Well, I owe you for letting me feel your tits,"
Kayla turned red and sunk in her seat, hoping no one else heard. Tiffany just laughed.
"Hey, lighten up, honey," she said, "you got nothing to be ashamed of,"
Mr. Hart, their chemistry teacher, began to bang his knuckles on his desk, drawing their attention. He went through the homework from the previous evening, which Kayla had forgotten to do because of the commotion in her family. She pulled the blank worksheet from her binder, and Tiffany took it from her to look over.
"Easy," the blonde girl whispered.
She quickly filled in the blanks on the sheet and passed it back to Kayla, who looked at her in awe.
"Hey, I like chem," Tiffany said, and winked at her.
Mr. Hart had them open their lab books, and Tiffany took Kayla through the lab like it was second nature. She might be blonde, Kayla thought, but she certainly isn't stupid. Tiffany was really friendly and easy to work with, and as Kayla began to understand the lab work she forgot all about hiding her big tits. She got engrossed in the work, and never really noticed all the boys watching her tits bounce around, her nipples poking through her shirt. It felt good to have a new friend.
When the bell sounded to end the period, Kayla picked up her backpack and squeezed it tight again. Tiffany giggled at her, but didn't comment on it. The two girls walked together into the hall.
"What's your next class?" Tifanny asked.
"Gym," Kayla answered.
"Oh, hey! Mine, too! Looks like we can be gym buddies, too! Is that cool?"
"Yeah, sure," Kayla replied, "So, what school did you come from?"
"Lincoln High," Tiffany replied, as they walked toward the gym, "My parents split up and my dad and I moved over here, after my 18th birthday. We got a lot closer after that. Moving kinda sucked, since it was right at the end of the year, but this place isn't so bad. At least I have a new friend, right?"
"Yeah, sure!" Kayla said.
She didn't have many friends, being so shy and nervous all the time. Mandy was really her only one.
"My parents just split up, too," Kayla explained, "My dad had to leave. I don't really know why,"
"That's tough," Tiffany commiserated, "My mom was a cunt, though, so I guess it's better this way. My dad's super cool now that she's gone,"
"Oh, sorry,"
Tiffany laughed, "You got nothing to be sorry for. Life's a shit sandwich, and sometimes you just gotta eat it,"
That made Kayla laugh. She was really glad that Tiffany was so nice. The two girls walked into the locker room to dress out for gym. Kayla always hated this part, taking her clothes off in front of the other girls. It would be even worse today, since she didn't have her bra on to hide her big melons.
The cacophony of teenage girl banter, giggling, and teasing echoed off the walls of the locker room. Kayla went to her locker in the far corner of the room with Tiffany behind her. She put in the combination on her lock and pulled out her gym shirt and shorts.
"Do you mind if I put my clothes in your locker?" Tiffany asked, "I don't have a lock yet,"
"Sure,"
Tiffany pulled her gym clothes out of her bag and stripped off her tiny clothes like it was nothing to get naked in front of other girls. Kayla wished she was half as confident. She tried not to look at the other girl's body, but she surreptitiously watched her from the corner of her eye as she quickly pulled her own pants off.
Tiffany's body was lean and hard. Her small tits were firm and prominent, her ass small and round, not like Kayla's big bubble butt. She also kept her pussy shaved smooth. Tiffany, totally naked, stretched and sighed as her muscles popped. She cocked her hip and watched Kayla expectantly as her new friend quickly pulled her gym shorts over her round behind.
"I'd love to see what they look like," Tiffany grinned.



"Huh?"
"Those big, gorgeous tits of yours,"
Kayla blushed and looked away.
"Oh, honey," Tiffany said, "Don't get embarrassed. Okay, I won't look,"
Tiffany turned around, still standing there naked. Kayla quickly pulled off her shirt and replaced it with her gym shirt. The stupid gym shirt also wasn't designed for girls with big tits, and though it covered her belly, it stretched tightly across her boobs. Tiffany turned back around, and began to put on her own gym clothes.
"Wow," Tiffany exclaimed, "even these shit clothes can't hide that body of yours. Your boyfriend must be a happy guy," she winked slyly.
"I don't have a boyfriend," Kayla said quietly.
"Oh, well, I'm surprised. I figured the boys would be throwing themselves at your feet!"
Kayla shook her head, her cheeks reddening. A few boys had tried to ask her out, but she got so nervous talking to them that no one ever asked her on a second date.
"Girl, you are ridiculously cute," Tiffany laughed, "but we need to get your confidence up,"
She slapped her shoulder playfully, wrapped her blonde hair up in a ponytail. The two girls followed the crowd into the gym, where Mr. Larkin told them they were going out on the track today. A chorus of groans went up from most of the girls, except for one in particular who smiled smugly. Her name was Stephanie, and she was on the track team.
Stephanie always beat the whole class, except for her twin sister, Tori. Kayla sighed as the girls filed out the gym doors onto the track. Stephanie noted Kayla's downtrodden appearance and dropped back next to her. She was always nice to Kayla, but they weren't really friends.
"Why so glum, Kayla?" Stephanie asked.
"Hey, Steph. Just having a bad day. Where's your sister?"
She thought she saw a look of glee cross Stephanie's face for just a second, but it happened so fast that she was probably wrong.
"She's out sick," Stephanie answered, "I'm sure she'll be back in time for finals,"
"Oh, Stephanie," Kayla said, "This is Tiffany. It's her first day,"
Stephanie nodded to the new girl.
"Stephanie Hamlin," she said, "Where'd you come from?"
"Lincoln High," Tiffany said, "just started today,"
"Cool. Do you like to run?"
"Not really. I played volleyball, mostly,"
"Awesome," Stephanie said with a big smile, "well I'll catch you guys later."
Stephanie broke into a run and hit the track hard, blowing past the other girls like she had something to prove.
"Nice girl," Tiffany said, "Nice tits. Not as big as yours, but nice,"
Kayla sighed and started to jog with Tiffany, her big tits bouncing around in her shirt. By the end of the run, Kayla was sweaty and hot. Flushed with exertion, she followed Tiffany into the locker room. Fortunately, they didn't have communal showers. Rather, the small stalls had a curtain that they could hide behind, which suited Kayla just fine.
She found Tiffany, hair wet, standing naked by her locker. Kayla, wrapped in a big towel, joined her and quickly changed back into her clothes. The two girls had to split up for their next class, but Tiffany gave Kayla her number, and said she should call her some time. Kayla, her backpack pressed against her chest again, went to her last class.
The Professor
When Kayla arrived home in the afternoon, she was surprised to find her mother sitting on the couch with a man she had never seen before. The stranger wore a small pair of spectacles, had dark brown hair, and big, wide shoulders.
"This is Professor Miles," Marie introduced the man.
Kayla, quite surprised, timidly shook the man's hand. It was just then that her mother noticed the tiny shirt Kayla was wearing, and her hard nipples poking through the thin fabric.
"Kayla," Marie exclaimed, "What on earth are you wearing?"
"It's...I...well..."
"I don't even want to hear your excuses, young lady! That is so inappropriate! And in front of a guest in our home? You should be ashamed!"
"But I,"
"Hush!" Marie shouted, "Is this your way of acting out because you're upset with me? I can't believe you!"
"No!" Kayla cried.
Before she knew what was happening, her mother was pulling her over her knee, and then pulling her pants down in front of the strange man. She did it with such haste, that she pulled Kayla's underwear down with her pants, exposing the confused girl's ass and hairy pussy to the professor. She felt the sting of her mother's hand against her bare bottom, and started to cry, more from embarrassment than the pain, though it did hurt. Why wouldn't her mother just let her explain?
"You need to learn some respect for yourself, young lady," Marie said, and slapped her bottom again, "Maybe we need to bring some discipline back into this house. I won't have you going around looking like a tramp,"
Kayla bawled as Marie spanked her again, leaving a big red handprint on her ass. After the fifth hard whack, Marie stood her up.
"Now, go up to your room and change into something decent! And tell Professor Miles that you're sorry for dressing like a slut in front of him,"
"I'm...I'm sorry for dressing like a slut, sir," Kayla choked, and then ran out of the room, pulling her pants up.
"I'm so sorry about that," Marie was saying as Kayla fled.
Kayla, so confused, shut herself in her room. Her ass hurt, and she didn't want to sit down. She couldn't believe her mother had just spanked her naked bottom in front of a stranger! Who spanks an 18 year old? She wiped at her tears, humiliated. Professor miles had seen her naked ass and pussy! It was awful!
Kayla quickly stripped off the stupid shirt and threw it on the bed. She took a new bra from her drawer, packed her big tits into it, and put on the baggiest t-shirt she could find in her closet. She also changed into some baggy sweatpants, and then lay on her bed with her face in her pillow and tried to get hold of her tears.
At some point, she must have fallen asleep, because the next thing she knew her mother was knocking on her door. Marie let herself in and sat on the edge of the bed. She shook Kayla awake, and looked down on her grimly.
"Mom?"
"Honey, you just hush and let me talk. I don't want to hear any backtalk, understand?"
Kayla nodded her head submissively.
"Now, Professor Miles is a friend from work, and I'm going to be spending more time with him," Marie explained, "I'm sorry I had to spank you in front of him, but I had to show that I know how to keep discipline in my home,"
Kayla nodded her head, but she didn't really agree.
"Professor Miles is a doctor of psychology at the university, and after you left we had a talk about everything that's been going on. We think that you're probably just acting out because you're having a hard time accepting my separation from your father, but that's no excuse to go around dressing like some kind of stripper!"
"But, mom I,"
"Quiet! Kayla, Professor Miles is a brilliant man, and he shared some ideas with me that we're going to try. You have to learn to keep yourself in line, and I'm not going to tolerate any kind of silly childish antics from you. You're a legal adult, and that means you have to grow up! Now, since you obviously don't value your bras, Professor Miles thinks that I should take them away from you for a while, to teach you just how valuable they are,"
Marie went to her underwear drawer, and began to gather all of Kayla's bras in a bundle.
"No, mom! Please, I do value them. I'm not a bad girl!"
"I don't want to hear another word, Kayla!" Marie snapped.
Why was her mother being so unreasonable? Her dad would have listened to her.
"I spilled milk..."
"Not another word!" Marie shouted.
She gathered up the rest of Kayla's bras and stalked out of the room with them. Kayla felt tears stinging her eyes again. How was she supposed to go around all day with no bra? It would be terrible and humiliating! If her mom would just listen for one minute she'd know that it wasn't intentional. Kayla was so upset, and she needed to do something to feel better.
She hadn't been able to make herself cum that morning, so maybe she could masturbate and take her mind off of the awful day she'd had. She closed her door, and wiped at the tears in her eyes. Pushing all of the bad thoughts away, she instead began to think about the naughty movie Mandy brought over, and soon her hand was in her pussy as she huddled under her blanket.
Kayla rubbed at her clit, feeling the hot sensations running through her body. Her breathing became ragged, and at last she was cumming on her fingers, squealing with joy as her orgasm flooded though her. Through half-lidded eyes, she saw her mother standing in her doorway, her mouth hanging open in shock.
"Kayla! What on earth is going on! Are you masturbating, and after I just got done telling you to stop acting like a slut? I cannot believe you! You stay in this room, and go to bed without dinner tonight. I don't even want to look at you!"
Marie slammed her door, and she could hear her angry footsteps as they receded down the hall. All the good feelings from her orgasm were gone, and instead she was crying again. Why hadn't she locked the door? She couldn't believe her mother had just seen her masturbating. Could her day possibly get any worse?
The Prank
Kayla woke up the next morning with a sense of trepidation. She cautiously peeked into the hallway, afraid of encountering her mother. There was no one around. She crept down the hall and took her shower, then hurried back to her room and put on the frumpiest, baggiest clothes she could find. She put a spare change of clothes into her backpack today, just in case.
Fearful, Kayla crept down the stairs with her stomach rumbling. She hadn't eaten anything since the tragic lunch the day before, and needed to put something in her belly. She poked her head into the kitchen, and saw her mother and brother at the table eating. Marie saw her, frowned. Kayla couldn't be sure, but it looked like her mother quickly pulled her hand from Rich's lap. She was probably just imagining it.
"Come in and get yourself something to eat, Kayla," Marie said, "You need to get your brain ready for your finals. I want to see good grades coming home,"
Kayla nodded and, hanging her head, put some of her mother's breakfast casserole on a plate. She took it to the table, and ate in silence under her mother's disapproving glare. She finished as quickly as she could, eager to get out of the house. When she put her plate in the sink, and tried to rush out of the kitchen, Marie stopped her.
"Wait just a minute, young lady," her mother said, "I want to make sure you didn't sneak one of your bras away. Lift up your shirt,"
Kayla was mortified. Her mother wanted her to show her boobs to her? In front of her brother? Rich's attention was focused on her now, and he looked on expectantly.
"Here? Now?"
Marie nodded.
Kayla flushed with humiliation, but tugged her shirt up quickly, and just as quickly put it back down. Her brother had just seen her big tits, and it was awful!
"Good," Marie said, "Now, off you go."
Kayla ran from the room and out the door. In her car, she tried to get a hold of herself. She wouldn't cry! She breathed deeply, and after a moment she was under control again. She started her car and drove to school feeling terrible.
Tiffany was waiting for her at her locker with a friendly smile. That made Kayla feel better. Her new friend took in her frumpy clothes, and looked at her questioningly.
"Don't ask," Kayla said.
Tiffany shrugged.
"You ready for lab finals today, chem buddy?" Tiffany asked as Kayla pulled her first period books from her locker.
"I guess, so,"
"Don't worry. I'll make sure we ace it," Tiffany said confidently.
She saw the sad look on Kayla's face and gave her a hug.
"Oh, cheer up you frump," Tiffany said, "Whatever it is, it can't be that bad. You can't let it ruin your whole day,"
Kayla didn't want to cry in the hallway, and struggled with herself. Tiffany was right. She really needed to feel better. Her mother was expecting good grades, but Kayla knew she hadn't had the best year. She was behind in her history class, and it was going to be a uphill battle to pass. She was probably going to have summer school. She didn't want to think about what her mother might say.
She split up with Tiffany and went to her math class. The math final wasn't really difficult. She could handle math. It was just numbers. She felt good about the test. Her second period was study hall, and she spent it napping on her desk. By third period, she felt better, even though it was strange having her tits bouncing around as she walked. Thankfully, the big shirt hid them and no one could see her nipples today.
At lunch, she sat with Tiffany and Mandy. Mandy looked very sad, though.
"What's the matter?" Kayla asked.
"My parents are making me transfer schools after finals," Mandy explained.
"Transfer? Why?" Kayla asked, aghast.
"My dad got a new job," Mandy explained, "and it's across the county, so I have to start a new school next year,"
Kayla felt herself getting upset again. Her only real friend was leaving, her dad was gone, her mother had gone crazy. Why did it all have to happen at once?
"Oh, Mandy," Kayla said, "I'm going to miss you so much!"
She hugged her friend and fought against crying. Tiffany watched the two girls wordlessly, feeling awkward.
"Well, at least you'll have Tiffany," Mandy said, "I'll bet she'll be a good friend,"
"The best," Tiffany said, dryly.
"You'll still call, right?" Kayla asked, "and talk to me on Facebook?"
"Of course," Mandy assured her, "I'll still come see you, too. I won't be all that far,"
That made Kayla feel better. At least Mandy wasn't moving across the country, or something. Thankfully, Kayla made it through lunch without incident. She parted ways with Mandy, and walked beside Tiffany toward her next class.
"Hey, I'm gonna stop in the bathroom and get off before next period," Tiffany said bluntly.
"You mean, like, you're going to masturbate? In school?" Kayla said quietly.
"Well, yeah. I always get horned up after lunch. If I don't do it, I'll just be fucking antsy all day. Why?"
"It's just, well, I guess I never thought people did that outside their room," Kayla said, blushing.
Tiffany laughed, "You're too cute, Kayla. I just do it wherever I can. It's not a big deal. You're just fingering your twat. You wanna come?"
Kayla shook her head. How did someone ask that question?
"Whatever. I'll see you in Chem," Tiffany said, and ducked into the bathroom.
Kayla sighed and went to take the first part of her government test. She struggled with this one, but felt confident that she had, at least, passed it. She, then, went on to chemistry, where Tiffany was already waiting at their lab table. Her blonde friend made no attempt to cover her bare pussy, which was quite visible under yet another short skirt. Several of the boys had noticed, and were whispering about it.
"Your, um, vagina is showing," Kayla said quietly to her friend.
"Yeah, I'll bet all the horndogs are wondering how it tastes, and how tight it is," Tiffany said with a wink.
Kayla blushed, saying, "You're so dirty!"
Tiffany just laughed, "Yeah, I guess I am,"
Mr. Hart called the class to order and passed around the lab assignment for the final. Lab partners would be sharing a portion of the grade, he explained, and that made Kayla feel better. Tiffany was so good at chemistry. Her friend made it all look easy, and when they were done Kayla was sure that it had gone great. Mr. Hart even stopped by to give them an approving nod. Kayla thought he stayed a little longer than necessary, in order to look down Tiffany's shirt, which wasn't much of a shirt at all.
"I think Mr. Hart looked down your shirt," Kayla said, as they walked toward the gym.
"Oh, he did. I saw him. Probably thinking about sucking my nipples. I'll bet he liked getting a look at yours yesterday, too," Tiffany said with a giggle, which made Kayla blush, "He's probably imagining us lezzing off together right now,"
Kayla went even redder as she thought about how naughty her friend was. She could just say the filthiest things without getting embarrassed. Kayla wished she had half of her self-confidence. Maybe she'd be able to stand up to her mom.
"You're so freakin' cute when you're embarrassed, Kayla," Tiffany said, and slapped her shoulder.
"Well, I must be cute a lot then, because I'm always embarrassed," she said softly.
"Well, you just pal around with Tiffany, then, and we'll get you over it. I don't even know where half the shit I say comes from,"
The two girls changed into their gym clothes and filed out into the gym. Today was the physical half of the test, and a written portion would follow tomorrow. The girls all went through a series of exercises, a timed run, and at the end of it the teacher gave them all high marks for effort. There was really no way to fail, unless they just hadn't even tried.
The big surprise came as the girls went back to the locker room. All of the lockers were open, the locks cut with bolt cutters. Everyone's underwear had been stolen! The girls all complained, except for Tiffany, who didn't wear any underwear. Kayla couldn't believe the luck. Not only did she have to go braless, but now her panties were gone, too! The angry girls showered off, and got dressed without their panties. Somewhere, some boy was getting a good laugh.
At the end of the day, Kayla drove home feeling stupid and afraid. She hoped that Professor Miles wouldn't be here today, and that she could sneak into the house and up to her room without confronting her mother. However, it was not to be. As soon as she came in the door, her mother was calling her into the living room. Professor Miles was there again, as was Rich.
"Lift up your shirt, Kayla," Marie ordered.
"Here?" Kayla squeaked.
"Oh, they're grown men, Kayla. They've seen boobs before,"
With tears in her eyes, Kayla quickly pulled her shirt up, and then back down.
"Good," Marie said, "but we have something else to talk about,"
Her mother set a DVD on the table. The DVD that Mandy had brought over, and must have forgotten to take home.
"I found this in your room today," Marie said, her face angry, "Would you care to explain?"
Kayla was horrified. There was no way her mother would believe it wasn't hers.
"It's not mine," Kayla blurted, anyway.
Marie sighed.
"I don't know what's gotten into you lately, but obviously you've got some kind of wild streak in you that's getting out of hand,"
Her mother tugged her arm and bent her over her knee, pulling her baggy pants down. Kayla cried, knowing what was coming, and dreading it.
"What is this?" Marie cried, "Are you serious, Kayla? You're not wearing panties, now?"
"I can explain!" Kayla cried, but stopped as her mother's hand slapped her bare bottom.
She could only imagine how good a look at her exposed ass and pussy Professor Miles and her brother were getting. Kayla wailed in humiliation as her mother smacked her backside over and over.
"You are going to learn your lesson, young lady," Marie shouted, "I cannot believe how you're acting! You get to your room, and don't come out until I tell you. I'll have to figure out what to do with you!"
She gave Kayla one last, hard spanking, and then let her up. Crying, the frightened teen pulled up her pants and ran up the stairs with her ass stinging. It wasn't fair! Her mother just wouldn't listen, and now she thought she was acting like a slut! Her dad would let her explain, if only he was here. She threw herself on the bed and cried at the unfairness of it all.
Before long, her mother came into her room without knocking. Without a word, she opened Kayla's drawers and gathered up all her panties, then left the room. Kayla didn't need an explanation. She was, of course, going to show her the value of wearing panties like a good girl. A few moments later, her mother came back. She sat on her bed again, and stroked her hair.



"Kayla," Marie said, "I'm not sure what you think you're accomplishing by acting like this, but Professor Miles and I have been talking, and I'm going to be implementing some new rules around here. First, when you leave in the morning, you're going to show me that you're not sneaking your underwear back. You're going to learn that good girls value their underwear, and if you can't see that then you don't deserve it. I'm also going to check you when you get home. If I see that you've been breaking the rules, you're going to get spanked like a child every time,"
"But,"
"Hush! Second, I'm going to have Professor Miles meet with you to talk about your problems. You are to follow his guidance, or we're going to have to punish you some other way, too. Third, the professor is going to be moving in. He and I are dating now, and you'll need to show him respect. Do you understand?"
This was all too much! What in the world was happening? The Professor was going to live with them? Her mother was dating? She'd just separated two days ago! It was ridiculous! And meetings with him? He was going to talk with her about her problems? She cried even harder as it all started to sink in.
"Now, I'm going to bring your dinner up to you, but you are grounded until the weekend, young lady. After you eat dinner, the Professor will be up to talk to you, and I expect you to be pleasant. Is that clear?"
Kayla nodded her head, reluctantly. Her mother left the room and closed her door. Kayla fell into a fitful nap, but awoke when Marie came back with her dinner. She ate it like a robot, not really tasting it at all as she struggled to cope with all the awful things happening to her. Her bottom was also sore, and it hurt to sit down.
Soon after she was finished with her dinner, there was a light knock on the door. She called for them to come in, and was faced with Professor Miles' grim and imposing presence. The professor pulled the chair from her computer desk and sat across from her.
"Hello, Kayla," he said kindly.
Kayla didn't say anything. This was stupid. She didn't need a psychologist. She needed her mother to listen, and her dad to come home. She needed her underwear back, and for life to be normal again.
"Kayla," the Professor went on, "I realize that things are very difficult right now, with your parents' separation. My parents split up, too, when I was young. I know it's traumatic, but you have to believe that life will go on,"
"I don't care!" Kayla snapped angrily, "I don't care about your parents, and I don't want you to live with us! I want my dad back!"
The Professor nodded knowingly, and said, "There are many things we wish for, dear. Part of growing up, though, is learning to deal with the difficult situations we find ourselves in, and to do so in a constructive manner. Your mother is very concerned about your behavior,"
"I don't have any behavior," Kayla complained, "she just won't listen to me!"
"What would you say, if she would listen?"
That stopped her. What did she want to say?
"I guess I'd tell her what really happened," Kayla said, "That I didn't take my bra and panties off like she thinks I did. I spilled milk on my shirt and bra, and I had to borrow one from a teacher, but they were too small. Then, today, some boys broke into our lockers during gym class and stole our underwear! It's not like I wanted to walk around without them!"
"Did it make you upset to have to walk around without underwear, or did it make you feel excited?"
What kind of question was that? Of course if made her upset! It also had made her feel a little naughty, but that was none of his business.
"It made me upset," Kayla said, "not excited,"
"Are you certain?"
"Yes!"
"Kayla, when your mother disciplined you," the Professor said, "I took note that you seemed aroused by it. Was that the case?"
Kayla flushed. She had been wet when it happened, but it was because of how naughty she felt with no panties, not because she was going to get spanked in front of her brother and a strange man. Wasn't it?
"No, that's not true!" Kayla shot back.
"Kayla, you'll have to be honest with me, if we want this to work. I know that you don't want to talk to me, but if you refuse to be honest, then it's going to take much longer, and that means we'll be talking a lot more. You don't want that, do you?"
She didn't want that. She wanted him to leave her alone. She shook her head.
"Good. Now, tell me the truth. Were you aroused?"
"A little bit,"
"What aroused you, Kayla. Was it the fact that you knew your mother was going to make you show her you weren't wearing a bra? Or was it the fact that you weren't wearing any underwear?
"I guess...that I wasn't wearing any,"
She wanted to die from admitting it.
"Thank you, dear," the Professor said, "And why did it arouse you?"
"Because I knew that it was naughty,"
"It was naughty. Sometimes, the naughty things make us feel good for a while, don't they?"
"I guess,"
This was stupid. She couldn't believe he was making her say such embarrassing things.
"Why did you have the DVD, Kayla?"
"It wasn't mine. It was my friend's,"
"Did you watch it, though?"
Kayla nodded.
"And did it arouse you, too?"
"Yes,"
"Did you masturbate while you watched it,"
She looked at the floor, but couldn't bring herself to say it.
"It's alright, I can tell that you did. Masturbation is very normal, Kayla. Everyone does it at some point, so it isn't strange. But sometimes, if we do it too often, it can be detrimental. How often do you masturbate, Kayla?"
"That's none of your business!" She shouted, angry that he kept probing her.
"Settle down, dear. It's a clinical question. I'm not trying to insert myself into your business, but if I'm going to help you, I have to understand what you're going through. Now, how often?"
"Not very much. A few times a week,"
"That's very normal, thank you. Do you do it when you're upset?"
She nodded.
"So it's an outlet for you, is that right? It feels good when other things don't?"
She nodded again.
"And how often do you watch pornography when you masturbate?"
"I only watched it the one time!"
"Thank you for being honest, Kayla," the Professor said, "Are you a virgin?"
Kayla nodded, her face flushed. She didn't like these questions.
"Well, I think that's all we need to talk about tonight, alright? I'm sorry if that was uncomfortable, but I think you'll find it easier to talk as time goes on. Thank you, again, for being so open with me,"
He left her alone and embarrassed, not sure what to think. She hated the fact that she'd had to talk to him at all, but some of what he'd said had helped. It was normal for her to masturbate. She wasn't really a freak for doing it. That was good to know. And he had been right, she knew, that she'd been aroused when her mother had spanked her. It wasn't because she knew she'd be getting a spanking, but it had felt naughty to go around without her underwear, even though it was also embarrassing.
She decided to take another shower and clear her head. Maybe, she'd even masturbate in the shower, so that her mom couldn't suddenly barge in. She'd feel better if she got to cum. And cum she did, as the hot water flowed across her body. She tried to stay quiet about it, in case anyone might hear. This time, she came thinking of her brother and Miles seeing her exposed pussy, and felt confused about why that turned her on.
As she went down the hall, past her mother's room, the sounds from within caught her ear and she paused outside the door. The door was open, just a crack, and she could see inside. What she saw and heard made her angry and even more confused.
Her mother and the Professor were naked on the bed, and her mom was sucking on the Professor's cock! The sound of wet slurping was noisy as Marie suckled his penis lovingly, like one of the girls on the porno movie. The sight was awful, and it broke her heart, but she couldn't look away. The Professor's cock was very large, Kayla thought, though she didn't really have much to compare it to. The penises in the movie were all big, but the Professor's was even bigger. Her mother's lips were stretched obscenely around it as she tried to fit it into her mouth.
"You're such a good cocksucker," Miles was saying, "we're going to get it all into your throat soon,"
Marie just moaned around his big shaft as she sucked at it and stroked it with her hand.
"I'm going to cum, baby," he said, "do you think you can swallow it all this time?"
"Mmmhmm!"
The Professor bucked his hips into her mother's mouth, and then groaned loudly as his sperm shot into Marie's sucking hole. Her mother moaned happily as she drank it, her throat working to swallow it all. She pulled her mouth from his slick cock with a satisfied smile.
"God, you're so fucking big," Marie said, "I can't wait to get you back in my pussy,"
The Professor laughed as Marie pumped his cock with her hand. It was still hard.
"Why don't you climb up on it, then?" he said.
Marie, looking excited, straddled his big dick and put it against her pussy. Kayla found herself getting wet again, and then she was feeling her pussy under her nightgown. Marie sank slowly down onto the big cock between her legs with a happy moan, and Kayla could only watch in awe as the big cock disappeared into her mother.
"Oooooh, fuck!" Marie gasped, "You're so much bigger than my husband,"
Kayla felt like she'd been stabbed, hearing her mother say such an awful thing.
"You love my cock, don't you," the Professor said, "He could never fuck you like this, could he?"
"Ooooh, no! You fuck me so good," Marie said, and started to bounce up and down on his thick tool, "It's so good!"
While her mother fucked herself on Miles' cock, he groped her tits. Kayla rubbed at her young, confused pussy, growing more excited. The Professor looked her way, and smiled, then started to thrust his dick up into Marie's quivering cunt, watching Kayla as he did it. Kayla gasped quietly and ran away to her room. She was sure that he saw her watching, and she felt so naughty. It was dirty, what she'd done, but she had to masturbate again. She locked her door, got under the covers, and quickly brought herself off to a wonderful orgasm. After a while, she fell asleep to the sounds of her mother moaning about how good the Professor's cock felt, echoing down the hall.
New Rules
The next morning, there was a new face at the table, that of the Professor. He sat in the seat, formerly occupied by Kayla's father, which made the confused teenage angry. She scowled at him as she ate her breakfast, and though he nodded pleasantly to her, and wished her a good morning, he didn't mention having seen her watching her mother fuck his big cock the night before.
Kayla hoped to sneak away from the table without having to show herself to her mother this morning, but Marie was ready for her. She made Kayla lift her shirt to flash her naked tits to all 3 of them, and then push down her pants to show her hairy pussy, too. Kayla tried not to cry as she did it, and mostly succeeded, but she broke down once she ran out to her car. For a few minutes, she wiped at her tears, trying to get a hold of herself.
Tiffany met her at school, dressed like a tramp, per usual. Her new friend noticed the distressed look on Kayla's face and asked what was wrong.
"My mom's dating some guy," Kayla explained, "and he's some super college professor that thinks he knows it all,"
"Tough break," Tiffany said, nodding, "You think they're gonna get hitched?"
"I hope not," Kayla said, "He's putting weird ideas in her head that I need discipline,"
She shuddered as she thought about the conversation she'd had with Miles the previous night.
"Discipline? You're, like, the picture of fucking perfect. What do you need discipline for?"
Kayla wasn't sure if she could talk about it, but she really wanted to tell someone. It was just so strange.
"My mom's crazy, I think," Kayla explained, "she took away all my underwear because I wasn't wearing any when I came home yesterday,"
Tiffany stopped and pulled Kayla to the corner.
In a hushed tone she asked, "How did your mom know you weren't wearing panties?"
Kayla sighed, and said, "The other day, when I had to borrow that shirt, I came home without a bra. My mom thought I was trying to show off like some kind of tramp. She...she spanked me, and then took away all my bras,"
Tiffany's face lit up, "So, that's why you've been going without a bra. Wow! That's really crazy!"
Kayla nodded, her face reddening. She felt better for having told someone, but also humiliated.
"It feels good, doesn't it?" Tiffany asked.
"It feels dirty,"
"Which feels good, right?"
"Maybe a little," Kayla said.
"So what are you gonna do about it?"
Kayla didn't know. She didn't really have much of a choice. It wasn't as if she could just leave home. She didn't have any money, any other place to live. Her dad was always away on business, and he hadn't returned her calls the last few days. What choice did that leave her?
"I don't know," she had to admit, "I want to get away, but I don't have any money,"
The two girls resumed their trip to Kayla's locker.
"What if you got a job?" Tiffany suggested.
"Like what?"
"Well, summer break is starting in a couple days. You're done with cheering for the year. I don't know what you like doing, but I think I could help you find something. If you're interested, that is,"
Kayla opened her locker, put her things in, pulled out some books for her first class.
"What do you mean?" she asked.
"Well, I work at this place after school and on the weekends. It's fun, and the pay is pretty good. Maybe I can put in a good word for you?"
"You have a job?" Kayla asked.
"Well, yeah. I love my dad, but I don't want to live with him forever,"
"What do you do? Where is it?"
"It's called Jiggly's,"
"What is that?" Kayla asked, afraid to hear the answer.
"It's an adult novelty company," Tiffany explained, "They make lingerie, sex toys, that kind of stuff. I'm a product tester and sales rep,"
"Product tester?"
"Well, the company has to know if their toys are pleasurable for their market segment, right?"
"I don't know if I want to know how you test them," Kayla said, blushing.
"Well, I usually sit in a room watching porn and fuck myself silly," Tiffany explained, as if it was the most normal thing in the world.
"I couldn't do that!" Kayla cried in horror.
"Why not?"
"It's...well, it's embarrassing!"
"As embarrassing as your mom spanking you when you're 18?" Tiffany jested.
Kayla blushed, hoping no one heard. The bell rang to warn the end of the passing period.
"I have to go to class," Kayla said, "See you at lunch?"
"Sure. Just think about it."
Kayla nodded and hurried to her class. Fortunately, she'd already taken the final, and today became a study period. She tried to focus on the rest of the finals for today, but everything happening was just too distracting. Tiffany was right. She needed to get a job, make some money, and get away from the weird professor and her crazy mom. There must be lots of jobs out there, though, not just the kind that Tiffany was suggesting.
She thought about what her new friend had told her. She got paid to sit in a room, watch dirty movies, and make herself cum with sex toys? Somehow, Kayla was not at all surprised. Tiffany was so naughty. That wasn't Kayla, though. She was a good girl. She didn't play with sex toys. Lost in her thoughts, the morning passed quickly, and since the rest of her finals were in the afternoon classes, she basically daydreamed the morning away.
Lunch came around, and she sat with Tiffany and Mandy, as usual. Mandy was still despondent, sad that she was moving away to a new school. Kayla tried to engage her in conversation, but her friend just wasn't in the mood, and sulked the whole time. Tiffany, meanwhile, was her normal bubbly self. She, also, tried to cheer Mandy up.
"It doesn't really suck so much being the new girl," Tiffany was saying, "I mean it's strange at first, but you make a friend or two and it feels a lot better,"
"Yeah," Mandy said, "but I don't want new friends. I like the ones I have,"
"Well, you get to keep the ones you have, and add a few more! You can never have enough friends, right?" Kayla said.
"I guess so. It just sucks to start over,"
Tiffany and Kayla nodded at that. There was no way to say it didn't suck.
"I'm gonna head to my next class and study up a bit before the test. I'll see you guys later," Mandy said, taking her tray and slinking away.
"So, did you think about the job?" Tiffany asked, when Mandy left.
"A little bit, but I'm not sure. There's got to be other jobs out there I could do,"
"Oh sure. You could bag groceries or make burgers," Tiffany said, "and probably make $200 a week or some shit. Do you know how much I made last week?"
Kayla shook her head. Of course she didn't know.
"About $1500,"
Kayla was astonished. How in the world did an 18 year old make $1500 in a week?
"That's crazy!" she cried, "doing...well, what you do?"
"No," Tiffany admitted, "Most of that was commission from the sales,"
"Sales? I thought you said you tested products?"
"I do, but I'm also a sales rep, remember?"
Kayla did remember her saying that. She'd just forgotten when Tiffany told her about the other aspect of the job.
"So, what I do," Tiffany explained, "is get in touch with the customers that call in to the company for presentation parties. They invite their friends over, mostly other ladies, and they have a little toy party,"
"Toy party?" Kayla asked.
"Yeah. It's usually a bunch of older ladies that want to spice things up in the bedroom, so they invite a bunch of their friends over, they have me come in and show them slinky lingerie, porn movies, sex toys, body oils, all that shit. They buy crap that they'll probably be too chicken to use, and I get a percentage of the sale,"
"So, what do you mean you show them the stuff?"
"Well, I model the lingerie, and if they ask me to I fuck myself with the toys,"
"Isn't that, well, kind of embarrassing?" Kayla asked.
"Nah. I think it's hot,"
"I couldn't do that. I'd die from humiliation!"
Tiffany laughed, "But you would be awesome! Your body is incredible!"
"I don't know,"
"How about this," Tiffany suggested, "I've got a party on Saturday. Why don't you just come and watch, and see what you think?"
"I'll think about it,"
Tiffany nodded as the passing bell rang. The two girls gathered their lunch trays, dumped them, and headed off to their classes. The day passed uneventfully, with Kayla confident that she'd passed the written portion of her gym final, but not feeling as good about the chemistry test. She walked out of school with Tiffany, afraid of going home.
"Hey, do you want to, maybe, hook up tomorrow night? Maybe you can crash at my place, or I can come to yours?" Tiffany asked.
"Maybe. I got grounded until tomorrow, though, so I'd have to ask,"
"That underwear thing?"
"Yeah. And my mom found some porno movie in my room that Mandy brought over and left behind,"
Tiffany laughed, "Oh man, just the thought of you watching porn gets me all juicy in the cunt,"
Kayla blushed, saying, "It was only the one time. I didn't like it,"
"Suuuure," Tiffany drawled, "because every teenage girl hates graphic sex,"
"I'll call you," Kayla said, and waved goodbye as she got into her car.
Tiffany just grinned at her and walked across the parking lot to her own car. When Kayla got home, her mother, the Professor, and Rich were all in the living room waiting for her. Resigned to her fate, Kayla walked in the room with her head down.



"Have you been following the rules?" Marie asked.
Kayla nodded.
"Show me,"
Kayla pulled her shirt up to show them all her big tits, and then her pants down. She wanted to die. Marie nodded, and then bent her daughter over her knee and pulled her pants down.
"But I followed the rules!" Kayla cried.
"You still need to be disciplined," Marie said, and smacked her bare bottom.
Kayla felt her pussy getting moist as her humiliation deepened. This was so wrong! Why was she getting aroused at being spanked like this? Her mother spanked her naked ass again, and Kayla didn't even notice that her legs had parted slightly, and she was showing more cunt. A third spanking, and then a fourth landed on her bottom. The fifth swat hit her hairy cunt, and for some reason it made her pussy spasm. She began to cry as the sixth one did the same.
Her mother didn't even seem to be trying to hit her bottom anymore, instead each whack was landing square on her exposed, puffy pussy. On the tenth slap to her cunt, Kayla felt an orgasm welling up inside her. She squirmed on her mother's leg and tried to fight it, but another whack on her pussy set her off. She moaned like a slut and came in front of everyone, while tears rolled down her cheeks.
"Oh, God, Kayla!" Her mother cried, "did you just have an orgasm?"
Kayla couldn't understand what had happened. She didn't want to admit it, but there was no denying the truth.
"This is even worse than I thought," Marie said, letting her daughter up, "Go to your room, young lady!"
Kayla, crying, pulled her pants over her sore bottom and ran upstairs. This was awful! She had to get out of here! She lay on the bed, crying, trying to understand why she had just cum from getting her pussy spanked. It was so dirty, and she'd done it in front of her brother and Professor Miles. Maybe there was something wrong with her.
Marie came into her room and sat on the bed. She stroked Kayla's beautiful hair as her daughter cried. Finally, Kayla looked up at her mother with red, puffy eyes.
"I'm sorry," she squeaked, "I don't know why I did that,"
Marie sighed, "I think I do. It's pretty obvious that you're just missing your father, and that you're upset about our splitting up. I know it's hard, honey, but you'll have to get used to it. Now, I'm going to be leaving tomorrow morning on a work trip. You're not grounded anymore, starting tomorrow, but I really want you to be on your best behavior while I'm gone. Professor Miles is going to be in charge, so you need to listen to what he says. I want to hear that you were very obedient."
This was terrible! Her mother was leaving her and her brother with the weird professor while she was gone?
"If I'm not grounded," Kayla said, "could I, maybe, have a friend over or stay the night tomorrow night?"
Marie thought about it, then said, "Yes, I guess that would be okay,"
"Thanks, mom,"
Marie ruffled her hair, and left her alone. Kayla sighed and felt depressed. She had to get out of here. She needed a job. She needed money. She was sure, now, that she was going with Tiffany to the toy party. Anything had to be better than this!
Toy Party
The bell rang at midday, signaling the end of Kayla and Tiffany's junior year. Kayla hugged Mandy as the three of them walked out of school. She was going to miss her friend. Mandy cried on her shoulder as they hugged, but eventually she had to go. Tiffany patted Kayla on the shoulder awkwardly as she watched Mandy get into her car and drive off.
"So, where are we crashing tonight?" Tiffany asked.
"Well, my mom's on that work trip, but the Professor is going to be at my place. What about your place?" Kayla replied.
"I'm sure we could hang out there. My dad will probably be out, but he doesn't really care what we do anyway,"
"Okay," Kayla said, "Let me go home and get my stuff, then I'll text you for directions."
Tiffany nodded and waved to her as she got into her car. Kayla drove home, eager to get in and out as soon as possible, in order to avoid the Professor. However, the Professor and Rich were in the living room. Professor Miles called her in, and she stood before him, feet shuffling as she looked down at the floor.
"Kayla," Miles said, "your mother asked me to administer your spanking this afternoon. Let's get it over with, and then you can go about your business, alright?"
Kayla stammered, "Y...you? But, I..."
"Shall I tell her that you didn't want to follow the rules?" Miles asked, quirking his eyebrow.
Kayla hesitantly shook her head and stepped toward him.
"Take down your pants, please," he said, clinically.
Kayla unbuttoned her jeans, noticed her brother watching very intently as she pulled the pants down over her round ass. She began to cry from the humiliation. Having her mother spank her was bad enough, but now she had to let a complete stranger do it. It was awful! The whole situation, though, had her aroused in a way she couldn't understand.
The Professor took her by the arm and bent her over his knee, her big tits pressed against his other leg. Kayla began to cry, and then Miles' big hand smacked her ass. She cried out, and then the second blow came on the other cheek. The third fell on her pussy, just like yesterday, and she found herself spreading her legs a little wider. By the time the tenth slap hit her spread cunt, she orgasmed again, crying and cumming at the same time.
She lay on Miles' knee, tears falling to the carpet, but another slap didn't come. Instead, the Professor gently massaged her red ass, and then her puffy cunt.
"There, there, dear," he said soothingly, "it's just a little spanking. You'll feel alright soon,"
His big finger pushed into her slick little hole and Kayla found herself moaning, ashamed, but unable to make herself move. This strange man had his finger in her pussy, and all she could do was cry, even as the feeling made little butterflies flutter in her stomach. She should get up, slap him across the face, and call her mother to tell her what he did.
She didn't, though. The feeling was nice. His big finger rubbed her wet pussy, frigged her clit, and she was cumming again. Her little pussy squeezed at Miles' finger as her body quaked through the orgasm. When she'd ridden it out, he pulled his finger out of her and brought it to her mouth. Without a word, he pushed it between her lips, and made her lick her pussy juice off it.
"Good girl," Miles said.
He pulled his finger out of her mouth, stood her up, and slapped her on the bottom to get her to move. Dazedly, Kayla pulled her pants back up, wiped at her tear-stained cheeks, and ran out of the room. When she made it into her room, she quickly shut the door and pushed her back against it. She was breathing heavily, her mind a whirl of confused thoughts. What had she just done?
She'd let her mother's boyfriend finger her pussy until she came, and then licked her own wetness off his finger! It was dirtier than anything she'd ever done, and she still couldn't comprehend why it had happened. Why hadn't she argued, threw a fit, complained? She'd just, submissively, let him do whatever he wanted. The thought made her feel very naughty, very excited, but very ashamed.
She had to get out of here. Kayla quickly packed a change of clothes, her toothbrush, phone charger, and stuffed them all into her backpack. She threw it over her shoulder, and quietly made her way down the stairs. She dreaded going back through the family room, where she knew the Professor and Rich would still be, but she had to to get out the door. She walked in.
"I'm staying at my friend, Tiffany's house tonight," she announced, and quickly moved to walk past them.
"Have a good time," Miles said, "But we need to check you first,"
Kayla stopped, fought back another wave of tears, and then lifted her shirt to show them her bare tits. Then, she opened her jeans, revealing her hairy triangle. Miles nodded and turned his attention back to some science show. Kayla hurried out of the house and threw her bag in the car. She pulled out her phone, texted Tiffany, and then waited until her friend sent her an address. She put the address into her GPS and pulled away.
The trip to Tiffany's house took only a few minutes, and when Kayla pulled into the driveway, she was impressed. Tiffany's home was beautiful! She parked behind her friend's car, pulled her bag from the seat, and walked up the drive to the door. She rang the bell and waited a moment for her scantily-clad friend to open the door, where she was greeted with a hug.
"Come in!" Tiffany squealed excitedly.
Kayla walked into the entryway and froze. She was surrounded by nudity! Everywhere she looks were marble statues or paintings, all of them naked women. Tiffany laughed at Kayla's open jaw.
"My dad's been collecting them for a long time. Some of them are ancient. The statues are mostly Roman or Greek. The paintings are Italian, French. It's art, Kayla, not porn."
Kayla got hold of herself, and followed Tiffany down the hallway and up the stairs. She could see the other girl's naked pussy under her skirt. Tiffany led her to a door at the end of the hall, and opened it to a very normal room. Kayla had been bracing herself for posters of naked men, or hardcore porn all over the walls. It was nothing of the sort, though. A big king-sized bed dominated one side of the room, while a computer desk with a large monitor sat in the opposite corner. A flat-screen TV hung in the corner, where it could be viewed from the bed. It was very clean, minimalist, and neat.
"You can just drop your bag anywhere."
Kayla sat her bag on the floor by the bed, just as the sound of the front door opening came from downstairs.
Tiffany's face lit up, and she said, "Come meet my dad!"
Kayla followed her back downstairs, where she was dumbfounded by the sight of the man in the foyer. He was gorgeous! Tiffany's father was broad-shouldered, muscular, with closely-cropped brown hair and a neatly-trimmed goatee. His piercing blue eyes were gentle, but sharp and penetrating. Kayla felt weak in the knees just looking at him.
"Hi, dad!" Tiffany said, and put her arms around him.
Her dad responded by pressing his lips against hers, much to Kayla's shock. As she stood and watched, their tongues touched for a few seconds, and Kayla heard Tiffany moan. Then the kiss ended.
"Dad, this is my new friend, Kayla."
"Hello, Kayla," he said, and then his arms were around her. His lips pressed against hers, and she froze. She gasped in shock, and felt his tongue enter her mouth, too. She didn't know what to do. No one had ever kissed her, and certainly not her friends' father! Her stomach felt funny, like it was full of little butterflies. Then it was over, and his mouth was gone.
"Call me Cole," he said, and let her go.
Kayla flushed and her body shook.
"You girls have a good time. I'm going to shower up and get ready to go out for a while."
"Bye, dad." Tiffany said, and watched him head up the stairs.
She turned to Kayla, who was still frozen in shock.
"What's with you?" She asked
"He...Tif...He ki..kissed me!"
Tiffany laughed at her, saying, "Well, yeah. You're totally hot! Is this how you react when every guy kisses you?"
"It's never happened before,"
"Seriously! God, you are really are too cute! Come on. Let's go upstairs."
In a daze, Kayla followed her friend back to her room. Tiffany threw herself on the bed and patted the spot next to her. Kayla climbed on the bed and lay next to her as he friend turned on the TV.
"Let's chill for a while, and I'll order us some takeout. Whad'ya say?"
"Ok."
Tiffany ordered Chinese delivery from her phone, and the girls spent the next hour giggling at silly reality shows, and making fun of the over-the-top personalities that seemed so full of themselves. When the doorbell rang, Tiffany got their food and brought it up to her room. Over the next few hours, they talked and laughed, getting to know one another. Tiffany was a good listener, and Kayla felt great having someone to talk to about her dad leaving. Somewhere during that time, they heard Cole leave the house. Then, the topic of the following day came up.
"So, the toy party is at 10 am," Tiffany said, "but I don't want you to worry. You can just watch, and don't feel like you have to do anything you don't want to."
"So, I just, like, sit there?" Kayla asked.
"Sit there and look sexy! Seriously, though, you can just observe what I do. You really should look sexy, though. Let me see what clothes you brought."
"I don't, um, really have anything sexy," Kayla said, sadly.
She pulled her bag on the bed and showed Tiffany her clothes. All she had was some jeans and a tee-shirt. No panties. No bra.
"Now, look," Tiffany said, "I know that you've got this whole shy and innocent thing going on, which is majorly adorable, honey. But, you're built like a total sex bomb, and you need to start realizing it. The key to making good money in this business is to be sexy, too. It's not all showing off toys and lotions and shit. You have to make these women feel like they can be sexy, too. See, they're all coming to these parties and buying these things because they want to feel sexy. They want to remember how they were hot little teenagers, like us, and get their husbands (or boyfriend's) dicks hard for them. They're tired of getting fucked once a month for 10 minutes, and they want excitement!"
"But, I don't know how to be sexy," Kayla whimpered.
"That, I can show you. But it starts with the look. Let me get you some clothes out. I know you've got those big beautiful tits, and I don't, but we're basically the same size everywhere else. I think I can put together something for you."
Tiffany hopped off of the bed and started going through her closet. Kayla watched with a sense of trepidation. Soon, Tiffany had three outfits for Kayla to try. She laid the choices out on the bed.
"Try them on," She encouraged Kayla.
"Could you, um, turn around, or something?"
"Oh, come on, Kayla! I've been dying to see those beautiful knockers. Please! You've got to let me see them. We're friends, right? It's just us. Let me see the goods. You're beautiful!"
Kayla blushed and fidgeted with the edge of her shirt.
"Ok, but don't laugh at me."
"I'm totally jealous," Tiffany said, "No way am I going to laugh."
Kayla sighed, and began to pull her shirt up, and off. Her firm, plump, teen tits bounced into view, and Tiffany gasped in awe.
"God, they're perfect," she said, "now the rest. Don't worry. It's just like in gym class."
Kayla undid her jeans and slid them down her toned legs, until she stood naked in front of the other girl.
"You really are perfect, Kayla."
"Thanks"
Kayla reached for the first outfit, a loose v-neck, purple top made from a light, shimmery fabric. It fit tightly against her breasts, showing a generous amount of cleavage. She paired it with a black pencil skirt that hugged her curvy ass. Even Tiffany's shoes fit her, but Kayla had never worn heels before. She tottered on them unsteadily.
"You look so hot!" Tiffany cheered, and guided her friend to the mirror. She flipped her wavy, brown hair back over her shoulder. She had to admit, she did look pretty.
Kayla stripped off the outfit and tried the next one. This one consisted of a low-cut white shirt, which adhered to her big boobs like a second skin, clearly showing her nipples. The white skirt Tiffany had chosen was so short that a few curls of her pubic hair stuck out the bottom.
"Now that is sexy," Tiffany commented, "I love the way it shows off your nipples."
"I feel dirty," Kayla giggled.
"It feels good, huh?"
Kayla didn't answer. She stripped again and went for the last outfit. This time, Tiffany had chosen a white button-down shirt that barely fit over Kayla's big tits. She paired it with a plaid skirt and white stockings for a total school-girl look.
"It kind of suits you, all innocent school-girl," Tiffany said.
"The shirt is too tight. I can hardly move."
"The curse of the big-titted teen," Tiffany joked, and giggled at herself.
"I don't know what to choose,"
"Well, there's one more thing before you decide," Tiffany said.
"Hmm?"
Tiffany pulled her skirt up and flashed her bare pussy, just for an instant, making Kaya blush.
"It's not the 70's, Kayla. Girls shave their pussy, now."
"But, I..."
"I know, honey. You never have. Don't worry. I'll help you!"
"I don't know..."
"Look, who knows when you're going to get those panties back. You may as well look good without them, right?" Tiffany tried to persuade her.
Sensing her further hesitation, Tiffany took her hand and gently led her to the bed, where she stripped off her clothes. Kayla trembled, but she allowed herself to be stripped.
"Look," Tiffany said, "I'll get naked, too, so you know it's no big deal. It'll just take a couple of minutes, and we'll have you shaved, ok?"
Before she could say anything, Tiffany stripped out of her clothes, too, baring her naked body to her new friend. She took her by the hand and led her to the bathroom, where she had her sit on the edge of toilet.
"I do this all the time for myself," Tiffany said, getting out a razor and some cream, "Trust me. Once it's done, you'll wonder how you ever lived with that bush!"
She smiled reassuringly, and set to work lathering Kayla's mound. Kayla did her best not to tremble as another girl touched her most private places for the first time. True to her word, it only took a few minutes before Kayla's pussy was bald.
"See how it feels," Tiffany said, and watched her friend touch herself gently.
"It feels weird," Kayla giggled, shyly.
She looked down at Tiffany, and their eyes met, and then Tiffany leaned forward and ran her tongue through Kayla's slit, quickly. Kayla jumped at the sudden sensation. It felt amazing! Her face flushed, and her mouth tried to work, but she didn't know what to say. A girl just licked her vagina!
"I'm sorry," Tiffany said, "I couldn't help it. You just looked so delicious! Come on. Let's get dressed. I know you're probably freaking out about being naked for this long, you silly thing."
Kayla, wordlessly, followed her friend back to her room and put her clothes back on. Tiffany followed suit, and suddenly everything was normal again. The two girls went back to watching TV and chatting mindlessly, but inside, Kayla was so confused. Her bare pussy felt so different, and the way Tiffany's tongue felt sliding through her slit made her hot inside. She knew it was wrong, and it was dirty, and if her mother knew she'd be grounded for life. But it had also felt wonderful! She couldn't believe she'd done all these naughty things tonight! And, tomorrow she was going to a sex toy party!
The TV droned on for a few more hours, and both girls were dozing on and off. Finally, Tiffany turned off the TV, and suggested they go to bed. Together, they climbed under the sheets and blankets, and, soon, Kayla was sound asleep.
She awoke some time late in the night, and Tiffany was gone. Kayla figured she must have gone to the bathroom. She tried to get back to sleep, but Tiffany didn't come back. With her eyes closed, she could hear the gentle creaking of the trees outside, the subtle shift of the house around her, and something else. Something like a voice down the hall. Curiosity got the better of her, and she snuck out of the bed and quietly tiptoed down the hall.
The door at the end of the hall was slightly ajar, and the sounds grew louder as she approached. She could hear it clearly now, the sound of heavy breathing and moaning. Kayla felt herself getting hot between her legs. She knew those sounds from the dirty movie Mandie brought over. The dirty movie that had gotten her spanked only days ago. Tiffany's dad was having sex! Kayla knew she should turn back. It wasn't right for her to be here. But the lure of the naughty feelings in her bald pussy, and her own curiosity urged her on.



She peeked cautiously around the doorway, where a bedside lamp cast a pale light on the big bed in Cole's room. Kayla almost gasped, but managed to hold it in. Tiffany's father was naked on the bed, his legs spread. His big, shaved cock was buried halfway inside of Tiffany, who was riding it with her back to the door. The heavy breathing came from her friend who, even as Kayla watched, pushed herself down onto her father's cock, until the whole shaft was inside of her.
"Fuck me," Tiffany whispered.
Cole's hands grabbed hold of Tiffany's ass, and he began lifting Tiffany up, and then back down his long, wet shaft.
"Are you daddy's slut, baby?" Cole hissed.
"Mmm, yes! I'm all yours. Please, give me your cock, daddy."
Kayla watched her friend bounce up and down his cock, tossing her head back, her hands running through her hair as she trembled and moaned. She could feel the wetness between her own legs as she watched in morbid fascination. Tiffany was having sex. With her own father!
Suddenly afraid, Kayla backed away from the door and retreated to the bedroom, where she climbed back under the covers and tried to slow her rapid breathing. Without really realizing it, she found her fingers stroking her hairless pussy. The image of Tiffany's tight, firm ass bouncing up and down on that big cock was frozen in her mind. Kayla's fingers rubbed more vigorously at her clit, between her wet lips, and then she was really masturbating. She could still hear the soft moans down the hall, and within moments she was cumming in Tiffany's bed!
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Daydreamer
Kayla awoke to the first rays of golden sun gently creeping through the window slats. She felt warm in Tiffany's bed, nestled under the covers, with her friend's hard, naked body pressed up against her ass. She blinked herself awake, suddenly, whipping her head back to look. Yes. Tiffany was naked, slumbering with her around K.ayla's waist, one hand under her shirt and latched onto her over-sized fuck handle. There was also a knee between her legs, pressed up against her freshly-shaven cunt.
She felt so warm between her legs, and she could feel the pleasurable pressure of Tiffany's hand gently squeezing her nipple in her sleep. Almost without thought, Kayla began to rub her bald snatch against Tiffany's leg, still fighting against the waking world. It was like the warmest, most pleasant dream, and she didn't want to wake up from it. Not yet.
"It would feel much better if I licked it for you." Tiffany whispered in her ear.
Kayla froze. Tiffany's knee began to gently rub back and forth between her legs, sending little spikes of pleasure dancing across her warm cunt lips.
"I will," Tiffany whispered again, her tongue snaking out to gently lick at Kayla's earlobe.
Kayla had no idea how to react. Her breathing became more ragged, and her stomach felt tight. Tiffany's hand gently tugged at her nipple beneath her shirt, then groped her breast, kneaded it, then tweaked her nipple again. She felt Tiffany's warm lips against the back of her neck, her breath hot as she panted against Kayla's skin. The hairs along Kayla's whole body seemed to rise as she shivered from the feeling.
"Tell me to suck your horny slit for you, Kayla," Tiffany whispered in her ear, "tell me what to do. Be confident,"
Her probing knee was suddenly replaced by Tiffany's hand, moving from her breast down to the V between her legs, rubbing gently at her shaven pussy.
"It's ok," Tiffany continued, gently spreading Kayla's legs wider, propping one up on her own leg to get better access, "Treat me like your personal cunt-sucker, baby. I'll be so good for you,"
Kayla couldn't believe how good it felt, how the filthy words wormed their way into her brain, removing the barriers of conscious thought as she felt the blood flow from her brain into her cunt. She was panting, moaning softly as Tiffany's fingers touched her where no one ever had before.
"Tiff..." Kayla gasped.
"It's ok to want it, Kayla," Tiffany urged, her hand gliding up Kayla's body. Kayla could feel the trembling in Tiffany's fingers as they ran across her smooth tummy, back up to slide over her big tits.
"Y..yes..." Kayla squeaked, the word barely audible.
"Tell me to do it," Tiffany's husky voice rasped in her ear, "Command me like a bitch."
"Lick me...my," Kayla's voice quaked as her hips rocked back and forth against Tiffany's fingers, "Lick my c..cunt," she said, and pushed her damp pussy against her friend's fingers, the fluttering in her tummy almost unbearable.
Tiffany slithered down her body, pushing Kayla gently onto her back and spreading her legs. She went right in, gently running her tongue along the sides of Kayla's folds, then arcing in to spear her clit, before sliding the back of her tongue down her slit. Kayla inhaled sharply, the sensation like nothing she'd ever felt. Instinctively, she reached down and twined her fingers into the blonde girl's hair, her breathing coming in ragged gasps.
Tiffany's hands ran up her inner thighs, caressing Kayla's mons, as she gently ran her tongue back up her friend's slit, pressing it flat against her peeking clit. Fingers danced up Kayla's quivering stomach as Tiffany locked her lips in a tight suction against Kayla's hot cunt. The back of her tongue made circular motions against Kayla's clit, while the forward tip slithered into her creaming hole. Tiffany's lips, tongue, and hands all worked in unison, touching pleasure spots that Kayla never knew existed.
She panted, heavy, her big tits jiggling as she moaned, unable to make real words. She felt one of Tiffany's hands glide down her body, while the other pulled at her sensitive nipple. The girl's tongue was focused on her clit now, sending waves of pleasure through Kayla's body. Then, something new happened, as Tiffany's finger slid inside of her, crooked up like a little hook to rub at the small rough patch just inside her cunt. She gently moved her finger back and forth against it, as though beckoning, coaxing. A moment later, Kayla's mind exploded in the most incredible feeling of her life. Her vision was edged in black, and she could hear herself, as though through someone else's ears, crying out in joy. Her mouth opened in a squeal of pleasure, her body shook. She held Tiffany's head in her hand as the girl continued to manipulate her juicing cunt. She had no idea how long it was before she gently began to push Tiffany away. She felt so incredibly sensitive, like every sensation was heightened beyond normal perception.
Kayla lay, limply, gasping, as Tiffany came up from between her legs. Kayla's eyes were closed. She felt Tiffany's breath, warm, ragged, as she pressed her lips gently against Kayla's. Without thinking, Kayla opened her mouth, and felt the other girls' wet tongue play with her own. She tasted herself in the squirming kiss, and enjoyed it. God! She'd let another girl lick her between the legs, and now her tongue was in Kayla's mouth! What would her mother think?
She had a sudden image flash through her mind. She was over her mother's knee as Tiffany sat on the couch between her brother and Professor Miles. Tiffany stroked their cocks. Rich sucked at Tiffany's small breast, while the Professor slid his big fingers in and out of Tiffany's spread cunt. They watched her mother spank her shaved pussy until she orgasmed.
"Only horny sluts come from getting their cunt spanked!" Her mother said with disgust.
And then the image was gone as Tiffany pulled away, collapsing beside her on the bed.
"Fuck, that was hot!" Tiffany exclaimed.
Kayla nodded weakly and flushed, unable to meet her friend's eyes.
"Was I a good cunt sucking slut for you," Tiffany purred, gently rubbing Kayla's belly, while her breathing slowed.
"I...you...It was...Wow!" Kayla stammered.
"Any time!" Tiffany chirped, giving her a quick peck on the cheek and rolling out of bed.
Kayla took in her hard, lean body through lidded eyes as the other girl stretched, muscles creaking, a big, satisfied smile on her still-wet face. This sight was so much better than that dumb porno, Kayla thought, finally smirking to herself.
"Let's go shower and get ready," Tiffany suggested, leaning over the bed to grasp Kayla's limp hands, and pull her up.
She pulled her blushing friend from the bed, where Kayla took her toothbrush from her bag. They padded down the hall, toward the bathroom. Passing by Cole's closed door on the way, it hardly crossed Kayla's mind that she was half naked, wearing only a rumpled night shirt. For a moment, she imagined Tiffany's handsome father opening the door, catching them both naked in the hallway. He'd see the slut slime on his daughter's face, the wetness on Kayla's legs. He'd know they'd been lezzing off together, and his big, long cock would be hard.
"You two have been up to something naughty," he'd say, stepping forward to tower over them.
She could see, in her mind, Tiffany grinning eagerly. She loved anything naughty. As Cole approached, she felt Tiffany gently pushing Kayla to her knees in front of him. She'd reach out, and gently stroke her father's fat dick, pulling him closer.
"Open," Tiffany would hiss in her ear.
Her jaw trembling, she'd look up into Cole's eyes, uncertain what she was supposed to do. Her cunt was so hot. Tiffany would stroke her hair gently, and push her fingers into Kayla's mouth, prying her inexperienced lips apart as Cole's throbbing manhood slipped inside and rested on her tongue.
"Daddy's going to fuck your slut mouth, Kayla," Tiffany would coo, while fondling her father's heavy balls, "Just wrap those big, dick suckers around it and let him use your face to jerk off with."
Kayla would look up at him with her eyes wide and afraid, but willing, and he'd slowly push forward.
The cold tile of the bathroom floor snapped Kayla back to reality. She shook her head. What was happening to her? Tiffany shut the bathroom door behind her, and turned on the shower. Kayla Began brushing her teeth, observing her appearance in the mirror. She had a bit of a glow to her that she'd never noticed before. An aftereffect of the wonderful tongue fucking she'd just gotten? Her silky, brown hair was a mess, her shirt only half buttoned.
She saw Tiffany come up behind her in the mirror and grab a handful of her round bottom, causing Kayla to choke on her toothpaste. Tiffany laughed at her shock, and fetched her own toothbrush from the sink. Kayla rinsed her mouth.
"Who's first?" She asked.
Tiffany gave her a foamy grin, spit paste, and rinsed her mouth.
"First?" she asked, "Why does anyone have to be first?"
Kayla cocked her head, "I don't..." her eyes widened, "Oh!"
Tiffany reached out and started on the remaining buttons of her shirt.
"But, don't you want some, um, privacy...or something?" Kayla argued, weakly, making no attempt to stop Tiffany as she popped the last button on her shirt.
"The only privates I want right now are yours," Tiffany quipped, pushing Kayla's shirt off her arms, leaving her naked.
Kayla gulped, and Tiffany took her hand, leading her into the steamy shower.
It was the filthiest shower Kayla had ever taken, and by the end of it she'd learned things about her body that she'd never imagined. Tiffany sucked, licked, touched, and poked her all over as the hot water flowed over them. She asked for nothing in return, but just gave Kayla all the pleasure she could tease from her.
They toweled off, afterward, Kayla with a satisfied smirk on her face. Tiffany's lips quirked in a mischievous grin as she made eyes at Kayla while drying her hair. Despite having her friend's hands all over her body moments before, Kayla still felt embarrassed. Tiffany tossed her towel aside and opened the bathroom door, letting out a cloud of steam as the room cooled dramatically. Kayla pulled her own towel tightly around herself.
"You forgot your towel," Kayla said, reaching to pick it up.
"No, I didn't," Tiffany shot back, winking.
She stepped out, naked, into the hall. Kayla rushed behind her, using the taller girl like a shield as Tiffany slowly padded down the hall toward her room. Kayla glanced ahead, and saw that Cole's door was now open. She froze, causing Tiffany to turn around with a questioning look. She followed her gaze to the open door and laughed.
"Dad!" Tiffany called out, making Kayla jump, "Kayla's afraid you're going to see our hot, naked, teenage flesh if we walk past your door! Are you decent? Will you avert your virgin eyes so as not to behold our curvaceous beauty?"
Kayla's whole body flushed crimson, and she contemplated fleeing back to the bathroom. Maybe Tiffany didn't mind Cole seeing her naked. After all, she'd just been impaled on his big, throbbing cock the night before. But Kayla's mind was a whirlwind of new sensations already, and she didn't know if she could handle a very handsome, grown man gazing at her in a towel that barely concealed her charms.
Cole's voice boomed out, "I am rarely decent, Honey, but for Kayla's sake I will avert my eyes, just this once."
"See?" Tiffany said, "Safe."
She strolled to the open door, put her back to it, and spread her arms and legs across the portal.
"Quickly, Kayla! Make a run for it!" She cried, "I'll hold it off with my twerk-tastic derriere!"
There was an animalistic roar from the bedroom, and Tiffany shrieked as a pair of big hands wrapped around her naked waist.
"Your twerk-tastic powers hold no sway here!" The monster bellowed.
"Run for it Kayla! I can't hold it back much longer! I can feel its flesh club rising to attack!"
"Raaaaar! Puny human!" It cried, and Tiffany screamed as the beast pulled her inside.
Kayla rushed past the door, stopping on the other side to peek inside. Cole had Tiffany pinned on her back, his big hands holding her arms, his bare legs holding hers down, spread. He was clad only in a pair of tight-fitting boxer briefs. Kayla could see his hard, rigid shaft outlined through them.
"Save yourself, Kayla!" She cried, "I'm a goner! It's too strong, and the twerk-tasticness has failed! I...did my...best," she sighed, and her head lolled back on the carpet, her tongue lolling out the side of her mouth, eyes rolled back in her head.
"Victory!" Cole cried, "And now to sup on my kill!"
Kayla's eyes grew wide, and her mouth hung slack as Cole dove between Tiffany's legs, snaking his tongue into her spread cunt! Tiffany squeaked and came back to life, her legs locking around his head.
"Oh, God!" Tiffany screamed, her hands clenching on the carpet. Her body was so on edge from playing with Kayla that she orgasmed instantly on her daddy's tongue, her back arching as she cried out in pleasure.
Kayla watched in shock at the lewd display. Cole licked his own daughter's cunt without the slightest care in the world that Kayla was watching. She felt hot between her legs again. With an effort of will she stayed her hand from drifting down to play with herself. After a moment, Tiffany relaxed and unlocked her legs.
"Away from me, you evil beast!" She said, giggling, "I have to get ready for work! I'm not some wet hole that lays around waiting for you to slake your lust, you know. Someone's gotta pay the bills around here."
Cole feigned a hurt expression, pushing himself to his feet and dismissing her with a wave, saying, "Away from me, harlot. Tempt me no more with your sinful flesh!"
Tiffany fled from the room, grabbing the shocked Kayla's hand. She stuck her tongue out at Cole, and then ran down the hall, pulling Kayla with her.
"We sure showed him!" Tiffany yelled, and they heard Cole chuckle as his door shut.
Tiffany shut her own door behind them, pushing her back against it and sighing dramatically with relief.
"We made it! And with your dignity intact, thank Baby Jesus!" She exclaimed.
Kayla still wore a stunned look on her face, her towel gripped tightly around her.
"What?" Tiffany asked.
"He...your dad...you...he..." Kayla stammered.
"I know, right? He brushed off my twerk-tastic powers like they were nothing!"
"He's your dad!" Kayla blurted.
"You noticed!" Tiffany laughed, "Yes, my dad licked my steamy, teenage cunt. And I came really hard, too."
"And last night...last night he..."
Tiffany gave her that mischievous grin again.
"What about last night?" she teased, "Kayla, were you spying on me?"
"No! I just...I woke up and you were gone, and you didn't come back, so I got up and I went out in the hall, and the door was open, and I saw...I saw..."
Tiffany came up and held her, finally taking stock of how shellshocked Kayla seemed.
"Oh, honey it's ok," she said soothingly, "I know that all of this is new for you, and you're embarrassed, but it's alright. It's just two people fucking. There's nothing sinister about it. We both like sex, and neither of us is committed to anyone, so we have a little fun. That's all. And he's really hot. Oh, and his dick is pretty big."
Kayla giggled nervously. Tiffany made it all sound so normal, like it was no big deal. Maybe it wasn't. Kayla wasn't sure. She'd never experienced anything like this before. She just knew what her mother would say.
"So, how much did you see?" Tiffany asked, stroking Kayla's hair.
"Only a minute," she said softly, "you were...on top of him."
She clearly remembered the moment in her mind, the image of Tiffany's tight, round bottom, spread apart by Cole's big hands as he moved her up and down on his glistening penis, like she was just a little toy. She could remember the arch of Tiffany's back, the way she trembled each time he pulled her down his length.
"Do I really have a nice ass?" Tiffany asked, throwing Kayla for a further loop, "I mean, spread out like that, do I look hot from the back? Did you take any pictures?"
Kayla pulled back, saying, "N...no, I didn't take any pictures. Why would I..."
"Shoot!," Tiffany exclaimed, " I'd have loved to see what I looked like with that big cock stuffed up in me, and my ass spread out on his lap. I'll bet it looked hot!"
"It was...It..."
"Oooh, Kayla likes to watch, hmm? Got a little voyeur in you, do you?"
"No!"
"I'm just teasing you, Kayla. God, you're cute. Let's get ready for the party."
While Tiffany was quick to get herself together, she took her time fawning over Kayla like she was a pageant queen. Kayla spent more time getting her hair done and makeup put on than she'd ever done in her life.
"I'm living vicariously through your big boobs," Tiffany explained, brushing out Kayla's hair, "If I can't see the looks of lust directed at me, I want to, at least, have some part in it."
When she was done, Kayla hardly recognized herself. Gone were the frumpy clothes. They'd gone through the outfits again, and settled on the silky white shirt for her top. The clingy material hugged her closely, straining against her braless breasts. She was showing some impressive cleavage as the top tried to contain her ample bosom. She'd paired it with a tight little black skirt, stretched to its limits around her round ass. It came just inches below her bare, shaven pussy. Finally, a pair of wedge sandals in white adorned her feet. Tiffany had picked them to give her ass a little more lift, but give her some support, since she wasn't used to wearing heels.
Tiffany had opted for a wide-necked blouse with a draped front, that opened between her small breasts. She, too, wore a lacy black mini-skirt and matching black heels. She pulled a wheeled bag from the closet, and set it on the bed, unzipping it and taking stock one last time.
"We're ready." She declared, and Kayla followed her out of the room and down the stairs. They did not see Cole again, as they made their way through the entry, past the naked statues, and out the door. Kayla felt butterflies in her stomach as they got into Tiffany's car and started the drive.
"Just relax, Kayla," Tiffany reassured her, "Just watch what I do, be the perfect eye candy that you are, laugh at my stupid jokes, and be polite. These ladies will eat you up, I'm sure of it."
At the mention of the words, Kayla's mind flashed back to the way Tiffany had eaten her up this morning, and she rubbed her legs together. She could just imagine a room full of sexy older ladies, their hands all over her, pulling off her top, pushing up her skirt. They'd all spread her legs on the couch as Tiffany watched, and take turns sucking her warm, hairless cunt. She shook her head, dispelling the daydream. She was a good girl, she told herself. She hadn't meant to let another girl lick her slit. She'd just lost control. Hormones. An unfamiliar environment. She wasn't a slut.
Tiffany chattered on as Kayla half-listened, staring out the window at the other people on the sidewalks. She looked at them with new eyes, now, and wondered. How many of them the women had woken up this morning and writhed under the sheets as their lovers licked them? How many of them had spread their legs and felt a man's throbbing penis open them up? Was it really normal to do these things? Her mother didn't think so.
Before long, they were pulling up into one of the fancy neighborhoods on the north end of the city. Even the smallest of the homes here dwarfed her own, or Tiffany's. Kayla had never seen such opulence in person. They stopped at a gated drive, where Tiffany rolled down her window at a call box. She pressed the button, and a moment later a woman's voice answered.



"Yes?" She asked.
"Good morning," Tiffany replied, "My name is Tiffany, and I have a scheduled appointment at 10:00. May I come up, dear?"
"We're expecting you!" The woman answered, "Please come up. Park anywhere that's convenient."
There was a buzz, and the big, black gate clicked, and then began to roll aside. Tiffany drove through, up the long, tree-lined drive, and around a fountain in front of the big house. Kayla gawked at the fluted pillars supporting a large marble overhang, where a big set of banded double doors stood shaded from the morning sun.
"Don't look like a tourist, Kayla," Tiffany chided, "Remember that a man is whatever room he is in. Or woman."
Kayla looked at her curiously.
"It means that you adapt to your surroundings. You're not a bewildered 18 year old, awestruck by the big, rich house. You're a sexy, confident young woman, with a set of tits that would make Mother Teresa jealous. You woke up and commanded a horny bitch to eat your cunt, because it's what you goddamn well deserve. The world can kiss your big, perfect butt."
Kayla laughed at that, and felt better. Tiffany parked the car beside the fountain, further back from the row of luxury cars that were already parked in front of the house. She got out, and pulled her wheeled bag from the trunk, heels click-clacking across the stone drive as she strutted to the front door with Kayla in tow. The door was opened by a matronly older woman in a smart, conservative dress, before they even arrived at the last step.
"Welcome dears," the woman said warmly, "Please, come in. The ladies are expecting you."
"Thank you, ma'am," Tiffany said politely, "May I assume you run the affairs of the house?"
The woman smiled at her delightedly, nodding, "Gisselle," she said, and gave a neat curtsy.
She beckoned the two girls to follow her through a spacious foyer, and down a wide hall behind a grand staircase. Kayla held her head up, and tried to look like she belonged, but it was difficult not to gape at the luxury on display. As they proceeded down the hall, passing a number of closed doors, the sounds of laughter and chatting women drifted their way, punctuated by the occasional expletive.
All eyes turned to them when they entered the room, and Kayla froze. The group of 4 women were scattered around couches in the big, open room. They were all dressed in expensive designer skirts and dresses, sipping mimosas as they chatted away like the attractive pack of cougars they were. They flashed hungry grins at the two teens.
"Will there be anything else, ma'am?" Giselle asked one woman, in particular.
"Thank you, dear, no." She replied, and stood to greet the girls.
"Good morning girls," she said, extending a hand, laden with sparkling rings, to Tiffany, "Vanya," she introduced herself.
"A pleasure," Tiffany said, taking the woman's hand, "I'm Tiffany, and this is Kayla."
"Two for one deal at the toy store?" Another woman quipped from her couch, swirling her drink and throwing it back.
"Two can certainly take better care of you than one," Tiffany said with a smile.
The woman laughed, and said back, "I prefer 3 or 4. Or more."
"The slut over there is Diane," Vanya nodded to the woman, who grinned and refilled her glass from a pitcher.
She went around the room, making introductions. Tiffany easily fell into playful banter with each of them, while Kayla just shook their hands nervously. Each of them eyed her cleavage wolfishly.
"And does Ms. Kayla not speak?" asked an asian woman they were introduced to as Liu.
"Ms. Kayla is here to observe today," Tiffany explained, "to see if she likes the delicious world of erotic games, spicy toys, exotic oils, and raunchy restriction."
"I like her," Liu commented, as though Kayla were another trophy to be bought, "Just look at those big, gorgeous tits!" She chuckled.
"Heel, you lesbo bitch!" Vanya snapped, playfully, "You'll scare the poor thing to death."
She took Kayla's hand and led her to a couch, where she sat her next to a ravishing black-haired beauty in a frilly mini-skirt, whom she'd been introduced to as Elena.
"Sit here, Kayla," Vanya commanded, "Elena and I will keep you safe from the Asian tigers."
"You just want her all to yourself," Liu complained, "Never did want to share your toys."
Vanya only smirked at her, and let her hand fall to Kayla's exposed knee. To her other side, Elena did the same. Kayla could feel the heat of their skin against her own, as she tried to relax, and keep her legs closed to hide her naked sex. She suddenly found a mimosa pushed into her hand, and Vanya gave her a conspiratory wink.
"I'm, um, only 18," Kayla said.
"We won't tell," said Elena.
Kayla took a tentative sip. She'd never had alcohol before. Today was a lot of firsts. Elena nodded approvingly.
"Well, Tiffany," Vanya said, "You'd best go on with it. We're all here to spend our money on your, undoubtedly large assortment of fuck toys. Our friend, Karol, was very happy with your recommendations."
Tiffany set her bag down, unzipped it, and began. Kayla sipped at her drink nervously.
"Let's talk about what we want, Mrs. Vanya,"
"V, if you please," Vanya said, her hand sliding gently across Kayla's leg. Elena began to rub her other leg. Kayla tried to concentrate on watching Tiffany's presentation, slurping her drink down.
"V," Tiffany repeated, "You'll find that I have little pretext, and less shame,"
"That's the truth." Kayla said, and then caught herself.
The women all giggled, though, and Tiffany smiled at her. Apparently, it had been the right thing to say, and the rest of the tension in the room faded away. She found her drink, suddenly, refilled.
"So, I think we can all drop our own inhibitions while were here," Tiffany continued, "And just be women, discussing what we like, what we want," She began to run her hands up her own sides sensuously, "The way we want to be touched," one hand slid across her breast, the other between her legs.
The women were more attentive, now. A light buzzing sound hit their ears, and like magic, small vibrators were on each of Tiffany's pointer fingers.
"About the things we want done to us," Tiffany went on, her vibrating finger sliding under her dress, "and the things we want to do to each other," She looked pointedly at Kayla, "Sometimes all it takes is a touch to turn an ordinary moment, into the erotic," she snapped her hand out from under her dress, and flung each of the ladies their own tiny vibrator.
The surprised women caught them, flinching, and then giggling as Tiffany reached back under her dress.
"And sometimes a tiny little thing can turn that boring touch into something new," Tiffany said, running the vibrator through her bare slit.
The women fidgeted with their tiny vibrators, slipping them on their fingers, and turning them on, as they laughed and threw back more drinks. Tiffany reached into her bag again, and began to hand each of them a small sampler of oils and lotions.
"Combine that touch with a little bit of nature," Tiffany said, "and I promise the results will be orgasmic,"
Kayla was enrapt at Tiffany's display, her cheeks red. She couldn't believe how easily she put herself out there. Her head was feeling just a bit like it had cotton in it, and the two women's hands on either of her legs seemed to be working their way further up. It felt nice. She relaxed, parting her legs slightly.
"Can we see how orgasmic?" Diane asked.
Tiffany looked to V, who nodded.
"Would you like to volunteer?" Tiffany asked, her voice husky.
"I was thinking more of your friend," Diane said, "Just thinking about that cute little thing's wet snatch is making me horny."
"Thinking at all makes you horny," Liu said.
Diane shrugged.
"I'm afraid Kayla is just here to watch," Tiffany said, weakly, glancing at her friend.
The women to either side of her had managed to pry her legs a bit further apart, now, and Kayla's bare cunt was on display for the whole room. She didn't notice, but she reddened with embarrassment at the comment, and sucked on her drink. The womens' hands rubbing the inside of her thighs felt very good.
"Hmm. Shame," Diane said, looking disappointed.
Kayla could see the matching disappointment on Tiffany's face, though she quickly hid it. She felt bad, now. She knew that Tiffany needed to make big sales for her job, and she couldn't stand the thought of ruining it for her. She'd been so kind.
"What...what would I have to do?" Kayla squeaked.
All eyes turned to her in surprise.
V took one of the small oil bottles marked Fire 'N Ice, and opened the top.
"Well," she whispered in Kayla's ear, "we just want to rub a bit of this sexy oil onto your bald little pussy, and rub it with the vibrator, so we can see how it works."
Kayla felt her tummy flutter as she realized her legs had spread, and tried to clench them shut. The two women's hands stayed firmly lodged between them, though. She felt herself getting wet. A feeling of shame filled her as all of the women in the room looked up her skirt at her exposed pussy, and with that feeling came one of intense arousal. Her mother would be furious, seeing her spread legs and naked cunt on display for these strange women. The thought sent a tremble of sexual energy through her body. Her head felt light from the drink, and the constant rubbing of her legs and thighs by the older women.
Before she could even answer, Vanya slid her oily finger through Kayla's moistening lips, and everyone in the room held their breath as Kayla gasped at the feeling. First, it was cold, but as Vanya continued stroking Kayla's wet fuckhole, the oil warmed. She heard the sound of a zipper, somewhere, and then noticed her skirt was being unzipped by Elena. A moment later it was open, and she was sitting on it as Vanya continued to stroke her.
Tiffany began pulling more items from the bag, and moved over to where the action was happening. She already knew that her presentation was done. These horny old women were about to turn Kayla into their plaything. She wanted to make sure that she showcased some appropriate products, as well as helped to keep them from getting too out-of-hand.
Elena slipped the ring vibrator on, and pushed it against Kayla's clit. Kayla's hips rocked as she closed her eyes and moaned.
"My," Vanya said, "I think this does feel nice. Doesn't it, Kayla?"
"uh huh..." Kayla groaned as the vibrations pulsed through her. Vanya slipped her oiled finger into Kayla's snatch. The oil alternated hot and cool, sending strange feelings through her pussy.
Tiffany pulled Kayla's hands above her head, causing the already-tight shirt to pull even tighter. Distantly, Kayla felt her wrists being tied with something, and then Tiffany was leaning down to whisper in her ear.
"You're doing great, Kayla. They love it. Just relax. Enjoy it. I've got you."
Then, her vision went dark as Tiffany put a soft blindfold over her eyes. Now, all she could do was feel. Feel the two women's hands between her legs as she felt herself cumming, gasping as they continued to play with her. Someone began undoing the buttons on her shirt, and soon she felt her big tits come free, the shirt open. There was a collective sigh from all the women.
"That's so good, Kayla," Tiffany whispered, "You're such a good girl. We're going to make you feel so nice. Just relax."
Kayla squeaked as she felt something clamped onto her exposed nipples. The pain was sharp and biting, but not wholly unpleasant. A moment later the clamps released, and she orgasmed again, crying out as the clamps squeezed shut once more. The women pulled her legs further apart and spread more oils onto her naked cunt. Tiffany continued to play with her fuckhandles, tweaking the clamps on her nipples, rubbing and squeezing her flesh.
The oils dripped through her slick pussy lips, down into her ass. Vanya turned Kayla's head toward her gently and the older woman's tongue slipped into Kayla's open mouth. Between her legs, she felt a new sensation. It was rubbery, curved, and poking at her slick hole, running up and down the length of her slit. Her face was turned to Elena, and the other woman was kissing her, now, tongue and lips locked on Kayla's. She squealed into the woman's mouth as the rubbery thing slid inside of her, and she realized in the back of her overwhelmed mind that it was a rubber penis. Someone was pushing a fake penis into her!
Her world became one climax after another as the women manipulated her body. They stroked the rubber penis in and out of her, while rubbing her clit with the vibrator and the oils. Her nipples were clamped, unclamped, tugged, sucked and licked. Three, or perhaps four of them raped her mouth with their squirming tongues, while they all whispered filthy things into her ears.
"You have such a sweet little cunt..."
"I love your hard nipples..."
"You love that big cock up your pussy, don't you, you big-titted slut..."
"Yes, suck on her tongue, baby..."
"I'd love to watch a group of hung studs gang fuck your gorgeous body..."
On and on it went, until Kayla thought she might pass out. She didn't know how long it went on, until finally, the clamps were removed for good, and her wrists were unbound. She squinted against the light as the blindfold was removed. Exhausted, she still flushed as everyone in the room stared at her exposed body. She knew she must look like a mess. Hair matted with sweat. Her shirt undone, big tits hanging out, nipples swollen, red and aching, her cunt smeared with oils and her own fuck cream.
"Now that," Vanya said, cleaning her hands with a towel, "was a sales presentation."
Elena handed Kayla a glass of cold water, while Liu wiped at her sweaty head with a cool cloth. Diane gently began to clean between her legs.
Tiffany began to put the toys into little baggies, where they'd be separated from the unused merchandise. She'd had a great time, which made up for the loss of any sales. After all, these old bags just wanted to have their fun with a couple of young girls, it seemed.
Vanya laid a hand on her shoulder, while her friends fussed over putting a very confused Kayla back together.
"I think it's safe to say," the older woman began, "That you're going to do very well out of this today,"
Tiffany raised an eyebrow and Vanya continued, "where can we place our orders?"
Tiffany lit up again, producing a tablet from her bag.
"Let's see what we can do," She said, and sat back down with her host to start taking orders.
One by one, each of the women sat with her to place orders. Meanwhile, they fawned over Kayla.
She sat wedged between Diana and Elena, with Liu perched on the coffee table in front of her. Elena nuzzled her neck, while Diane lightly stroked her belly. Liu held her hand.
"I would kill for tits like these," Diana said, rubbing Kayla's sensitive tits through her top.
"I haven't seen something that hot since Cabo in 2012!" Elena purred, and the other ladies giggled at some inside joke.
"I have some friends that will want presentations, if they'll all be like this!" Liu said.
"Um, thanks," Kayla said, flushing with shame, "I didn't really know it was going to be...like that."
"I don't know if this whole nervous, innocent thing is real, or not," Diane said, "but it sure works, honey.
They did their best to make her feel better about the fact that she'd just let five women use her like their personal sex toy all morning, but Kayla still felt very confused about the whole thing. She couldn't understand why she just complied with it all. As soon as her cunt...no, her vagina. Sluts had cunts. Good girls had vaginas. As soon as her...vagina started getting warm like that, she just couldn't say no to the good feelings. It felt so naughty, and so good!
A short while later, Tiffany closed up her bag. She went to each woman, tapped her phone to theirs and transferred her DigiCard to them. Giselle came and saw them out of the house, and in a moment they were back in Tiffany's car. Once they were out of the drive, and the gate closed behind them, Tiffany parked the car on the side of the street. She looked at Kayla and leaned over to hug her tightly.
"Oh my God, Kayla! You're the best friend I have ever had. That was incredible! You were so hot!"
Kayla blushed, and hugged her back, awkwardly.
"I hope it helped," she said, "I just didn't want to be the reason they didn't buy anything from you."
"Well, you became the reason they bought everything from us. Do you have any idea how much we just made?"
"No."
"Those horny birds practically bought the whole catalog. If they're actually going to use it, I sure wouldn't mind an invitation to that party!" She laughed, "seriously, though," she whipped out her phone and started punching numbers into a calculator, then turned it so Kayla could see.
Kayla's jaw dropped. It read $6,700.
"Half of that is yours," Tiffany said, "Not a bad day, huh?"
Kayla shook her head. She'd never seen that much money in her life. Maybe Tiffany was onto something. If she could make that kind of money every week, then she could get away from her crazy home! Tiffany shattered her dreams the next moment, though.
"Now, a good day is a good day," she said, "but I have to be real with you. They're not all going to be like that. I'm pretty decent at it, so I do pretty well regularly, but there are just as many that are a bust."
"Oh..."Kayla said, suddenly dejected.
Tiffany saw Kayla's face fall in defeat, and put her hand on her friend's.
"Hey. Don't do that. I'm just laying it out for you honestly. There's days that are bad, days that are good, and days that are great. It's just like anything else in life, right?"
"I guess so," Kayla agreed, "I was just kind of hoping that I could, you know, make some money and get out on my own. You don't know how crazy my mom's gotten. And the weird Professor. Even my brother's becoming weird, like them."
"Today was a great day," Tiffany went on, "and there will be a lot of other great days. If you really think you want to do this, I'll talk to my boss, and see what he can do. Even if things like today aren't really for you, they have all kinds of different departments. Maybe, there's something better for you?"
Kayla brightened at that, asking, "Do you really think?"
"Sure. I'll talk to him on Monday! What do you say to some lunch?"
Kayla paled. It was bad enough to have her big boobs hanging out in front of those women. She didn't know if she could go out in public in the tight top, and tiny skirt with her naked vagina underneath. Tiffany saw it, and sighed.
"You just let a group of old ladies strip you naked and make you orgasm over and over, and you're worried about some people seeing your amazing cleavage? Oh, Kayla. It'll be good practice. Start taking control of that hot bod, babe!"
Kayla fidgeted in her seat, and then nodded her head. Tiffany threw the car in drive and cruised out of the rich neighborhood. They stopped for lunch, and spent the time talking and laughing, relating the tales of their lives. Kayla tried to ignore the hungry stares of the men, and some women, but she couldn't help the warm feeling in her pussy.
Cole was out when the girls arrived back at Tiffany's home, where Kayla laid on the bed and quickly fell asleep. Tiffany climbed on beside her, and snuggled her, falling into a nap herself. In her dreams, Kayla was blindfolded, her hands bound, and her legs spread. A woman's seductive voice whispered something in her ear that her sleeping mind couldn't make out. A big, warm, throbbing penis slipped up and down her wet little slit. This was no rubber penis. Not this time. She panted and felt someone's rough hands grasp her nipples, as the penis slipped just inside of her.



Homegirlz
It was early in the evening when Kayla awoke, which roused Tiffany, as well. Tiffany gave her a groggy smile and stretched languidly on the bed.
"I could go for a shower," She said, blinking away sleep.
"Sounds good." Kayla agreed, and they looked at one another.
"Are you going to ask who goes first?" Tiffany asked.
Kayla sighed, "Would it do any good?"
"Nope. Today is all about breaking you out of that shy shell, and if that means I have to spend the whole day being your personal slit licker, that's what I'll do. What are friends for, right?"
She rolled Kayla off the bed, then swung her legs off the side and stripped off her clothes. Fingers trembling, Kayla did the same, flushing as she dropped her shirt, then unzipped the skirt. Unconsciously, she covered her breasts, and Tiffany rolled her eyes.
"It's like Leonardo painted the Mona Lisa and then hid it in a closet," Tiffany said, "you're a work of art, and it deserves to be seen, and admired. Maybe even charged admission for!"
Kayla laughed, and lowered her arms, but still felt ashamed. She was being so bad, but it was exciting. Tiffany went to the door, cracked it, and poked her head out.
"Looks clear of monsters," she said, and stepped out.
She made a show of creeping quietly down the hall, ducking around each corner like a ninja, while Kayla scampered behind her, flushed with excitement and embarrassment at being naked. Cole's door was shut, and they neither saw nor heard any sign of him.
Again they brushed their teeth and waited for the water to heat, then Tiffany led Kayla into the shower and began to wash her body. The heat in Kayla's cunt was becoming unbearable again. The feeling of Tiffany's hands all over her body felt so wonderful. She wondered, though, what Tiffany got from it. What was the draw of touching and pleasuring someone else?
Her hand shaking, Kayla reached out and touched Tiffany's flat tummy. Tiffany smiled at her, encouragingly, and put her hand over Kayla's, moving it up until it covered her breast.
"That's so nice, Kayla," she rasped, "It's ok. You can touch me wherever you want."
Kayla reached out her other hand, and ran it up Tiffany's slender, water-slick thigh, over her hip, following the curve of her body up her side. She heard Tiffany sigh with pleasure as she pulled Kayla closer. Kayla's fingers rolled the other girl's nipple between her fingers, looking into her excited eyes. Tiffany's fingers found the hot V between Kayla's legs and rubbed her gently. Their lips drew closer, and then Tiffany was kissing her as the water cascaded over their bodies. Kayla moaned into her mouth as Tiffany's fingers slipped inside of her, and her other hand snaked around to cup her ass.
Tiffany broke the kiss, and nuzzled Kayla's neck, her breath hot against her wet skin. Kayla's hands moved of their own accord, wrapping around the other girl, feeling the curves of her bottom, while Tiffany fingered her to a delightful little orgasm. By then, the water was beginning to run cool, and Tiffany shut it off, giving Kayla one last kiss on the lips. They toweled off, Kayla casting shy glances at Tiffany's body. Tiffany only grinned.
Naked, they left the bathroom, holding hands. Kayla wasn't sure how to feel. She'd never felt so...close to someone else. This girl, who was just a stranger less than a week ago had just, suddenly, become important to her. Yes, that was it. Tiffany was important. Her whole life had fallen apart. Her family broken up. Her mother gone crazy. Her dad, gone. The Professor. Then, this person appeared in her life and showed her that it was ok. That there were, still, people in the world that could love you. They made it to Tiffany's room, and her friend pulled a fuzzy white robe from her closet, and wrapped Kayla up in it. It was perfect. Kayla felt overwhelmed. She sat heavily on Tiffany's bed and cried.
For a moment, Tiffany was sure that she'd broken her. She'd pushed the shy girl too far, and now she was scarred for life. She quickly put her arms around Kayla, holding her close.
"It's alright," she said soothingly, "it's ok."
Kayla hugged her back and choked back her sobs.
"Thank you," she said softly, "Just, thank you. For everything."
"You're not mad?" Tiffany asked.
"Oh no! No. I'm just...happy. Thank you for being...you."
Tiffany felt herself sniffle, at that. The raw sincerity in Kayla's voice touched her in a way that she'd never felt. Had anyone ever genuinely been grateful for her? Had she ever done anything that someone should be grateful for?
"Thank you, too," she said, "for being my friend. I know I'm, you know, kind of weird."
Kayla laughed, "That makes two of us!"
"Pizza?"
"I'm starving," Kayla said.
Tiffany, still naked, grabbed the remote and tossed it to Kayla as she picked up her phone and started a pizza delivery order.
Kayla lay back on the bed and started flipping through channels. Tiffany lay beside her, vegging, tapping at her phone, throwing the occasional glance or silly comment at whatever show Kayla stopped on. She held the phone up high, and snapped a selfie of the two of them laying together. Nimbly, she cropped the photo above her naked tits, and added a text overlay that read "Homegirlz". She added some stickers that gave them both big sunglasses, and a moment later it was uploaded as her profile picture.
"So gangsta," Kayla said.
"Word, Big Titty Smalls."
Kayla choked on a laugh. The sound of the doorbell drew their attention, and Tiffany leapt from the bed, shouting "Pizza!"
She headed for the door.
"Hey," Kayla stopped her, "You know you're still..."
Tiffany raised her eyebrow, that familiar half-grin on her face.
"Nevermind."
Summoning her inner Yoda, Tiffany said, "Ooo, learn quickly she does," and stuck out her tongue. She snatched her wallet from off the table.
Like watching a trainwreck she knew was coming, Kayla couldn't help but follow her down the stairs. She watched from around the corner as Tiffany checked the peephole, turned back to her with a giggle, and then swung the door open.
The delivery man's eyes widened, and his mouth opened, but no words came out.
"Yes, this kind of thing does happen outside of porno," Tiffany said, "Does my hot, naked, teenage body please you, sir?"
"Um, delivery for Tiffany..." he said, trying to regain some semblance of professionalism.
He was certain he was going to end up on YouTube in 10 minutes with the title, "Naked Pizza Delivery Prank". Deciding this was better than ending up on CNN with the heading, "Pizza Delivery Molester gets 6 years," he politely averted his eyes and told her the total.
Tiffany handed over cash, took her pizza, and said, "your loss."
She shut the door and started back toward the cowering Kayla.
"Well, that was anticlimactic," she said, "I totally would have blown him."
They took the pizza back upstairs, and resumed their vegging. Time ticked away, until at last Kayla's eyes began to droop. They made one last trip to the bathroom, brushed the pizza sauce away, and headed back to Tiffany's room. Kayla noted that Cole had still not come home.
"Is your dad always gone?" She asked.
"No. Some weekends he likes to go out. He's quite the dancer, if you can believe it. Loves it."
"Really?"
"Yeah. Him and my mom used to do these whole dance competition things. I guess they were really good."
Kayla yawned and climbed under the covers as Tiffany slipped in beside her.
"He seems really nice." Kayla said sleepily.
"He might fuck me again tonight," Tiffany said, as though it were the most normal thing in the world, "you can watch if you want. Or join. Whatever."
Kayla stiffened, remembering the previous night, the sound of Tiffany's excited moaning as that big penis was stuffed into her over and over. A moment later, she heard Tiffany's breathing become more even as she fell asleep. She wasn't far behind. At some point she dreamed that Cole had come into Tiffany's room, and slid back the covers. His daughter was sprawled, naked, next to Kayla in the bed. But, it wasn't Tiffany he touched.
He tugged the tie of the white robe, without a word, and opened it to expose Kayla's body. She trembled, her bare sex already hot from her exciting day. Cole was naked, too, his big penis erect and bobbing up and down. Kayla's eyes fixed on it. He dragged her to the edge of the bed, spreading her legs open around his waist. Wordlessly, he pushed himself into her, making her gasp.
She awoke with a start, her breathing heavy. She was sweating. She threw back the covers, causing Tiffany to mumble something in her sleep. Kayla stared at the ceiling, her breathing relaxing as the dream faded away. The gray light of pre-dawn slinked its way across the walls, giving the waking world the same dream-like quality she'd just roused from.
Her robe was open. It was just a dream, wasn't it? She cautiously felt between her legs. She wasn't wet. She didn't feel any different, other than the still new sensation of being shaved. She rolled on her side, closed her eyes, and half slept, letting her mind wander.
Some time later, Tiffany slowly woke up next to her. Still half asleep herself, Kayla didn't respond. She noted, dimly, that Tiffany was squirming under the covers, but paid it no mind. That is, until, she felt Tiffany spread her legs open and begin to lap at her vagina lovingly. That did bring her around.
Kayla's breathing quickened as Tiffany's tongue slowly licked the length of her slit, up and down, rhythmically. At the top of her gash, the tip of her tongue flicked Kayla's nub, before it slithered back down, up, down, up. Soon, she was rocking her hips in time to the movement of Tiffany's tongue. A moment later, her tummy clenched and she arched her back, while Tiffany buried her long tongue inside her and lapped at her sweet girl cream.
It was different from yesterday, and even as Tiffany kissed up her body to press her lips against Kayla's, she contemplated how the same act done a different way could produce two completely opposite feelings. Yesterday, it had been dirty. Naughty. Delicious. It had burned inside of her, breaking down the walls of resistance and embarrassment that she'd spent a lifetime building. Today, it was like being on a cloud. Tiffany had made love to her, sweet, gentle. There wasn't a word spoken. The only communication was the desire expressed through her body.
Kayla kissed her back, clumsily, but she felt like she was improving. And she wanted to improve more. That was for sure. Maybe it was filthy, and naughty. Did that make it wrong? She wasn't so sure anymore. She knew her mother would think so. She'd probably tell her that dirty little pantiless lesbos that suck cunt were the spawn of Satan, or something. But this didn't feel naughty, or wrong. It felt right.
Tiffany broke off her kiss and grinned at her with that sexy, lopsided grin.
"Good morning," she said, kissing Kayla's neck.
"Am I a lesbian now?" Kayla blurted.
Tiffany choked herself with laughter, falling to the side and burying her face in the pillow. Her face was red when she popped up a moment later.
"I can't answer that for you, honey," she said, "You don't really have to put a label on yourself. You're just you. If you like being with girls, then do it. If you like men, do that. If you like both, have fun with both. You're just...you."
Kayla thought about it. She'd never been with anyone, sexually before yesterday. Tiffany was probably right. She shouldn't try to decide. She was curious about men, too. She knew she found them attractive. She thought about their bodies, their cocks, how they would feel. She recalled the dreams she'd had, where they'd put their cocks inside her. She remembered the way the rubber penis had felt, and that she'd liked it.
"You like both, obviously," she said, questioning.
Tiffany nodded, "Yeah. There's fun in both, but I'll be honest with you, I didn't actually know that until yesterday..."
"I don't...you mean, you never...with a girl?"
Tiffany shook her head.
"Oh! I just thought that, well, it was really good." She blushed.
"Nope. I was a total pussy virgin yesterday, just like you! I just kind of do what I think I'd like, and I guess it works."
"It sure did!"
"I know that you probably think I'm like this big slut, and I am, kinda. I think our sexual desires aren't something that we should be ashamed of, and that if people can bring each other pleasure, joy, happiness, whether for a moment or a lifetime, that it can't really be a bad thing. I mean, who cares what's between their legs? Life throws enough shit at you. You've got to find those moments of bliss where you can. But, it's not like I've fucked hundreds of people or anything. Only 3, including you. Anyway, it's just my opinion."
"I think it's a beautiful opinion," Kayla agreed, "Tiffany, you're not mad that I, well, that I didn't, um...do you...too?"
Tiffany brushed Kayla's brown hair from her face and kissed her forehead.
"No, silly. One of Tiffany's other philosophies on life is that pleasure isn't a tit-for-tat. It gave me pleasure to give you pleasure. Does that make sense? I just like seeing you enjoy something new, and it made me feel great to share it with you, to be part of it. It doesn't matter if you buried your tongue in my snatch, too. I don't care if you ever do. I just know that I liked doing it to you, and I liked how it made you feel. Reciprocation is not necessary. Unless you feel like you want to try it?"
"I don't know..." Kayla said, "I don't think I'd be any good."
"It's ok," Tiffany smiled, pulling Kayla up, "let's just go shower and get some breakfast. We have this last day of lounging, summer has begun, and I hear the pool calling!"
They dashed from the room, giggling. Tiffany was naked, of course, but Kayla pulled her robe around her and followed. Cole's door was shut. They got themselves clean, spending their shower time gently kissing and touching. Kayla wasn't sure she'd ever felt so loved by someone else. They exited the bathroom. Cole's door was still shut as they passed by.
"Must have had a long night," Tiffany commented.
"You didn't..."
"No. I was assed out."
They shuffled down the stairs, and into the kitchen, where Tiffany started breaking out a package of bacon, a carton of eggs, bread for toasting, jam and jelly, a bowl of fruit. Kayla's mouth watered at the sight of it all. They set about making breakfast together. Tiffany played an 80s rock playlist from her phone and swayed her naked hips as she watched eggs sizzling on the stove. Bacon popped in the frying pan, splashing her with drops of hot grease and she shrieked, leaping back.
"Yikes! The perils of cooking in the buff!" She cried, wiping at her chest with a rag.
Kayla handed her a cup of coffee and peered into the back yard, where the sun was already up, and the thermometer on the porch read 75.
"I didn't bring a bathing suit," Kayla said.
Tiffany cocked her hip, set her hand on it, and then gestured down her body with the other hand.
"Of course," Kayla said dryly.
"I mean, I can give you one of my bikinis, but it's going to look absolutely obscene on that big rack. If you can even get it on over those Grand Tetons."
Kayla blushed. She was still embarrassed by her big tits.
"Someone climbing mountains?"
The two girls turned to see Cole standing in the doorway in sweat pants and a tank top. He looked as though he'd just rolled out of bed, but Kayla still thought he was gorgeous. He didn't bat an eye at Tiffany's nudity.
"Good morning, parental unit," Tiffany said.
"Good morning, offspring. Kayla."
Kayla flushed, "Good morning."
"Got anymore of that coffee?" he asked.
Kayla busied herself pouring another cup, and handed it out. He stepped into the kitchen and took it. He put his hand on Tiffany's hip and kissed the top of her head. She bumped him with her hip.
"Beware the bacon," she said, "it's aggressive."
"You're supposed to slaughter the hog first," Cole remarked.
"Knew I was missing a step somewhere. You know me, just a little dumb blonde girl," she giggled obnoxiously and batted her eyes, making Kayla choke on her coffee.
"Like, what did I say?" She asked, giving Kayla a vapid stare.
Cole pulled a tablet from a charging station and took a seat at the table, sitting down to browse his email.
"Late night?" Tiffany asked.
"A little fun, a little business. Got a new commission." Cole replied, scanning his emails.
"Commission?" Kayla asked.
"City's erecting a statue in Memorial Park, and guess who gets to make it?" Cole grinned.
"You make statues?" Kayla asked.
"Sculptor," he said, "Metal, stone, you name it. You may have noticed my affinity for them?"
"He has a studio and everything," Tiffany said, piling food onto plates.
They fell on the food like a pack of ravenous beasts, then sat back drinking more coffee and chatting idly.
"So, summer break, huh?" Cole said.
"Pool day!" Tiffany cheered.
"Don't get burnt."
"Wanna come?" She asked him.
"Gotta get into the studio," he said, "I want to start some sketches."
The girls collected the dishes and put them in the washer, while Cole disappeared upstairs to get ready. Cleanup done, Tiffany pulled Kayla by the hand into the back yard, opening a cabinet next to a pair of loungers, and taking out some towels and tanning lotion. She started smearing the cream on her body, and handed the bottle to Kayla.
With trepidation, Kayla shrugged off her robe. She'd never been naked outside. Tiffany's eyes roamed over her body as she applied the lotion with trembling hands. Tiffany turned her around and smeared more lotion on her back, taking a little extra time on her ass, and between her legs.
"Do my back?" Tiffany asked.
Kayla did the same, her hands shaking as she touched Tiffany's bottom, and then between her legs. Satisfied, Tiffany threw the towels down on the loungers, and pulled them from the shade to the sun. They chatted idly as their stomachs settled, and they let the sun beat down on their naked bodies. Kayla almost forgot her own nudity as she soaked in the sun.
Eventually, Tiffany got up suddenly and took a running leap into the cold pool, coming up spitting water. She waved for Kayla to join her. Kayla wasn't as quick to dive in, but she did go around to the stairs and wade out, big boobs bouncing with each step. She backstroked over to Tiffany and treaded water nearby. After the time in the sun, the pool felt fantastic on her reddening skin.
They spent the time drifting lazily, competing for who could hold their breath longest, racing from one end to the other. Well after noon, they finally left the pool and dried off before heading back inside. After a quick shower together, they munched on sandwiches, naked on the couch in the den. It was late in the afternoon when Kayla, tired, finally made the decision that it was time to go home. She didn't want to push her crazed mother too far by staying out late.
Tiffany hugged her close.
"You can come back any time," she said.
"Tiffany," Kayla replied, hugging her back, "Thank you for everything. You're the best friend I've ever had."
"Hey, I'll talk to the boss tomorrow and see if I can get you an interview. And our orders from yesterday have probably processed, so I should be getting a payout tomorrow. I'll have a nice, fat check for you!"
Kayla hugged her again, shouldered her bag and sighed. It felt strange to be back in her baggy, frumpy clothes, hiding her body. She made the drive home, feeling sad and lonely.
Bald, Sticky, Wet Cunt
When she arrived home, her mother's car was in the driveway. She'd returned from her work trip. Kayla parked nearby, and carried her bag into the house, where a familiar sight made her heart sink. Her mother lay on the couch, legs stretched over Professor Mile's lap, while Rich lounged in a recliner. They were watching some show, which Marie muted when Kayla walked in and froze.



"Welcome home, honey. Did you have a good time?" She asked.
"Yeah," Kayla said, noncommittally, "it was fun. We just layed around, swam in the pool, ate pizza."
"Great. I'm glad you had fun. Do you want to watch the show with us?"
"I'm pretty tired," she said, "we were in the pool all morning."
She started toward the stairs up to her room, when the words she had dreaded reached her.
"Just a second, there, young lady," Marie stopped her, "aren't you forgetting something?"
Kayla's shoulders fell in defeat as she trudged back.
"Mom, really? I've been following the rules. I didn't sneak anything!" She whined.
"Show me."
Despite having been naked, or nearly naked the last few days, this was different. It wasn't fun, like with Tiffany. It was awful. Averting her eyes, Kayla lifted her shirt quickly to flash her huge tits. Then, she snapped her sweat pants down just enough to show that she hadn't stolen her underwear. When she saw Marie's wide eyes, though, she realized her mistake.
"Kayla!" Marie shouted, "Did you...did you shave yourself?"
Kayla turned a deep red.
"I...It was just..." She stammered. She knew nothing she could say was going to help, but her mind whirled at how to explain it.
Marie shot up and took her by the arm, bending the frightened teenager over her lap like a naughty child. Before Kayla knew what was happening, her pants were around her ankles, and Marie had pushed her head into the Professor's lap. Kayla felt her big tits squashed against her mother's knee.
A hard whack hit her bottom, and Kayla cried out, her voice muffled by the Professor's lap. She felt his penis twitch against her face as another blow landed.
"I just knew you would get up to no good," Marie admonished her, "I can't believe you," WHACK! "I just wanted you to be good, but good girls don't shave their vaginas! The only reason you'd shave it was to show it off! Who did you show it off to?"
WHACK!
"No one!" Kayla screeched, tears streaming from her eyes as the next blow stuck her exposed pussy. She knew that her brother must be getting a good look at her bald slit. Her cheek pressed into the Professor's lap, and she could feel his stiffening penis writhing against it. He calmly stroked her hair with one hand, as though nothing was happening, while his other hand held her neck firmly in place. Despite the pain, and the humiliation, Kayla felt her pussy getting warm, and not just from the next whack that struck her. A third blow fell on her pussy, and Marie's hand came away wet with a trickle of hot slut nectar.
Marie looked at the fuck slime on her hand, and gave Kayla another whack on the snatch, saying, "Good grief Kayla! You're getting turned on by this! You don't have a vagina. Good girls have a vagina. You have a bald, sticky, wet cunt! Don't you?"
Kayla bawled into the Professor's lap. His penis was rigid now against her cheek, and she could feel it pulsing.
"Yes!" Kayla agreed, hoping it would get her mother to stop.
"Do you know what kind of girl has a bald, sticky, wet cunt?" Marie asked, and swatted her again. This time, Kayla's body trembled as a spike of pleasure surged through her. She felt her legs spread a little wider in anticipation of the next blow. The feel of the Professor's firm hand on her neck made her feel helpless, and somehow that was exciting.
"Horny sluts," Marie went on, "that's who."
The blows stopped, and Marie caressed her burning bottom. Kayla tears soaked the Professor's trousers, outlining his hardened penis. Marie's hand slid between Kayla's slick slit, massaging it gently.
"Who has a bald, sticky, wet cunt?" Marie asked.
"I do," Kayla wept.
"What does that mean, Kayla?"
"That I'm a h...horny slut!"
Marie frigged her bald, sticky, wet cunt until Kayla orgasmed on her fingers, in front of everyone.
Finally, she let Kayla up, swatted her bottom one last time, and ordered the crying teen to her room. Kayla pulled her pants up hastily and ran up the stairs. Dabbing at her eyes with her sleeve, she ran into her room and turned to shut the door. But there was no door. Then, she stopped crying abruptly, her eyes widening with shock. What in the hell had happened to her room?
When she'd seen Tiffany's room for the first time, she had been surprised at how normal it was, given her propensity for over the top sexual exuberance. Now, her own room looked as she'd imagined Tiffany's might have.
Gone were her classic movie posters. In their place were big posters of naked, hunky men, fat penises standing erect. Her classical literature books were now a collection of dirty magazines and full-blown erotic novels. The comforter on her bed was a naked woman with her legs spread, stuffing a big vibrator into her cunt. Even her alarm clock was a spread eagle pair of legs.
That was when she took note of the sounds of hardcore fucking, and she turned to her TV. A pretty brunette girl with big, bouncing tits was getting spit roasted by two men. One thrust into her pussy, while the other held her hair like handles and ruthlessly plugged her throat with his thick, fleshy pole. The girl gagged and choked.
Kayla looked about wildly, spotted the remote on the bedside table--which was in the shape of a bent over woman with her ass in the air--and grabbed it, knocking over 2 dildos and sending a butt plug and a vibrator falling to the floor. She stared at it dumbly. The remote had only two buttons: an up and down arrow. She tried one, which only changed the channel to another video, this time a redhead with her hands bound to some kind of table as a machine continually pummeled her wet hole with a big dildo.
She tried the other button, which flipped back to the brunette. Pressing it again gave her two women taking turns sucking on a muscular black man's penis. With a growl she dropped the remote and flew to the TV. She found only the same two buttons. No power. No volume. Not only that, but the TV was mounted to the wall, and the power seemed to be hardwired in, as there was no plug that she could pull to shut it off.
She backed away, eyes darting wildly around the room. She had no idea what was happening. With the sounds of the two women suckling lovingly on the black penis behind her, she opened her closet in a daze. Yes. All of her clothes were gone. Her closet held a variety of mini skirts, tube and crop tops, v-neck shirts, mini dresses. All of the shoes were heels, pumps, and wedges.
She backed out of the closet and began pulling open drawers. Thongs. G-Strings. Plunge bras, demi-bras, Balconettes, stockings. She had underwear again, but it was the sluttiest underwear she could imagine. She wasn't even sure if it was better than not wearing any. She whirled toward the place where her door had once been, and saw her mother standing there.
"Mom! What the...why...what is..." she gestured wildly at the obscenity all around her.
"Well, Kayla, with how you've been acting, I decided that the best way to show you where that kind of life leads is to let you live it for yourself. So, since you want to be a horny slut with a bald, sticky, wet cunt, you can act like one all you want. You'll see where it gets you. So, I had the Professor and Rich do some redecorating while you were away this weekend. It's just until you decide that you're going to be a good girl."
"But...but I am good! I don't wanna be a horny slut!"
"No? Your actions say otherwise. Until your actions match your words, you'll just have to deal with it." Marie stated, finally.
"I don't even get a door?" She cried.
"Horny sluts don't have any shame, Kayla."
Marie walked away, and Kayla was sure that she had finally lost her mind. The sounds of the black man fucking one of the women on her TV was the only sound. She texted Tiffany, but after a few minutes there was no reply. She paced the room back and forth, not sure what to do. She decided to go have a shower to see if she could clear her head.
Fortunately, the bathroom still had a door. She ran the water, shucked off her clothes, and got in. She didn't even care that the water was still cold. She hung her head in it, and shivered as it warmed. What was she going to do? Tomorrow was the last day of school, and a half day. Then, summer vacation. She was paralyzed at the thought of having to wear the new clothes in public. She'd just wear the baggy sweats again, and get through the day, she decided.
Unfortunately, when she stepped out of the shower, her clothes were gone. Likely her mother sneaking in. She growled and cursed herself for not locking the door. She felt stupid. She wrapped the towel tightly around herself and poked her head from the door. The hall was empty, so she sprinted to her room and ducked around the corner. This was silly. She shouldn't have to hide around corners!
Kayla ducked into the closet and shut the closet door behind her. The muffled sound of men groaning and a woman moaning became a muted mumble behind the door. She flicked on the closet light and peered at the slutty clothes. Her phone pinged. Tiffany.
T: What's up girl?
K: OMG. My mom has officially lost her shit.
T:??!?
She cracked the closet door and snapped a picture of her room with her phone, sending it to Tiffany.
T: Ooo. Cool decor! Sup up with ur mom?
K: That's what's up! She turned my room into a giant porno! And took all my clothes!
T: O. It wasn't always like that?
K: No! It was normal!!! :(
T: LOL! R U OK?
K: She spanked me and told me I'm a horny slut with a bald cunt! That she's going to let me act like one, and encourage it so I can see "where that kind of life leads". So pissed.
T: That is kinda F'd up. What R U gonna do?
K: I don't know.
T: Half day tomorrow. Let's go by my work after and talk to the boss. Maybe get U a job? Then you only have to be a horny slut when you want to be? XD
K: Not funny!
T: Hey. It's just a few hours of people looking at your cleavage and legs. We'll get you through it.
K: You haven't seen this stuff. The clothes you gave me look stuffy and conservative.
T: Fuck, UR making me horny thinking about it.
K: I'm serious!!
T: KK. I'll bring you a sweater or something.
K: TY! Night.
T: XOXOXO B====D~ :D
Kayla sighed and clicked the screen off. She clasped the towel tightly around her body and ducked out of the closet, padding to the drawers. She looked through the skimpy underwear, and pulled out a matching white thong and demi bra. Glancing furtively, she bolted back into the closet, where she wriggled into the little panties and bra. It was strange, after so many days to wear underwear again, even if it was tiny underwear. She started looking through the clothes. They were all obscene.
A tube top with "TEASE" in big glittering letters. A crop top that would leave her tummy bare, and stretch lewdly across her big boobs. a v-neck top that would have her cleavage fully on display. A cut-off t-shirt that would leave the bottom of her tits exposed, with the word "Porn Star" in flowing script.
For tonight she settled on a cross wrap tank top. It covered most of her tit flesh, but left an opening in the center that showed the inner curves of her breasts and left her tummy bare. She wriggled into a slim black mini skirt that came well above her knees. If she wasn't careful bending over, she'd be showing the whole world her big, round bottom.
Finally, she left the safety of the closet and dashed to her bed. It was barely 7:00, but she just wanted to go to sleep and get out of the house as quickly as possible in the morning. Unfortunately, sleep didn't come easily with the constant sound of sucking, fucking, moaning, and strings of obscenity assaulting her ears as she clenched her eyes tightly shut. She pulled the covers over her head, trying to drown out the noise. Still, she could hear it.
"Oooh, fuck! Put that big dick up my ass," the porn girl was screaming, "yeah! Just like that! Fuck I need another dick! Give me another dick!"
The sound of her mouth being filled with said other dick replaced her begging. The unending squelching and slapping of flesh was beginning to get to her. Here she was, her warm slit covered by tiny underwear, big fuck melons heaving, looking like some porno girl herself, and she was getting aroused by the animal sounds from her TV.
Just a peek, she told herself, and pulled back the covers enough that she could see the TV. The woman was older, maybe the same age as Vanya and her friends. She was surrounded by 4 men, all of whom were much younger-looking. Two of them were stroking their big penises, while the other two slammed the woman back and forth between them, one with his penis in her butt, the other in her mouth. After a moment, they switched with the other men. The two new men turned the woman over onto her back and slipped their penises back into her as she moaned and bucked in pleasure.
Maybe there were other channels, she thought, that weren't porno. Like music channels. If she couldn't turn it off, maybe there was something more relaxing and quiet, so she could sleep.
She emerged from the cover cave, retrieved the remote, and climbed back in bed. She flipped the channel. Asian teenager with a cock in her pussy, another in her ass, and a third in her mouth. Two more men slapped her face with their cocks, and she had one in each hand.
Click
Two latina girls with big boobs and bubble butts licking at each others' cunts, while two men drove their cocks into the girls.
Click
Brunette teen with big tits, her legs wrapped around a man as he rhythmically thrust into her. Their tongues played with one another. Her arms were wrapped around his neck. They weren't saying anything, just kissing, thrusting, moaning. The girl reminded her of herself. Kayla watched this one for a bit, and then remembered she was looking for something that wasn't porno.
Click
"Shoot it all over me!" cried a slim blonde with small breasts. A penis erupted, shooting sperm all over her face in big, sticky shots. "Fuck, yes," she said, smiling. A second penis splattered her, sending semen dripping from her eyelid. Yet another squirted into her hair, then another on her face, then on her lips, into her open mouth, between her eyes, another in her hair. It seemed like an endless line of penises, one after the other, and she smiled and laughed at each one as though it were the best feeling in the world. Kayla could hardly make out the woman's face anymore, it was so caked in semen.
Click
A woman with her arms stretched by chains in the ceiling, her legs spread by chains in the floor. She was blindfolded, and had some kind of ball in her mouth. There were clamps on her nipples that made Kayla's own nipples ache a little at the memory. Another woman slapped her ass with some kind of whip that had lots of leather tails on it. The bound woman moaned each time she was whipped.
Click
On and on it went, each channel some new degradation or a variation on a theme. While some were only scenes, others had stories to accompany them. But, they were all porno. She wasn't sure how many channels there were in total, but each one was more fucking, more fetishes. She couldn't help it. Her poor pussy was so hot and soaking her thong panties. She was no closer to getting to sleep, either.
A sound in the hallway caught her ear. She strained to listen through the fucking on the TV. Her mother giggled, and then the sound of her bedroom door closing, undoubtedly with the Professor. Slut, Kayla thought. Her mother was the slut, not her. She was probably in there getting fucked by Professor Miles right now. Sucking on his big, hard penis. The same big penis that had pressed against her cheek only a few hours ago. Her mother had a bald, sticky, wet cunt.
She tossed and turned, trying to ignore the feeling between her legs, but her eyes kept coming back to the TV and the constant stream of sex. Throwing back the covers, she crept to the door and peeked out in the hall, listening for any signs of movement. Nothing. She hurried back to bed and got under the covers. The little thong was hot and sticky in her excited slit, so she pulled it off and shoved it under her pillow. Somehow, it felt more normal to have a pantiless cunt. A pantiless, bald, sticky, wet cunt. Like a horny slut.
She touched it, remembering the feeling of Tiffany's tongue inside it and shivered. As if on cue, the scene on the TV ended and another one began, showing a slim blonde teen and a brunette with big round tits making out like a couple of naughty lezzies. Kayla rubbed at her horny snatch and watched the two girls kissing and touching. She missed Tiffany. Curious, Kayla reached to the grotesque nightstand and her hand found one of the dildos that she'd knocked over earlier.
The two girls were topless now, the blonde sucking on the brunette's nipples, while her hand worked its way into her panties. The brunette moaned, her head thrown back, mouth open. Kayla touched the dildo to her wet sex, teasing the tip inside. She sucked in a breath as she felt her tight lips part to accept the toy. Her other hand gently rubbed her nipple as she watched the two girls remove their panties.
The dildo slid in deeper, and Kayla bit back the urge to moan out loud. She began to slide the toy in and out, a bit deeper each time. She couldn't believe the feeling, and wondered how it would feel if it were a real penis. The brunette girl crawled between the blondes' legs and began to lick her. Kayla closed her eyes, thrusting the toy in and out, her hips bucking up and down as she lost herself in the feelings. She roughly squeezed her breast, slipped her hand under the cross tank and bra to tug her nipple. The toy, slick with her cream now, slid in and out more easily, bringing her closer to the release she needed to finally fall asleep.
A little moan escaped her lips as she came, fucking her little hole with the toy. Finally, the big one hit her and her head swam. She pulled the dildo from her satiated snatch, hid it under her pillow with the panties, and finally fell asleep to the sound of the two girls sucking each others' cunts.
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Obsession
It was sick. Depraved. Filthy. Wrong. Immoral and incomprehensible. And, that was just part of what made it so enticing. Sasha had long ago self-diagnosed herself with the obsession, and saw it for what it was. It was an unhealthy, soul-consuming darkness within herself, a destructive force that was stuck in her brain, ruling her actions. She loathed herself for it, even as she craved it. She was an addict, and she knew it.
She couldn't really pin-point when it had begun. As far back as she could remember, it had always been there. Mark. Her own brother. Kind. Sweet. A hunk by anyone's measure, and generous to boot. If there were a stamping plant churning out the ideal man, then it had minted her older brother.
Sasha lay in bed, her hand between her legs, eyes shut as she pinched her own nipple. Just on the other side of the wall, she could hear the soft slurping and purring from Megan, Mark's girlfriend. Bitch. Fucking cunt.
"You like sucking that big dick, don't you, baby?" Mark asked, his voice muted by the thin wall.
"Mhhh Hmmm!"
Sasha pictured her brother's thick fuckstick in that dark-haired sluts' mouth, and felt that familiar stab of jealousy, which just made her cunt more juicy as she frigged it, listening closely so that she didn't miss a word. There was an audible pop as Megan's lips let the big shaft go, and then the sound of the bed shifting. Mark's girlfriend moaned quietly as she climbed onto his lap and sank the length of his shaft inside of herself.
Sasha burned inside. While she'd always imagined Mark's cock to be as perfect as the rest of him, she'd learned the truth just a few months ago, and now it was driving her insane. After all her dreaming of it, a happy accident had finally let her see it, and the image had been in her mind ever since. She pushed her fingers into her sloppy snatch again. Fuck, she needed it. She needed to feel what Megan was feeling right now.
The girl on the other side of the wall came, her breath ragged, the creaking of the bed a rhythm that Sasha masturbated herself to.
"Your fuckin' pussy is so good," Mark said, and Sasha came.
"It's your pussy..." Sasha whispered to herself, "it's your fucking pussy."
Humping her fingers on her bed, Sasha wasn't sure how long her brother fucked his girlfriend, but she heard them shift several times. The sexy sounds went on and on as he took her from behind, or spread her legs, driving into her as his big hands mauled her tits. The sounds of smacking lips and wet tongues made Sasha cream her sheets so many times. She listened to the string of filth out of Mark's mouth as he called Megan a slut, whore, fucktoy, cocksucker. Sasha repeated each of the filthy names to herself. Finally, there was quiet from the other side of the wall. Sasha fell asleep, tears in her eyes. She hated herself for wishing Mark's big arms were around her now, his cock pressed into her back as he held her close, one hand on her breast, breathing becoming slow, even, until they fell asleep in each others' embrace.
Window of Opportunity
Mark looked devastated. Sasha shot off the couch at the sound of the door banging shut, pulling her hand from her shorts. She hadn't expected Mark home for some time. Their parents were away on a two month backpacking expedition through Europe for the summer, and Mark had taken the opportunity to be out, or in, with Megan as often as possible. Now, though, she saw a look on Mark's face that she could never recall seeing before. He was hurt.
She was off the couch in an instant, and blocked his path as he tried to head up the stairs.
"Hey," She said, concern evident in her eyes, "What is it, Mark?"
His shoulders slumped, and she put her arms around him. He did the same. She inhaled the smell of him. This closeness, in itself, wasn't something unusual. They were close. That was just the thing. Mark was a wonderful person, and the perfect Big Bro. The two siblings shared a great deal with each other. Sasha, though, had never been able to tell him about her real thoughts.
When they'd sit at night and talk, her legs propped up on his lap while the TV droned on, she'd think about the fat cock she could feel under her feet. They'd lay on the bed together, sharing a set of earbuds while they listened to tracks and talked about the music. Sasha would picture her tongue between his lips. When they hit the gym together, she'd spot his lifts, all the while picturing his toned chest running with sweat as he held her spread legs and filled her.
"Megan," Mark mumbled, "I saw...she was...Fuck, man. I treated her like gold, too."
"Oh, Mark! That's fucked up! She cheated on you?"
He nodded his head. He held up a reddened fist, "But I stuck that son of a bitch a good one right on the nose," he said.
Inwardly, Sasha was torn. On one hand, she was elated. On the other, Mark was hurting, and she hated that.
"Come on, Markey Mark," She tugged at his hand, leading him upstairs, "Let me tell you all about how awesome you are, and what a sinister bitch she is."
She pulled him into her room, and pushed him on the bed, where she quickly climbed in beside him, wrapping her arms around him. Her breasts pushed into his back through her tank top, and she nuzzled the back of his neck. Just last night, she'd spread her legs right where he was laying, and fingered her hot cunt while she listened to them fuck.
"Look, she doesn't know what she's giving up," Sasha said, "you did treat her like gold. You're the best person I know, and if she can't see that she's fucking blind."
Mark chuckled, "Thanks, Sash. I know that. I was good to her. I just don't get it. What is it with women? The whole nice guy thing works for a while, you know, but what am I missing?"
"Well, from what I hear through this wall, you're the whole package," Sasha joked.
She felt his skin flush.
"Shit! I should have guessed you could hear that shit. I'm so sorry. I didn't even think. You must think I'm some kind of perv." He said, and she could feel him deflate.
"No more so than the rest of us," She lied. She knew she was worse. The worst. Even now her nipples were hard being close to him, pressing against his back.
"Whatever. You're not a perv like me. I happen to know that you've only been with one dude your whole life, if you were telling the truth."
"I'd never lie to you," she said, "it's true. But..." she hesitated, unsure. Should she admit it to him? It wasn't like Mark to go without a girlfriend for long. He was in demand. He was perfect. Maybe this was her chance. After all, he'd never been the judgmental type. He was always supportive. She went on, "But, the number of people you've been with doesn't necessarily make you a perv, right? It's...it's what's in your, um, head, maybe?"
"Maybe. What exactly did you hear?" he said, turning over to look into her eyes. Their faces were only inches apart. His hand rested on hers. Sasha's breath quickened. She swallowed hard. She saw his eyes quickly flick to her cleavage. A surge of heat started in her cunt. The obsession had her. She could feel the rush of blood in her head as the filthy thoughts poured to the front of her mind.
"I...just some, uh, you know. Slut," a spasm of pleasure spiked through her brain as she said the word to her brother, "whore...fucktoy...co...cock...sucker," she felt light headed as the words came out, and she saw Mark's face turn red with embarrassment.
"Fuck. I'm sorry,"
"Why?" She asked.
"It's just embarrassing. My sister heard me talking dirty,"
She fidgeted, her finger absentmindedly twirling her hair as she looked away from his eyes and said, "I liked it," almost too quietly to hear.
"What? I couldn't hear you."
She felt ashamed, and that just made her cunt even warmer.
"I said, I liked it," She repeated.
"Liked what?" Mark asked, oblivious.
"Hearing...hearing you say those things. I liked it. It turned me on."
His eyes drank in her body. Mark knew his sister was a knockout. He wasn't blind. And he was a pervert, too, he knew. He'd thought about her hot body when he jerked off, sometimes. Sasha was slim in the right places, perfectly rounded in others. She stayed fit, and that honey-blond hair of hers fell almost to her toned ass. He'd never imagined, though, that she might have looked at him the same way.
He smirked, and his cock twitched. She felt it against her leg, and another little spike of pleasure went through her brain.
"Sasha's a dirty pervert," he sing songed, laughing.
"You don't know the half of it," she said, grinning as a huge weight lifted from her. He hadn't been disgusted by her.
"Tell me more," he went on, and his hand slid to her hip. He felt her tremble.
"Like what?" she whispered, afraid that speaking too loudly would break the sexual tension that was building between them. Fuck! She was admitting her filth to her brother, and he wasn't recoiling in horror. In fact, she could see the growing hunger in his eyes. His gaze went to her heaving chest again. He rubbed her hip.
"How did it make you feel? When I called Megan a cocksucker?" he asked.
Sasha felt her pussy get even warmer at the word.
"I...I don't know," she lied, and he could see it.
"Yes you do," he said, and his finger slipped just under the waistband of her yoga pants, while he continued to rub her hip, "tell me." It was an order. She could hear it in his voice. He wasn't asking. He was commanding, and her whole cunt quivered.
"I was...I felt...Jealous. A little bit." She admitted.
He grinned, and there was something there that she'd never seen before. Something cold and...evil. Another finger slipped beneath her waistband.
"Why were you Jealous, Sasha?"
"I can't..." she said, struggling. She wanted to say it, but there was some kind of mental block in her head. It was as though admitting it out loud would finally push her over the edge. Her obsession would fully take her, and there would be nothing to save her. She was a horrible person. A filthy slut. She was a whore.
Mark's whole hand slipped under her waistband, and slid along her thigh, until she felt it grip her ass cheek and pull her pelvis in closer to his. Her eyes widened and her breath quickened. She was no longer imagining it. Her brother's hands were on her, touching her in an intimate way.
"Yes, you can," he said calmly. "Tell me why you were jealous. Say it."
"Because...I wanted to..."
"Say it,"
"I wanted to be her," She whispered, and just saying it out loud to him caused her pussy to spasm. She felt light headed as she saw him grin with something that looked like triumph.
He pressed his forehead to hers, and nuzzled her nose, his hand gripping her ass firmly. She could feel his cock hard against her.
"You wanted to be my cocksucker," he stated, "that's what you wanted, isn't it?"
He could feel her trembling, her breath coming in ragged gasps. His hand slid between her legs from the back and tickled her cunt. He could feel her wetness leaking from it
"Say it," he commanded, and licked her lips, making her gasp.
"I wanted to...to be your...your cocksucker," she breathed.
"Wanted? Past tense?"
Her brother's finger was rubbing her pussy! Some tiny part of her brain screamed at her that it was wrong. She was sick. But that only made the feeling more intense. It was wrong. It was sick. She should not have her brother's hand in her pants. She should not be saying these disgusting words to him. Only some perverse slut would be in this situation, and she was in this situation, so she must be a perverse slut.
"I want it," she whispered, "I want to be your cocksu...cocksucker,"
"Good girl," he said, and slipped his finger between her pussy lips, making her cum.
He pulled his hand free of her pants, took her hand, and guided it down to his cock. She felt it, hard and throbbing in his shorts. He kissed her, then, tongue sliding gently into her mouth. She couldn't believe it was happening! Her mind reeled as she squeezed his thick shaft in her small hand and kissed him back.
She felt him tugging his shorts down, freeing his hot penis, and then it was naked in her hand. Her brother's hard cock was in her hand! He pushed her gently onto her back and rolled on top of her, straddling her chest. Her tits heaved beneath her tank top, and she stared up into his eyes, mouth open lustily as she gently stroked his shaft.
"What are you?" He asked.
"Your cocksucker," she answered.
He guided his throbbing penis to her lips and let it rest there. Her eyes locked on his and he could feel her shaking as she yearned to lift her head and engulf his crown.
"Your mouth is just a wet hole for my cock," he said, "say it."
She gulped, and felt her cunt spasm. It was so twisted. She could hardly stand it.
"My mouth is just a wet hole for your cock," she repeated.
He slapped his dick against her tongue, and she put her hand between her legs, touching her needy cunt. Mark slapped her hand away.
"You won't play with your cunt, or cum unless I tell you to. Say it."
"I won't play with my cunt, or cum unless you tell me to," She repeated.
"Your mouth exists to be fucked," He said.
"My mouth exists to be fucked," she repeated and he could see the desperation in her eyes. She wanted his cock in her mouth so badly that she was literally drooling.
"You are my cocksucking slut sister," he said, squeezing his shaft and letting the precum ooze across her lips.
Sasha licked it, and her eyes rolled back in her head as she repeated, "I am your cocksucking...sl...slut sister."
"Your purpose is to drain my balls into your throat."
"My purpose is to drain your balls into my throat."
"Your mouth was made for me to jerk off with," he went on, and rubbed his cock on her tongue.
"Muh mouf us made fa you ta jek off wif," she repeated as his thick shaft began rubbed her lips.
"I couldn't hear you, cocksucker," he said, "try again without a dick in your mouth."
"My mouth was made for you to jerk off with!" she cried, "Please, put it back in!"
Mark smiled cruelly and started to stroke his cock above his sister's pretty face. He watched the glazed, wild look in her eyes as she focused on the big, swaying cock just an inch above her face. She stuck out her tongue and just managed to lick the tip, where she eagerly lapped at the precum oozing from him.
"Please," she begged, "My mouth is a wet hole for your cock!"
Mark shivered at the power he had over her, unbeknownst to him less than an hour ago. Fuck, if he had known that his slut sister was this crazed for his fuckstick, life would have been very different before. He did know, though. Now, life would be different. He groaned as he pushed the head of his cock into her mouth, feeling the underside glide gently across her tongue.
Sasha sighed contentedly, and moaned. He could feel her hips buck, and knew that she had just orgasmed purely from feeling his cock in her mouth. He pulled it back out, using her saliva to stroke it back and forth just above her mouth. Sasha looked completely lost in her cocklust. Her gaze was fixed completely on his dick.
"Please, put it back in. I need it," she pleaded.
"Did you cum?" he asked.
She looked ashamed and nodded her head.
"Were you supposed to cum?"
She shook her head, and held her mouth open, eyes begging.
"You didn't listen," he said harshly, "why should I let you suck it?"
He continued to jerk his cock back and forth. More precum dripped from the tip into Sasha's mouth.
"I'm sorry!" she wailed, "I was so hot, and I've been waiting so long. I didn't mean to. Please, put it back in!" She looked on the verge of tears.
Mark relented and pushed his cock back into her willing mouth. Slowly, he fucked her face, just as he'd said, using her mouth to jerk himself off. Sasha breathed through her nose, opening her throat as much as she could with her head flat on the bed. Her whole body tingled at the twisted act she was committing.
"You want me to fuck you, don't you?" Mark said, sawing his big dick between her stretched lips.
He felt her hips wiggle as she held back another orgasm, undoubtedly thinking of his cock deep inside her.
"Mmmm Hmmm!" She agreed.
"You want your big brother to fuck you," he said, pulling his dick out, "Say it."
"I want my big brother to fuck me!" Sasha agreed.
Mark pushed his cock back into her throat.
"Your cunt belongs to me, doesn't it?"
He slapped her face lightly with his throbbing prick while she said, "My cunt belongs to you."
He began to jerk his cock more furiously, and Sasha watched, eyes wide as the fat purple head began to twitch. It looked angry. She stuck out her tongue, tickling the tip, trying to coax it back into her mouth, but Mark wouldn't give it to her. She mewled and groaned, but he just stroked and smiled at her. Finally, he threw his head back and growled.
Quick, hot bursts of semen spewed from his prick into Sasha's face. She shut her eyes in surprise, but Mark slapped her and continued to cum. She opened her eyes to watch as more jets of cum plastered her lips, her nose. She licked it up, greedily, anywhere her tongue could reach.
Mark reached between her legs and frigged her hot cunt, saying, "cum cocksucker."
She did, powerfully. Her hips bucked beneath him. He used his prick to push more semen into her mouth, letting her suckle at his head to suck more drops out. She looked beautiful, he thought. Cum splattered her forehead, her hair, ran from her cheeks and dripped from her eyelid. She was the perfect slut. He could see that she was still fuck crazed. She'd only been able to manage a couple of weak orgasms through the whole ordeal, and one good one at the end, on his fingers. He could see the need on her face. He looked at her perfect slit, swollen and hot, wet and ready.
He slid the tank top up, revealing her bare tits, they were excellent. More than a good handful. He pinched and pulled at her nipples.
"Rub your cunt," he commanded.
Sasha did, while he played with her tits. He lay next to her and put his lips against her ear.
"You let your own brother cum on your face," he said, rubbing her breasts while she played with her pussy, and he went on, "you let your brother fuck your mouth like a wet pussy, and you liked it, Sasha."
She gasped and fingered her cunt harder.
"You just committed yourself to being his personal cocksucker, didn't you? Your own brother's personal cocksucker."
Her eyes rolled back as she agreed.
"You told your brother to fuck you, didn't you?"
"Yes!"
"You wanted him to push his fat, bloated prick into your horny pussy."
"Mmmm, fuck, yes!"
He tugged at her nipple.
"That would be incest, wouldn't it?"
"Yes! Oh! Oooh, yes!"
"Incest is wrong, Sasha. Only dumb sluts with too much cock on the brain want to commit incest, don't they?"
He sucked her nipple into his mouth, and pushed her hand away from her pussy, replacing it with his own. His big fingers slipped inside and gently sawed in and out.



"Fuck, yes!" Sasha agreed.
He put her hand back on her pussy, and returned to playing with her tits.
"What does that mean Sasha? What does that make you?:
"A du...dumb...slut," she said, her hips bucking as she came.
"Yes," Mark agreed, "with too much cock on the brain. You love your big brother's cock, don't you, Sasha?"
"I love my big brother's cock."
"You're a dirty pervert that sucks on her brother's fat prick,"
"Dirty pervert..."
Sasha seemed lost. Her eyes were totally glazed, focused on the feelings between her legs as Mark continued to rub, tug, and suck on her tits.
"What would mom say, if she saw your pretty face covered in your brother's sperm?"
"She'd call me a whore..." Sasha whispered.
"What would dad say? Would he cum on your face, too?"
"He'd cum on my face," Sasha agreed, and buried her fingers in her snatch.
"Your mouth was made for cock."
"My mouth was made for cock."
Mark slid down her body, slapping her hand away and burying his tongue between Sasha's legs. Her legs clamped onto his head as she sucked in a harsh breath and had the most powerful orgasm of her life. She cried out in ecstasy as Mark licked at her overheated cunt. Eventually, she had to push him away. Her pussy felt so sensitive that it was almost painful to touch.
Mark rolled her onto her side, wrapped his arms around her, one hand cupping her breast, and they quickly fell asleep.
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Cunt Tease
Sasha awoke to a strange sensation. Her whole body tingled. A dried crust of semen covered parts of her hair and face, and her breast was smooshed in Mark's grip. Between her legs, she was still creamy. She could feel Mark's cock, hard in his sleep between her legs, resting against her cunt. Her warm juices coated the top of it, where it nestled between her pussy lips. She froze.
Her brother's big cock was hard and resting against her wet pussy. Her heart began to beat faster. Just hours ago, she'd had the hottest, most intense sexual episode of her life. With her brother. She'd admitted her dark obsession, and found out that he'd had one too. He'd taken total control of her body, playing her feelings like an instrument. Her perverted obsession had craved it, demanded that she obey and give in. And she'd loved it.
But she wanted it all. She wanted to be fucked by that thick dick. She wanted it inside of her, stiff and throbbing, pumping its filthy, incestuous load into her. She rocked gently against it. She could do it, right now. She could move in just the right way, and it would slip inside of her. Her body trembled, skin flushing, nipples growing hard beneath Mark's sleeping hand.
Mark's hand let her breast free and slid down to her leg. His other hand worked its way under her, and grabbed her breast. He lifted her leg, making her groan. He could feel the hot wetness of her pussy against his stiff prick. He held her leg up, placed it over his, and ran the nearly nine inch length of his cock meat between her soaked lips.
"You can't get enough of your brother's cock, can you?" he hissed in her ear.
Sasha felt her pussy flood at the words. They were so filthy.
"I need my brother's fat cock..." she whispered
Mark sawed his dick back and forth between her lips, using her slick cunt to get himself harder, but he wouldn't push it in.
"You can't fuck your brother," he said, "that would be incest and incest is wrong."
"So wrong..."
"You can't let your brother slide his bloated dick up you, Sasha. It would be incest."
"Incest is wrong..." she said, and he could feel her cunt spasm against his cock.
"What kind of girls like incest, Sasha?"
"Dumb sluts,"
"You're not a dumb slut, are you?"
Sasha's chest heaved beneath his hands as he mauled her tit.
"Yes..."
"Yes? You're a dumb slut that likes incest?"
"Fuck..." She gasped, trying to push the big dick into her warm cunny, "I'm a dumb slut that likes, oooh, likes incest!"
"You made your brother's big penis hard, Sasha," he teased, and pressed the tip against her willing cock tunnel.
"Put it in me! Please, I need to feel it..."
"I thought you were my cocksucker?"
"Oooh fuck..." she gasped, as he held her leg tightly and let her cunt squirm against the head of his engorged cock. She could feel the hot precum leaking against her slit, "Yes, I'm your cocksucker! My mouth is a wet hole for your cock! Please, Mark, I need it."
Mark slipped just the tip inside of her, spreading her welcoming channel and listening to her sigh in elation. He teased her with just an inch of his fat head, back and forth, rocking gently as Sasha tried to push herself back for more.
"You're my cocksucking slut sister, aren't you?"
"Yes!"
He pulled his cock from her hole and heard her whine. Instead, he turned himself around on the bed and pulled her on top of him into a 69 position. Her lips immediately locked onto his warm prick, and she plunged her mouth down around it, the taste of her own cunt fresh on his skin as she tried to throat him. Mark gripped her wonderful, round ass in his hands, spreading her cheeks apart as he devoured her sopping cunt.
Sasha moaned around his shaft, spurting slut slime into his mouth, which Mark lapped up hungrily. His sister's pussy was the sweetest he'd ever tasted. He gathered up her juices on his fingers and used them to tease her tight little butthole, making her squeal around his prick. Sasha felt his finger invade her ass, slick from her own fuck honey, her butt clenching at the unfamiliar, but not unwelcome, sensation.
"You want to give your ass to your brother, don't you?" Mark said, and licked between her slick lips.
"Mmmmm Hmm!"
He held her ass apart, and began to buck his hips up into her mouth, fucking her face as manipulated her horny cunt with his tongue and lips. Sasha gagged as she tried to match the thrusts of his prick, but she just drooled around it and accepted the hard meat as it assaulted her throat. She heard Mark begin to groan into her pussy, and a moment later he was firing sticky streams of cum into her throat. Sasha squealed and swallowed, choked on the warm semen pouring into her mouth. The slimy mixture of her own spit and her brother's hot ball cream oozed from her lips, pouring out around Mark's pelvis and down onto her bed. Still he bucked his writhing prick into her mouth until his balls were completely empty.
He rolled Sasha off of him and looked at his sister's slimy, scuz-covered face, heaving breasts. She took deep ragged breaths, sucking in air. Her legs lay open, red and horny cunt twitching. Mark thought she looked perfect this way. He slapped his wet prick against her cunt, and she snapped her head up, looking between her legs hopefully. He grinned at her, gripping her breast firmly in one hand, while he rubbed his cock against her snatch with the other. Finally, he let her go.
"I'm going to shower," he announced. You can go after me."
He went to her drawers, rifled through her underwear, and tossed a black pair of cheeky panties. Then, from the closet he pulled the shortest skirt he could find and a skimpy tube top that would stretch obscenely over her tits.
"Wear these afterward." he instructed, and left the room.
Sasha stared at the slutty clothes and gently touched her pussy. She lay back, staring at the ceiling, bewildered. She'd gone from 0 to cockslave in the space of a few hours, and the way Mark was acting, this was only the beginning.
Excursion
Sasha came into the kitchen dressed as she was told, braless, her nipples clearly visible in the tight top. She looked like an easy fuck, and both shame and excitement warred inside of her. Mark glanced at her and smiled as he set out bagels and juice on the table. Sasha sat and began to eat.
"We're going out for some supplies," he said.
She raised an eyebrow and continued devouring her bagel.
"Just a few things to have some fun with." his eyes glittered with a hint of menace, and Sasha felt her pussy growing warm.
He finished his bagel in a couple of large bites, gulped back the juice, and went to brush his teeth. Sasha finished soon after and went to do the same. When, again, she came down the stairs Mark was seated in the living room.
"In here, Sasha," he called.
She came into the room, where he beckoned her to sit on his lap. She did so, body quivering, and he positioned her ass so that she could feel his cock pressed against it. He spread her legs to either side of his, exposing her panty-covered cunt. He leaned her back against his chest, and began to grope her tits through the tight top. Sasha moaned quietly as her obsession took hold.
"Slut," the filthy voice in her mind said, "Incestuous brother sucker."
"I'm so glad that you finally opened up with me," Mark said, pinching her nipples, "about how you really feel. And, that I can admit to you how I feel. We're going to have so much fun, Sasha."
She squirmed her ass against his hardening cock. God, did he ever go soft?
"I am having fun," she said, grinding against him.
He pushed her up, then stood and put her on her knees, his fist wrapped tightly in her hair. He rubbed her face against his bulge through his jeans, and heard her breathing become heavy. She rubbed his legs, hands trembling. Pulling her face back, he turned her head so that she was looking him in the eye, and with his other hand unzipped his pants, unbuckled his belt. He watched her eyes drop to his crotch, her tongue snaked out to wet her lips. Her eyes were growing misty as her obsession took hold. Mark pushed the jeans down and she could see his stiff member outlined in a pair of tight boxer briefs. He reached into the flap and pulled it out.
"Open," he said. She did. "You want it, don't you?"
She nodded, and he commanded, "Say it."
"I want my...my big brother's cock in my mouth."
"Good, but you can do better."
He rubbed the crown against her lips and then pulled it away. She watched it bobbing in front of her, just inches from her mouth.
"I'm a cocksucking slut sister, and my mouth is a warm hole for you to jerk off with." She said, looking into his face, and swallowing.
He pushed forward and filled her mouth with his bloated meat, driving it all the way to the back of her throat until she choked. Sasha fought the urge to gag and wrapped her lips around it tightly, allowing Mark to fuck her mouth. After only a few strokes, he pulled it out and she watched him tuck the glistening rod away and pull his pants back up. He released his hold on her, and stroked her hair gently, leaned in and kissed her, snaking his tongue into her mouth. She moaned, hands cupping his face as she kissed him back. Then, he pulled away and helped her to stand.
"Let's go," he said.
Sasha followed him to his car, and he backed it out of the drive. Within moments, his hand was between her legs, toying with her cunt through her panties. Sasha squirmed and felt the wetness making her panties damp. Mark grinned at her. He wanted her this way, in public with a wet cunt, soaking panties, dressed like a fucktoy. She could see the excitement in his face, and she felt the same, mingled with a bit of dread.
Mark drove them across town, and then further.
"Where are we going?" She asked.
"Far enough that there won't be any chance of running into anyone we know." he answered.
They drove for about an hour, Mark rubbing her pussy the whole time, driving her crazy, occasionally dipping his big fingers into her warm snatch. She was soaking and mewling by the time he pulled into the lot of a strip mall. He parked in front of a store with a sign that read "Lusty", with blacked out windows and a sign on the door: Adults Only. 18+. A sex shop. He pulled his wet fingers from her crotch and licked them clean, lips smacking. They exited the car, and he held the door for her to enter in front of him. She felt his hand caress her ass just under her skirt.
Sasha was so on edge from having her pussy teased for over an hour, and only the briefest suck on Mark's cock before leaving the house. She felt like she could cum just from the breeze under her skirt.
"Go and shop the clothes," Mark told her, "Get yourself, maybe a dozen or so outfits. Good ones." He smirked, patted her ass, and then walked in the other direction.
Sasha went to the apparel section, and started browsing. She lost herself in the clothes, mind filled with filthy images. Each piece she looked at she imagined herself dressed in it. On her knees licking Mark's cock. On her back, legs spread as pushed himself into her. Her ass in the air, as he pulled the string aside to bury his tongue in her ass. It was sick. It was so wrong. Her tummy felt tight as little butterflies fluttered inside it at the twisted thoughts.
She had a small basket full of slutty clothes when she felt Mark gently touch her arm. He had his own basket, filled with things, only half of which she could readily identify. Her pussy dripped imagining what he was going to do with them. He glanced at the pile of cloth in her basket, eyes gleaming, and he knew he was picturing her body in any range of skimpy outfits, positions. His free hand slid beneath her skirt and rubbed her soaked panties.
"Your horny cunt is soaking all over your brother's fingers in public," he whispered in her ear, and felt her shiver. Fuck! She loved the dirty talk.
At the other end of the aisle, a rather attractive girl in a pair of tight yoga pants and a belly shirt, navel piercing glittering, smoky eyeliner matching her black hair, cast an approving glance their way.
"She likes it," Mark said, rubbing Sasha's cunt, "she doesn't know that you just sucked your brother's cock, does she?"
"No."
The girl down the aisle flipped through the clothes on the racks, but kept one eye on the horny couple. She met Sasha's eyes and smiled, licking her lips.
"She thinks you're cute," Mark said, "She's thinking about lezzing off with you right now. She doesn't know that you want to commit incest with your brother, does she?"
He could feel Sasha's pussy get even wetter, if that were possible. Two of his fingers slid easily inside under her panties. The girl had dropped any pretext of shopping, and was now openly watching Mark molest his sister.
"No, she doesn't know," Sasha whispered, watching the girl watch her.
"What kind of girl wants to commit incest while she lezzes off with another girl, Sasha?"
"Fuck! A dumb...dumb slut with t...too much...cock on the brain," she gasped, as Mark's digits slid in and out of her sopping sex. The girl touched her own breasts through her belly shirt.
"Are you that kind of girl, Sasha?"
"Yes! Fuck!" She hissed.
Mark pulled his fingers from her spasming snatch, and slipped them into her mouth as he smiled at the girl. She giggled as Sasha licked her own cunt honey from his fingers. The girl reached into her purse. Mark led Sasha down the aisle, past the girl, grinning in her direction. The girl reached out and pressed something into Sasha's hand.
"You and your boyfriend are super hot. I loved it!" She said, and let her go with a wink. She turned back to her shopping, throwing a glance back at Sasha's swaying ass. Sasha opened her hand and unfolded a slip of paper as they walked to the counter.
"I think she gave me her number." Sasha said, showing Mark the little paper with a phone number, hastily scrawled in pink pen. The name scribbled below was "Amy".
Head
"That was so fucking hot," Sasha said, once they were back on the road. She wanted to frig her cunt so badly. No. She wanted to be fucked so badly. She reached over and groped Mark's cock through his jeans, pleading, "I'm so hot, Mark. Please, I need it."
"What do you need, Sasha?" He teased, both hands firmly on the wheel as she toyed with his dick through the thick denim.
"I need this," she said, giving him her best sultry look. "Are you going to...to fuck me?" She asked, voice trembling.
He didn't answer. He just smirked and pulled the car into a gas station parking lot just ahead. Reaching into the back seat, he went through one of the bags from the store, and came back with a pink g-spot vibrator. Tearing open the package, he popped in the included batteries as she watched, and then he clicked the button. The car filled with the hum of the toy.
"Take off your panties." He said.
Sasha slid the soaked panties down her legs, exposing her bare sex. Mark took them from her, and hung them from the rearview mirror. Sasha blushed. Anyone who took the time to notice could see what they were, and they were literally dripping with her fuck honey. A few drops fell to the dashboard, where they were quickly burned away by the summer sun.
"Lean the seat back, spread your legs, and put your feet up on the dash."
She did it, and felt the cool breeze of the AC blow over her overheated cunt. The smell of her arousal quickly filled the confined space. In the parking lot, people walked in and out of the gas station, paying no mind to the spread eagle blonde. Mark rolled her window down, and she felt her heart beat faster. There was something about that small action that made her feel even more exposed. With the window up, it was like their own little bubble inside the car. Down, it allowed the world inside, where they could witness Sasha's shame, the humiliating darkness inside her that consumed her soul.
Mark touched the vibrating toy to Sasha's slit and she yelped at the contact. Goddamn! Why didn't she have one of these before? She panted as Mark ran the toy up and down between her excited pussy lips. Sasha moaned out loud, and at one of the gas pumps, a man raised his head and looked about, certain he'd heard something.
"Take it, and cum for me." Mark said.
Sasha's hand took hold of the toy and she began to stroke herself with it, and then it slipped inside and her brain exploded. She'd been so keyed up all morning, her pussy constantly teased. It only took the feeling of the vibrator slipping inside of her to push her over the edge. She kept going, though.
"Fuck your pussy, Sasha," Mark urged, rubbing her breast through her top.
Sasha's eyes were shut, and she was so lost in her own pleasure that she didn't even notice the pickup truck that parked next to them. Mark did. The truck's driver leapt out and walked into the gas station. The passenger, though, had his attention directed at his phone. He glanced up, though, taking stock of his surroundings, and then did a double take, staring down from his lofty perch at Sasha's spread legs, bare pussy, the end of a vibrating toy sticking out as she twitched with pleasure.
Mark waved him down, but he hesitated. He looked all around the parking lot, nervously. Mark waved again.
"Does it feel good, Sasha?" Mark asked, his eyes on the young man in the truck, not any older than himself.
"Yes..." Sasha hissed.
"Anyone that walks by the window can see your pussy," he said, "They can hear how much you need to be fucked, can't they?"
"Yes..." she said, her legs twitching on the dash.
"They could reach right in the window and touch you,"
"Fuck..."
"You'd let them, wouldn't you?"
Sasha hesitated. Mark's brow furrowed for a second, and he glanced up at the truck, where the young man still watched, his own hesitation clear on his face.
"You'd do it for me, wouldn't you? You'd do it to make your brother's cock hard."
No hesitation this time, as Sasha answered, "Oooh, yes!" and she came again.
It clicked perfectly, now. It wasn't that his sister was a slut, not really. It was that she was a slut for him. The hotter it made him, the hotter it made her. The fact that she was doing it with him and for him was her trigger. The truck door opened, and the young man stepped down, still nervously looking about, but his dick was clearly in charge now. Mark motioned for him to reach in and touch Sasha's other tit. Hand trembling, he did.
Sasha's eyes opened and she gasped at the stranger looking in her window, his hand on her breast, her brother's hand on the other, while she fucked her cunt with the toy. She looked at Mark, saw the lust in his eyes, and she didn't stop. She came, clenching her legs together with the vibrator inside her.
Mark waved the stranger back from the car, and the young man jumped back in surprise as they drove away. He could see the young man's slack jawed expression in the rearview mirror as they exited the gas station and got back onto the road.
Sasha's legs trembled on the dash as she pulled the toy from her cunt and fumbled for the off button, finally finding it. She still felt hot inside. She'd just been molested in a gas station parking lot. And, she'd cum while it happened. Mark's hands ran up and down her bare legs.
"You liked that, didn't you?"
Sasha nodded. She couldn't speak. She lay back in the seat, closed her eyes, and let Mark gently rub her cunt. The dark voice inside of her loved the feelings in her body, exulted in the perverse pleasure of it all. It was so sick. It wasn't normal. She was a pervert. She half-slept the rest of the ride home, Mark's hand continually stimulating her horny slit.
Just before they arrived home, Mark pulled through the drive-thru of one of the new organic, healthy, non-GMO, vegan, chains that seemed to be popping up everywhere. Sasha realized, then, that she was starving, and extremely thirsty. She was sure half the water in her body had leaked out of her cunt this morning. She ordered a fruit smoothie with a chicken salad.



"Nice choice," Mark said, and ordered the same.
While they waited behind the vehicle in front of them, Mark turned the vibrator back on and stuck it between her legs. Sasha jumped at the sensation. God, her pussy was so hot! She couldn't get enough. Mark spread her legs wider, and moved the toy up and down her slit. The car ahead of them pulled off, and Mark began to pull to the window. Sasha looked at him in panic, but he pretended to ignore her.
"Mark!" She hissed, her hands moving to cover her pussy.
"Don't hide it, Sasha." he said. His tone was different though. Not commanding. He was still her brother, but he was excited by exposing her. She was excited, too. She couldn't deny it. She felt light headed as she moved her hands back, and they pulled to the window.
"That'll be $18.75," the girl at the window said, and her eyes bugged as Mark handed her a debit card. "It'll be, um, just a...a moment." She said, and ran his card. While the machine processed it, she tried to pretend there wasn't a man masturbating a moaning, half naked slut just a few feet away.
The girl's face was red as she listened to Sasha's sexy mewling. Mark acted as though nothing strange was happening, took his card back and continued to play with Sasha's cock tunnel as they waited for their food. The embarrassed girl handed him the smoothies first. Mark clicked the vibrator off, and dropped it on the seat. He took the smoothies, and set Sasha's between her legs, where the cold drink pressed against her hot vagina, making her shriek. Mark put his in the cup holder. He took the food, and set it on the back seat.
"Thank you." He said to the girl, and drove off.
Sasha snatched the drink away from her cunt, and greedily slurped at it, eye-fucking Mark as he drove. At last, they arrived home, where Sasha fell to devouring her salad as though she hadn't eaten in days. The constant excitement in her pussy seemed to be using up her energy more quickly, she thought.
As she polished off the last of her salad, Mark came up behind her and peeled off her top. Her nipples had been hard all day. He cupped her tits in his big hands, pinching and rolling her nipples, as he gently kissed the top of her head.
"Still having fun?" He asked.
She leaned her head back against his chest and replied, "God, yes."
"So am I."
"I can tell."
One of his hands slid down her smooth tummy, caressed it gently as he continued playing with her tits.
"You have such perfect tits," he said in her ear.
Fuck. The way he whispered this filthy shit in her ear, like it was a dirty little secret, made her cunt gush.
"I'm going to love fucking your tits, and cumming on them."
Sasha gasped as he pulled on her nipple. She heard him unbuckle his belt behind her head. His zipper followed. Sasha swallowed. His jeans fell to the ground, and she could feel his body shift as he stepped out of them. His other hand never left her tits. Her chair scraped against the vinyl floor as he turned her around, and his throbbing cock was at eye level, jutting from his boxer briefs.
Sasha's eyes watched it bob up and down rhythmically, as though it was a snake trying to charm her. She felt her mouth water. Fuck, she was a pervert, she thought. She looked up at Mark, and without being told, opened her mouth. His prick slid into her wet hole easily, and she could feel the drool run from the corners of her mouth as he pushed it as deep as he could. She gagged, briefly, and then his balls touched her chin.
She saw the victory in his eyes as he held her there, his big cock all way in her throat. Sasha breathed out her nose, watching him, telling him how much she wanted it with her eyes.
"You swallowed your big brother's whole prick," Mark said, and saw her eyes roll back in her head.
Mark picked up his phone, holding her head in place. After a few swipes and taps, he flipped the stand on the back open with his thumb, and placed it on the table. Sasha's eyes flicked to it, and she saw herself on the screen. She rubbed her legs together and tried her best not to cum. It was so hot. She could see the bulge in her throat where her brother's cockhead was nestled. His heavy testicles rested against her chin. A steady stream of drool poured from her lips, dripping onto her heaving tits. Mark's big hand held the back of her head firmly.
She sucked in air as Mark pulled her head back, and on the screen she watched as inch after inch of his wet dick slid from her mouth. A trail of thick spit hung suspended from his crown to her lips as she gasped. He pushed his bloated meat back in until she made a satisfying, "Gluck!"
"Fuck your mouth is so good, cocksucker," Mark said, and began to ease his prick back out, then back in. He started a gentle rhythm, pushing all the way back into her mouth, and then back out.
"Fuck. I wonder if your pussy feels as good as this," he said, fucking her mouth faster. "Would you like to try it, Sasha? Would you like to try to put my cock into your pussy and see how good it feels?"
He pulled his dick out just long enough for her to say, "Yes!"
"That would be incest, though, wouldn't it?"
He pulled his cock free and rubbed it on her lips.
"Yes..." she said, and snaked her tongue out to lick his head.
"If your brother fucks your pussy and cums in you," he began, and felt her shiver, "that would be worse than sucking his cock, wouldn't it?"
"Ahhh, yes!"
"Which is worse, Sasha," he asked, rubbing his fat head on her lips, "being a suckslut or a fuckslut?"
"Fuckslut..." she said, and he pushed his cock back in her mouth, let her nurse sexily on the head of it.
"Being a fuckslut for your big brother would be the worst, wouldn't it?"
"Mmm hmm..."
"But you like that idea. You like the thought of your big brother's penis throbbing inside of you, right?"
"Mmmm!"
"You want to feel that. You want your big brother to squirt his hot jizz into your pussy."
"Hmmm!"
"You want your brother to fill you up and knock you up."
Sasha squealed around his gently pumping cock as he said the words, tugging at her nipples. She couldn't help it. The thought was so nasty that she came in her chair. She looked up at Mark, tears in the corners of her eyes. He could see the warring emotions in her. Sasha was so consumed with lust, but at the same time he could see the utter shame and disappointment in herself for letting the lust control her. He loved it.
"Oh my, Sasha. That really excited you, didn't it?"
"Mmmm!"
"That would be so nasty and wrong. That wouldn't just be incest, would it?"
"Mmm Mmm"
He pulled his prick out of her mouth and she gasped, her breath ragged. Her eyes looked completely wild, like she was in another world. Drool and precum ran down her face and coated her tits, soaking into her skirt. She openly rubbed her cunt, completely forgetting his instruction not to touch herself or cum. She was gone, lost in the darkness. Mark bent her over the table, yanking the skirt down. She spread her legs, waiting for him to drive his prick into her.
He pushed her over the table, flattening her breasts against the cold surface as his fingers frigged her horny fuck hole.
"Fuck! Put it in me! Please!" she begged, "Fuck me."
She wiggled her ass invitingly at him, and for a moment Mark almost gave in. God, her pussy looked heavenly. But, that wasn't the plan. He rubbed his throbbing erection against her wet slit, up and down it, teasing them both. Then, he pulled back, inserting his fingers again and finger fucking his sister as he fisted his prick, jerking himself off with the thick coating of spit from her mouth. A few moments later, he came, splattering her spread pussy with a thick white slime.
Sasha felt the hot splash of cum against her cunt and it set off her own orgasm. Fuck! Her brother came on her pussy! She'd let her brother shoot his incestuous sperm onto her open cunt. Together they both cried out like a couple of animals. Mark slumped against her back, his softening prick resting between her cummy ass cheeks as they both breathed heavily.
"Oh my God..." Sasha breathed, "Oh my fucking God..."
"You should clean up," Mark whispered, "your brother just came all over your pussy."
Sasha groaned. She was such a slut. Mark helped her stand, and whirled her around, planting his lips on hers. She kissed him back, eagerly, her head swimming with all the twisted and delicious feelings. His hands were all over her body, cupping her ass, smearing the cock slime into her flesh, gripping her hips tightly and grinding his softened cock against her. Her spit-soaked breasts rubbed against his sweaty chest, exciting her engorged nipples. Finally, he let her go and led her up the stairs, where he started the shower.
As the water warmed, they stood side-by-side, brushing their teeth, casting little winking glances at one another. Finished, he took her by the hand and they entered the walk-in shower together. Mark was gentle, rubbing the soap on her skin, cleaning every part of her attentively, washing the traces of cum and sweat from her hair. He held her close under the hot water, gently kissing her forehead, her lips, her neck.
"Sasha," he said, "I know it's been a whirlwind 24 hours, but I want you to know that whatever happens you'll always be my sister. And, I love you."
She melted against him and stared at him with her wide, green eyes.
"I love you too. Thank you for being so nice to me."
He chuckled, saying, "You call what I've been doing nice?"
"Well, not exactly all of...that stuff," she said, waving her hand all-encompassingly, "even though I loved every second of it. I just mean now. That was very sweet, and I appreciate it."
He shut off the water and wrapped a big towel around her, then himself. They went to his bedroom together, where he pulled a blanket over them and they quickly fell into an exhausted nap.
When Sasha awoke, she was alone. Her towel had fallen away, tangled in the blanket. She threw the blanket back, and dragged her naked body from the bed. She felt much better after the nap. Emerging from Mark's room, she caught the smell of cooking steaks and her mouth watered. She stopped by her room, grabbed a silky robe, and slipped it on, then headed down the stairs. She followed the smell of cooking meat out to the back deck, where Mark sat at the deck table, his feet propped up, while steaks sizzled on the grill. He was shirtless, wearing a pair of athletic shorts. He looked up from his phone as she walked outside.
"Hey, sis." He said, grinning.
It seemed so normal. As if he hadn't spent the last day using her mouth as his personal fuckhole, and manipulating her dripping cunt over and over again. Fuck, she was getting hot again at the memory.
"Hey. Smells good!" She said, putting her robe under her ass as she sat on a plastic deck chair across from Mark at the table.
"Figured we could use a bit of protein." He said, giving her a sly smile.
He smiled at his phone as it pinged, and she gave him a curious look.
"Just texting a friend. And, no, it was not about your little video." he said.
Sasha flushed. She'd just made her first amateur porno. With her brother. And, it had been extremely hot. She wanted to see it. She needed to see it.
"Yes, it is as hot as you think." Mark said. He knew exactly what she was thinking.
He got up, checked the steaks, flipped them over, and closed the grill. Picking up his phone, he tapped a few times, flipped the stand, and then set it in front of her on the table. She watched herself swallowing her brother's big boner over and over, watched Mark's prick fill her throat as he used his little sister's mouth as...well, as a wet hole for his cock. Fuck, she was getting horny again already. Mark slipped his hand inside of her robe and toyed with her nipple as she watched. She glanced up at the yard. Thank goodness for high privacy fences.
Her eyes flicked back to the screen, where Mark was asking her a series of very filthy questions. She could see the cock-crazed look on her face as she lovingly licked at this cockhead and admitted what a horny slut she was. It made her cunt so juicy to see and hear it. A permanent HD record of her shameless debauchery. Mark pulled his hand from her robe and returned to the grill.
"Steak's ready," he said, spearing the meat and dropping it onto a plate.
He set the plate down, plucked his phone from the table, pocketed it in the shorts, and went to the kitchen. A few moments later he came back bearing a tray of tossed salad, dinner rolls, and a bottle of red wine. Sasha looked at the wine curiously.
"You do remember that your baby sister is only 18, right?" she asked.
"I won't tell if you won't." He answered, and uncorked the bottle.
Sasha had never had alcohol before. Then again, she'd done a lot of things in the last day that were firsts.
"When in Rome!" She cried, "Or some such shit."
Mark poured her a glass and made her a plate of food. They dug into the meal, bantering back and forth, laughing, enjoying the end of the summer day. It was like everything was just normal again. Like her brother hadn't shot a big load of hot spunk against her naked pussy only a couple of hours ago. The sun was low in the sky when Mark took the dishes in. Sasha's head felt very warm from the glass and a half of wine. Mark came back out, topped off their glasses, and sat back down. Emboldened by the drink, Sasha rounded the table and plopped herself onto Mark's lap, swirling her wine in her glass.
She snaked her arm around his neck and kissed him, delighting in the feel of his hand running up her thigh beneath her robe. His hands hot against her skin, the caress trailed back down, coming to rest between her legs. She trembled in his lap, feeling him growing hard against her ass.
"I think the wine is making me feel naughty." She giggled.
"I think you're just naughty," Mark said, "Wine or no."
"Maybe..."
"I think you're a horny girl," he said, rubbing her slit, "with a very warm and excited pussy, and her big brother's cock pressed against her beautiful little round ass."
Sasha tossed back another swallow of her wine, pretending to be cool, but she knew he could tell it was just a show. Her pussy was warm and excited again. He undid her silky robe and sucked on her hard nipple.
Fuck! Why did her cunt get so hot thinking about her brother? She was so dirty. He savaged her tits and pussy with his hands and tongue, cock hard again in his shorts. His finger slid into her mouth and played with her squirming tongue. She could taste her whore nectar on it.
"What is the purpose of your mouth?" He asked, returning his wet finger to her moist pussy.
"For my brother to jerk his big dick off with..." She answered, and spread herself wider.
"Your pretty face is a cum target. Say it."
"Oooh! My pretty face is a...a cum target."
"You have plump dick sucking lips, don't you?
"Yes..."
"Your mouth is a warm, wet hole for your brother to fuck."
"Yes. Warm and wet for my big brother to fuck."
She lay her head back against his shoulder as he played with her body, losing herself to the depraved obsession, the filth Mark whispered into her brain.
"Your cunt is a warm, wet hole for your brother to masturbate with."
Her pussy clamped on his invading digit. God, this was so sick!
"Fuck! Fuck! Yes...My cunt is a warm, wet hole for my brother to...fuck...to masturbate with!"
"My little sister has a slutty cunt that needs to be fucked."
"Uh huh. Slutty cunt that needs to be fucked. Please! Please fuck it, Mark."
Mark reached down and worked his shorts off, freeing his thick meat. It bounced up and slapped Sasha's cunt with a wet smack, making her jerk. Mark centered her on his lap, leaning her back against his chest, one hand tugging her nipples. He spread her legs to either side of his, so that his cock rested against her warm, wet lips. Sasha's fingers rubbed the head of it, stroked it.
With his free hand, Mark slapped it gently against her gash, making her squirm her round ass against him. He positioned the head at the entrance to her fuck tunnel, and rubbed it back and forth against her wetness.
"You want your brother to slide his dick inside of you, don't you?"
"Fuck, please, yes!"
"You want to committ incest with your big brother."
"Yes!" She wriggled her hips, trying to make the throbbing shaft go inside.
"What kind of girl wants to commit incest with her big brother, Sasha?"
"A dumb slut with too much cock on the brain..."
"What kind of girl does that make you?"
"A dumb slut..." She panted.
"It would be very wrong and perverted to let your brother stretch you open with his cock and cum in you."
"So wrong..."
"What would happen if he spurted his cum in you and got you pregnant, Sasha?"
Sasha threw her head back and orgasmed as Mark let the tip of his cock open her tight pussy.
"Oooh fuck!" She cried.
"Mom would call you a pregnant, brother-fucking slut, wouldn't she?"
"Yes!"
"What would dad do to you, Sasha?"
"Oh fuck...He'd...he'd rape my pregnant cunt..." she hissed, and her pussy clenched around the cockhead resting inside her entrance.
Mark popped his cock out of her, and stood her up. She looked dazed, wobbly, unsteady on her feet as led her back into the house. After the dimness of the fading day, the bright lights in the house dazzled Sasha's eyes. She squinted as she adjusted to the change, and allowed Mark to pull her by the hand into the living room.
They rounded the couch, and Sasha saw some of the toys from their trip to the sex store, resting on the couch. If possible, her cunt became even wetter. Mark picked up some kind of ring with an odd assortment of straps attached to it.
"Open." he said, and Sasha opened her mouth.
Mark pushed the ring between her lips, and she found that she could no longer close her mouth. He fixed the straps around her head. Sasha's breathing became heavier, her eyes wide and afraid, but excited. Mark only smiled. He turned her around, and pulled her arms behind her back, locking her wrists together with something soft, but unyielding. Like a cuff. Next, he picked up a pair of panties with something protruding from inside the crotch. He knelt, and touched her foot. She lifted it, and then the other, and he slid the panties up her legs. She moaned as the protrusion slid inside her moist cunt.
Drool was already pooling in Sasha's open mouth, as if it was difficult to swallow her saliva. Mark pushed her to her knees, and gently inserted his cock into her drooling hole. Finally, he fixed another strap around his own back, and as he tightened it, Sasha felt his cock push all the way to the back of her throat. She glurked and coughed, sending a river of spittle streaming down her chin. Now she understood. She was locked in place to Mark's crotch. She couldn't move her head back, and his dick was lodged firmly in her gullet. She had no choice but to massage his cockhead with her throat just to keep from choking.
Mark took a seat on the couch, pulling Sasha with him, and turned on the TV. He said nothing to her as he began flipping channels casually, as though his bloated, throbbing penis wasn't stuffed into his little sister's throat. He pretended not to hear Sasha's slobbering, gagging sounds as he flexed his cock. Rivers of warm spit flowed out of her mouth coating his balls, soaking into the thick towel he'd placed on the couch.
He thumbed a switch on one of the straps of the harness, and the quick-release triggered, allowing Sasha to pull her head up and gasp for breath. She inhaled sharply, and he flicked the switch again. The strap rewound, pulling Sasha's mouth back down over his cock.
"Gluck!"
Suddenly, the thing in her cunt sprang to life, vibrating her insides. Sasha squealed around the cock in her throat as her pussy clenched in pleasure. A moment later, the sensation stopped. Her head was released, and snapped back. She huffed, face red, and for a moment she saw Mark's amused grin. Then her head snapped back down, the vibration in her cunt started again. She orgasmed, fuck juice soaking the vibrating panties as tears streamed down her cheeks, mixing with the spittle pooling around her brother's balls.



Sasha's entire world became Mark's crotch. All she could see was his pelvis, coated in a sheen of her own spit. Her throat was filled with her big brother's fat penis, which she massaged with her throat muscles as she struggled for breath. The experience was punctuated by moments where the strap released, and she could gasp sharply for air, before her head was snapped back down, and the thick mushroom of Mark's twitching cock slid back into her throat. Then her cunt would vibrate and she would moan, sending pleasant vibrations down Mark's shaft.
Her mouth, literally, became a wet hole for his cock. The entire time, Mark didn't speak to her. She could hear him tapping on his phone, texting people while he watched TV. Sasha became light headed. The strap hadn't released for some time. She struggled gently, hoping Mark would take the hint and let her up to breathe. He didn't. She made little noises, vibrating the big dick in her mouth. She could feel it twitching, the head expanding, and then Mark groaned and hard shots of thick jism shot down Sasha's throat, directly into her tummy. The vibrating in her cunt started again and she orgasmed as more ropes of salty sperm filled her mouth, choking her. The disgusting mess poured out of her mouth as she struggled. Then, the strap let loose and she tumbled backward onto the floor, unable to catch herself with her arms cuffed behind her back.
Mark was beside her, his cock dripping slime on her taut belly as he released her head from the straps. She gagged and choked on the cum and spit that plugged her windpipe. She'd even managed to get some of the mess in her nose. Her jaw ached and her face was ashen from the lack of breath. Next, Mark pulled the panties down her legs, and she could feel trails of slut juice on the inside of her legs. He gently helped her up, undid the cuffs, and pressed a glass of cold water into her hand.
Sasha gulped the water desperately, wiping her mouth on the sleeve of her open robe. She looked at her brother with a mix of terror and excitement in her eyes, but she was still too dazed to say anything. She rubbed her sore wrists as Mark sat her on the couch. He knelt between her leg and buried his face in her horny cunt, sucking, licking, fingering. Sasha came again and again as Mark's masterful tongue and lips toyed with her sex. Finally, he pulled away, leaving her gasping and dizzy. His tongue found its way into her mouth, the taste of her cunt mingling with the lingering flavor of his cum. When she felt fully devoured, he plopped down next to her on the couch and pulled her into his arms, laying her head on his chest. He lovingly stroked her hair as her breathing returned to normal.
"You did so good," he said softly, as though speaking to a baby, "so good."
Sasha felt warm inside at the words. Mark guided her on wobbly legs up the stairs to his bathroom, where he put her in the shower and washed her clean again. Then, he took her to bed, crawled in next to her and she was asleep in seconds.
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Beach Trip
There was a very strange feeling down there. Sasha fought against waking up, but the insistent pressure kept nagging at her. First, there was the feel of something cool, squishy. Then, she snapped awake as she felt her asshole opening up. She gasped and opened her eyes, trying to turn her head around to see, but it was still dark. Very dark. There was something over her eyes. She couldn't move her arms or legs, and she could feel something akin to the cuffs from the previous night, holding her wrists and ankles. She was laying on her tummy, breasts pressed into the bed.
"Mark!" She cried.
"Good morning." She heard him say.
She shrieked in surprise as something long and rubbery popped past her sphincter, and slid into her ass.
"Ahhh! What the fuck!"
She felt the wide base of something, likely another of the toys, press against her asshole. Whatever it was, it was lodged firmly in her squirming butt. She felt her cunt getting wet as she pictured what she must look like, spread and tied to her brother's bed with a sex toy in her anus. She felt Mark smearing something wet on her pussy, and immediately it began to get very warm and tingly. She humped the bed.
"Oh my God! What is that? It's...oh fuck..." She sputtered.
Mark chuckled. She felt him shift on the bed, then his weight rested to either side of her spread legs. He molested her ass, palming her cheeks, wriggling the toy and making her scream. She felt the warm head of his cock rest against her pussy. He rubbed it through her slit, smearing the warm, tingling oil through her gash.
"You have the sweetest little pussy, Sasha," he said, "It looks so wonderful on camera."
Sasha tensed. Was he really filming this? She groaned in excitement at the thought of Mark making a collection of her descent into total submissive debauchery.
"Can you imagine how cute it would look with your brother's fat cock inside it?"
She gasped into her pillow as she felt the head of his cock push just inside. She hated the way he kept teasing her that way, letting her have just an inch and nothing more. It was infuriating, but the denial was incredibly arousing at the same time.
"Fuck. It feels so tight," Mark said, "and so wet. It would be so easy to fuck you right now," he pulled it back out, sank the tip back in. Sasha shook her ass, feeling so full from the toy in her bottom. "I'll bet you would cum so good if you had your big brother's penis spreading this perfect pussy open. It would go so deep inside you, Sasha."
"Fuck!" She cursed.
He took the toy in her asshole and pulled it out slowly, making her suck in breath as his cockhead pulsed inside her slut hole. He pushed the toy back in, and she felt her ass open up to accept it. Her bottom squirmed and she groaned.
"And then, after I fill your pussy up with a big load, I could use your own cunt cream to take your ass. You can be your big brother's buttslut. Wouldn't that be nice?"
"Uh huh..." she agreed.
She felt his cock withdraw, and then she cried out in pleasure as her pussy was suddenly filled completely. She orgasmed, but then the realization that it wasn't her brother's cock hit her. It felt fake, rubbery. He'd shoved a dildo up her snatch. The fullness of having something in her ass and pussy at the same time was almost too much. Then, the fake penis began to squirm inside of her, massaging her fuck tunnel, and she screamed as she humped the bed.
She felt Mark get off of the bed. The world went silent as he placed a pair of big noise-cancelling headphones over her ears. The sudden deprivation of her other senses left her entire world focused only on the pleasure radiating from her ass and cunt. Then, the sounds began, filling her brain with filth.
"I love your cock..." a woman's seductive, brainless voice said, "please fuck my pussy...my pussy is a warm hole for your cum...I love creamy cock juice in my pussy...my pussy is a sex toy..." The woman moaned sexily and orgasmed, and then, her excited voice began again, "I want cock in my ass...my ass and pussy were made for taking cocks...please cum in my asshole...I love being an anal slut..."
Sasha listened for what seemed like hours, the squirming toy in her fuck hole sporadically sending her into the throes of another orgasm, which made her asshole clench around the toy in her anus. All the while, the slutty voice in her ears went on, telling her she wanted to be raped. She loved thick, tasty cocks in her mouth. She needed horny pricks to plumb her asshole. That her cunt was a willing receptacle for warm sperm. She was a life support system for three warm fuck holes and a pair of tits. She was only useful for raping. After a while, she found herself repeating the phrases aloud, while the sex toy hummed on inside of her.
When, at last, she felt the headphones being removed, she was a drooling mess. Pools of spittle soaked the pillow under her cheek. Mark's bed was soaked from the amount of slut slime that she'd expelled onto his sheets. The quietness of the empty house was jarring, and she found that she missed the soothing voice. Mark slid the toy from her quivering cunt, the other from her ass, and she felt very empty.
"Need more cocks in my cunt...love to swallow cum..." she mumbled, while Mark removed the restraints on her arms and legs. She felt him gently massaging some life back into her ankles, and then her arms. Lastly, the blindfold came off and Sasha was dazzled by the sudden reintroduction to light. She felt very confused, disoriented. She had no idea how long she'd been restrained, her spasming cunt and the soft voice her only focus. Mark stroked her hair, then helped her to stand.
"You okay?" he asked.
"Yes!" She answered, "That was...I don't even know."
He grinned and ushered her into the bathroom, where he left her to shower. She spent the time washing and thinking about the last two days. She couldn't have imagined, two days ago, just how much she would really be getting off being a sextoy for her brother. That dark, perverted desire was always with her, but now that it was out, it was even more consuming than before. It was almost all she thought about. How could she go back to a normal life after this? Was it even possible? She was afraid of the answer, so she ignored it, closed it off.
Sasha left the shower and returned to Mark's room, but he was gone. The bed had been stripped. She heard him down the hall in the laundry room and made her way there. He was shirtless, putting the sheets into the washer. She leaned in the doorway, admiring his toned back muscles.
"So, what are we doing today?" She asked, drawing his attention.
"I have an idea," he said, closing the washing machine and turning it on.
He studied her body, hidden beneath her towel, wolfishly.
"Breakfast. And then your bikini."
"Beach day?" She said, facing lighting up.
"Looks like a perfect day for it. We can drive out to Short's Cove."
Sasha ran away to get dressed, while Mark prepared breakfast. Bellies full, they started for the door. Sasha wore a bright blue bikini top and bottoms, low cut around the waist. The back hugged her ass cheeks. She carried a small beach bag on one arm. Mark stopped her at the door, and then she noticed what was in his hands.
"Do you trust me?" He asked.
"Yes."
"You know that I wouldn't let anyone hurt you, right?"
"Yes?"
"Good. Today is about trust," he said, and he placed a pair of wraparound sunglasses on her face. She went blind. The glasses blacked out the world.
"What..." She started, but then she felt the headphones go on over her ears, and she was also deaf. She felt Mark take her hand, and lead her out the door. She stumbled through the entrance in her sandals, disoriented and afraid. Mark guided her slowly to the car, and he placed her hand on the open door, where she was able to orient herself into the seat. The loss of all sight and sound was terrifying. The feeling of giving up all control to Mark was also frightening, but exciting. She felt the car start, the sense of motion as he backed out.
Sasha jumped in her seat as the slutty voice filled her ears again. She felt Mark's hand between her legs.
"I love the taste of wet cunt...Sucking clit is so yummy...Even horny lesbos need to suck cock sometimes..." The woman orgasmed and Sasha felt herself getting wet. Lacking any other sensory input, the voice and the hand rubbing her cunt became her only focus.
"Please stuff me full of prick juice...My body is a sex toy...Hurt my slutty tits...Open my ass up..." Briefly, she wondered how much filth one person could spew without repeating themselves, but the heat in her pussy was more fun than thinking. Mark finger-fucked her hole while they drove, and Sasha completely lost all sense of time, cut off as she was from sight and sound.
"My slutty tits are fuck handles...My tongue exists for accepting cum...Dumb little sluts deserve fucking..."
Mark smeared her slut juice on her bikini bottoms, making sure there was a nice big wet spot between her legs. She felt the car stop, and shake as Mark closed his door, a moment later, she felt the door on her side open, and Mark helped her out. She had no idea if they were actually at the beach. For all she knew, he just drove them around and went back home. Then, she felt the hot sand between her toes.
Sasha looped her arm through Mark's and held onto him tightly. To everyone else (if there was anyone else) they likely just looked like a cute couple. Though, she'd probably get some odd looks for the big headphones, when earbuds were the style these days. She knew that most of the looks would be directed at her bikini-clad body. They'd likely see the wet spot between her legs and know she was a horny slut.
"My face should be fucked daily...Bend back my legs and use me for your pleasure..."
Mark pressed a bottle of water into her hand, which she drank gratefully. The sun beat down on her as they walked. She stumbled occasionally, and was glad to have Mark's arm to keep her steady. After a time, he stopped them, and extracted her arm from his. She felt terror as he left her standing there, but a moment later he took her hand and she calmed, somewhat. Mark helped her to sit on a towel, and she felt shade above her. Maybe an umbrella? A tree? She had no idea. It felt nice, though. He laid her back on the beach towel.
She felt him rubbing lotion on her skin, starting at her shoulders and working down, his hands sliding beneath her bikini top to rub lotion into her breasts. She shivered, both at the feeling and what it portended. Soon, her body was covered in sun lotion, and she was panting. He placed a little pillow under her head, and lay next to her, holding her hand so that she knew he was still there.
"Clamp my fuck melons and fill me with jizz...My anus is an all-access rape tunnel..."
She felt Mark move, and then felt him sliding her bikini bottoms to the side. A moment later, his tongue began playing with her slit, licking it gently, teasing.
"My hair is a handhold for you to control me when I'm being fucked...I never say no to cock meat...I am a compliant bitch..."
Either he was even more daring than she'd imagined, or they were somewhere secluded. She tried to remember the geography of Short's Cove from her previous visits. There was an area quite a ways down the beach, where towering rocks created a secluded little bay area. If that was where they were, she knew it was unlikely anyone would stumble upon them easily. She tried to relax and let Mark's teasing tongue work on her sopping cunt.
"Tell me I'm just a hole for dicks when you pound your cock into me...It's ok to slap my face if my mouth isn't open and ready for cock...Crying is not a reason to stop fucking my asshole..."
Mark stopped licking. She felt his hand on her knee, so she knew he was still there, but she couldn't tell what he was doing. A moment later, he took her hand and pulled her to her knees. Her mouth opened of its own accord.
"I am a good fuckpet..." the voice told her.
He patted her head like a puppy that had done its trick well, and she felt his big finger touch her tongue. She shivered. The spongy cockhead touched her tongue, and she wrapped her lips around it, sliding her mouth down easily over its length. Her brow furrowed. She had taken it easily, much more easily than she should have been able to. Her tongue swirled around it, tasting it, feeling its length and girth. It wasn't her brother's cock in her mouth.
"My throat needs cum to stay healthy...Sucking men off is my favorite pastime..."
She felt Mark's hands slide into her bikini top from behind. At least, she was pretty certain it was Mark. The hands were big like his, but for all she knew he'd left her here with a couple of horny rapists. She felt panic seize her chest, and she tried to pull away. The big hand shot out of her top and slapped her face gently. She remembered that it was ok to slap her if her mouth wasn't open and ready for cock.
The big hand slipped back into her top and played with her nipples, while the penis in her mouth slid back and forth over her tongue.
"Creamy semen is all I need to eat..." The voice told her, and within a few minutes the dick in her mouth was spewing its load onto her tongue. Sasha swallowed it, moaning, her cunt hot and wet, nipples aching.
"Any dick is a good dick...My pussy should never be empty..."
"I was made to swallow cum," she said, and Mark kissed her head.
Another dick slid into her mouth, catching her off guard. This one was larger, but it still wasn't Mark's size. Sasha sucked, bobbing her head back and forth. She stroked it with her hand as she sucked on the head. Whoever it was pulled out of her mouth, and she felt the spray of hot cum splash her cheeks, her chin. She gasped, and then a third meat pole was fucking her mouth, the biggest of the three. It still wasn't Mark.
"My pussy loves to cum..."
She orgasmed as it occurred to her that she'd just sucked more dicks in 10 minutes than she'd sucked in her whole life to this point. This cock had more staying power, and he buried it deep into her mouth repeatedly, his heavy balls slapping against her chin as he used her mouth for its purpose. Finally, he pulled out and shot his load onto her face and bikini. Sasha squealed, and found herself laughing delightedly.
"Being a dumb fuckpuppet is so much fun..." The voice told her.
Mark helped her stand, and she felt the water bottle in her hand. She washed the sperm from her mouth with it, and swallowed more. She reached up to wipe the cum from her face, but Mark stayed her hand. Butterflies fluttered in her stomach as she realized he was making her leave it there while they walked back down the beach.
"Happy sluts get facials...Paint my lips with cock juice..."
He guided her back down the beach, and she stumbled along blindly until Mark stopped them. She felt the breeze of electric fans blowing over her skin. He placed her hand on something smooth and leathery. A stool. They must have walked down to the beach cafe, and they were about to sit down at one of the little tables. Mark made sure she was straight on the stool, and then she guessed he took his own seat. He held her hand across the table, reassuring her that he was still there.
It felt so strange to just sit there like a zombie, unable to communicate. She could speak, sure, but she couldn't hear anything, so what was the point? If nothing else, she was gaining a newfound respect for the disabled. Without Mark she'd be completely unable to function right now.
"I love to obey...Treat me like a pleasure toy...Being raped builds character..."
She wondered what he would tell the waiter, when she refused to speak to him or remove her headphones. What would the waiter think of the drying sperm stuck to her chin, crusted on her glasses, staining her bikini top? Her warm cunt quivered at the thought. It would be obvious she'd just taken a facial. He (or she) would know she was a slut. Would he (or she) want to use her, too?
"Warm snatch is a wonderful place for my tongue...Salty jizz makes an excellent treat for my whore holes..." The voice said. Fuck, this woman could go on. The constant bombardment of filth, the only thing she could hear, made it impossible to think about anything else. Not that she needed to, of course. Only real people need to think. She was just three warm holes for cocks.
Had she actually thought that?
"I love being a mindless cocktoy...Saying no is for losers...I am an obedient cum dumpster..."
She felt the table shake slightly, and a moment later Mark pressed a cold drink into her hand. She fumbled with finding the straw, and began to suck. Something in her mind compared the size of the straw to a penis. She sat there, stupidly, as Mark fed her french fries. She could just imagine people around them laughing at her. The brainless slut with sperm on her face getting hand-fed. The image, strangely, made her pussy spasm.
Soon, there were no more fries, and she felt Mark guide her from the table. She looped her arm in his again, and after some more walking, he placed her hand on the hot door frame of the car. She carefully took her seat, felt Mark take his, and the car rumbled beneath her. A few minutes later, the cool of the AC began to blow over her hot skin. She sat back in the seat while Mark, again, teased her slit.
"I do not have a vagina. I have a cockpocket...I do not have breasts. I have fuck handles... I do not have a vagina. I have a rape tunnel. I do not have breasts. I have slut melons...I do not have a vagina. I have a cunt...I do not have breasts. I have cock pillows..."
Sasha let the perverted slut talk to her as her rape tunnel was finger-fucked. She never imagined there were so many vulgar names for her body parts. While her cockpocket squeezed Mark's fingers, she quietly repeated the words aloud, just to be able to say something. The lack of communication, the deprivation, was starting to get to her.
Just after her third, or perhaps fourth orgasm in the car seat, she felt the familiar bump of the car rolling over the lip of their driveway. A moment later, Mark shut the engine off, and helped her out of the car. He walked her into the house, and up the stairs, where she felt him sitting her on the bed. Suddenly, the voice stopped. After hours of hearing nothing but that sultry, slutty voice in her head, it was almost as bad as losing her sight had been. She felt lost.
Then, Mark took the earphones off and she was bombarded by the ambient sounds of the quiet house. It was jarring, just hearing the sound of the air moving through the house, the creak of the trees outside, buzzing of the summer insects. She felt him touch the glasses.
"I've shut off the lights, but just go easy," Mark said.
His voice, deep, rumbling, was such a stark contrast to the slinky moans and giggly bimbo tone that she'd become used to hearing. He slid the glasses off, and she carefully squinted one eye open. Sasha was glad she was sitting down. Even the dim light through the dark curtains of her room was enough to be almost painful. She blinked back tears as her eyes complained about the intrusion into her darkness. It was several minutes before she could fully open them for more than a blink. Mark held her hand, stroking her bare leg with his other, while she slowly regained her senses.
"Are you alright?" he asked.
"Yes," she replied, and her voice sounded strange to her own ears, "I think so. That was...I don't even know. Terrifying? Exciting? Both?"
"You did great." He said, and kissed her lips softly.
He pulled her hips to the edge of the bed and slid her bikini strap to the side, slipping his tongue into her moist folds. Sasha inhaled as Mark sucked lovingly at her slut hole. His fingers nimbly undid the ties on the sides of the bikini bottoms, and they fell away, giving him better access. She lay back and twined her fingers into her hair.



"Fuck...suck my cunt," she breathed, "tongue fuck your sister's horny pussy. I love being a good fuckpuppet for you."
She could feel the smile on his lips as he ate her sopping cunt, listening to her repeat the demeaning filth that had wormed its way into her brain for hours. His tongue flicked at her clit, and she thought about how much she loved being a sextoy. She didn't need to think about what would happen when their parents returned home. She just needed to keep her mouth warm and wet so that men could fuck it more easily. Her cum catcher squirted fuck honey onto her brother's face, and she felt so good. Like her life finally had direction.
Mark came up and kissed her, letting her taste the sweetness of her honey on his tongue. She felt like she should try it for herself, some time. Good little lesbos love getting fuck honey from the source, after all. Mark lay down beside her, while her breathing slowed. She was so sleepy. As her eyelids fluttered, she saw the headphones in her peripheral view, discarded on the bed. That sultry, seductive voice seemed so pleasant. She picked up the headphones.
"Mark," she said, and he cracked one eye open, "How do they work?"
He retrieved his phone from the floor and tapped away for a few seconds. That made sense. They must be connected to a playlist of some kind by Bluetooth. Sasha put the headphones on, and she could hear the voice talking to her. She felt relaxed, and lay back, closed her eyes, and napped.
"I am not a rape victim. I am a rapetoy...My cunt is not my own. It belongs to whoever is using it...Violation is victory...I am a subservient cock socket...Without cock in my three wet holes I feel empty..."
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Date Night
After a nice shower, Sasha came downstairs to find Mark on the couch in the living room. She'd put on one of the outfits she'd picked up at the sex shop. The red satin panties hugged her ass cheeks, while a matching satin and lace top lifted her already-perky teenage tits, displaying generous cleavage. She cuddled next to Mark, and his arm drew her in.
"I had a lot of fun today," she said.
"Me, too. I hope you know that I'll always take care of you."
"I do," she said, "and I can tell you, now, that I will never hesitate to help a blind person on the street."
They laughed together.
"It felt good, didn't it? Giving up any control?" He asked
"It was scary, but yes, I liked it."
Mark pulled his half-hard cock from his shorts, and guided Sasha's mouth to it. She opened and let him fill her, like the obedient suckslave she was. He rested her head against his chest, and simply sat back with half of his penis in her mouth. Rocking his hips, he gently fucked his meat in and out. Sasha suckled on it lovingly.
"You love having cock in your mouth, don't you?"
"Mmm Hmm..."
Mark turned on the TV, and Sasha's eyes flicked to it habitually. She gasped, causing Mark's hardening cock to slide deeper into her mouth. He held her head and gently pumped his shaft in, out, using it to jerk himself off. On the screen, she saw herself laying on a beach towel, legs spread. The camera angle changed as Mark set it down to the side, and she watched as he nibbled and sucked at her cunt. Moments later, his face disappeared from the screen.
"Hey," he called to someone, and he panned the camera over to three college-aged guys in swim trunks, all of whom began walking his way.
"Sup?" One of them asked.
"This chick is a total cocksucker," Mark said, "and we came out here to find some strange for her. You guys down for a little fun? The catch is I have to film it for her, but I won't get your faces."
"Fuck yeah," they quickly agreed.
"What's up with the headphones?" Asked one.
"Kinky slut likes it anonymous. The glasses are blacked out, too. She can't even see you." Mark answered.
"Fuck that's hot."
She watched as Mark helped her to her knees, and her mouth opened, ready for use. It was so surreal to watch it now. As it had happened, it was like she was detached from the whole scene. She'd been blind, deaf, just a warm hole for these three strangers to deposit their seed in. Her pussy was wet thinking about it.
"You let three strange men fuck your wet mouth, didn't you?" Mark asked.
"Mmm Hmm,"
"Your mouth is a pleasure hole for cocks, isn't it?"
He slid his slimy prick out of her mouth.
"My mouth is a pleasure hole for cocks." She agreed.
She watched the men, one by one, fill her mouth with their spunk. The sultry voice in her mind told her that her tongue was for licking cock and tasting semen. She was only useful when there was fuck meat in her holes. She trembled as Mark massaged her meat wallet through the satin panties. On the video, Mark was explaining to a handsome hispanic waiter that they were university students doing a study on disabilities, and that Sasha was currently blind and deaf, Mark acting as her support. Smart. She hadn't thought about that. But she didn't have to think. She just had to suck and swallow.
"What are you doing right now, Sasha?"
Spit poured from her mouth and down his shaft as she lifted up and replied, "Sucking my brother's cock."
She began sucking again.
"That seems very nasty, Sasha. Why would you do that? It sounds almost like incest."
*Slurp* "Because my brother has a cock, and my mouth is only useful when it's full of cock," she said dreamily, licking his head, "it's only incest if my brother fucks my pussy and cums inside it."
"You want your brother to fuck your pussy and cum in, don't you?"
"Mmm Hmm..."
"Incest is very wrong and nasty, Sasha."
"So wrong...So nasty" *suck...suck*
"You don't care that it's nasty, do you?"
"Mmm Mmm."
"You like that it's nasty."
"Mmm hmm."
"What kind of girl wants her brother to cum in her pussy, Sasha?"
"Gum Thlut," she said around his cock.
"Sasha, your brother's prick is in your mouth. I can't hear you."
*slurp* "A dumb slut," she said again, wiggling her cunt against his probing fingers. She put her lips back on his dick.
"Dumb sluts love incest, don't they?"
"Mmm Hmm."
"Dumb sluts like to be nasty don't they?"
"Mmm Hmm."
"Dumb sluts love to feel spunk in their horny cunts, even when it's their brother's, don't they?"
"Mmmm Hmmm!"
She began sucking faster, cupping his balls.
"Should dumb sluts be raped, Sasha?"
"Mmm hmm!"
"Is it wrong to rape a dumb slut?"
"Mmm mmm."
"But rape is a crime, and it's wrong. Why isn't is wrong to rape dumb sluts?"
*Slurp* "Dumb sluts are for taking cocks," she said. *Slurp*
He slipped his finger into her cunt.
"Those strange men probably wanted to rape you after you sucked their cocks."
"Mmmm hmmm."
"If they raped you, it would be ok, wouldn't it?"
*slurp* "uuuh...yes!" *slurp*
"Why would that be ok, Sasha?"
*slurp* "Because...I...I'm a dumb s, slut!" She said, and came on his probing finger.
Mark pushed his dick back in her mouth.
"And it's ok to rape dumb sluts, because dumb sluts are for taking cock, aren't they?"
"Mmmmm Hmmm!"
Mark held her head in place and began to slide his twitching prick into the back of her throat. He felt Sasha choke. She spat around his meat as he pushed it in further, and warm spit flowed out of her stretched mouth. Her lips touched his pelvis, and with one hand he held her head there, making small thrusts with his hips, fucking her throat, his free hand frigging her spread cunt. Sasha could hardly breath in this awkward position, and her body bucked against the invading prick in her throat.
Mark pulled her head up suddenly, and she sucked in air, her face red and slimy, covered in her own drool. Before she knew what was happening, Mark had pushed her on her back and spread her legs. He pushed her panties to the side and rubbed his throbbing fuck stalk between her dripping pussy slit.
"Do it! Fuck me," she said, chest heaving.
Mark stroked his cock with the copious saliva coating it, and came all over her waiting cunt. Sasha orgasmed again as her brother's spooge coated her pussy lips and satin panties. Another shot splattered her belly. She groaned and wrapped her fingers around it, stroking it for him. She sat up and put it back into her mouth, sucking every drop she could as Mark trembled with pleasure.
He gathered Sasha up in her arms and they made out hotly, his hands wandering over her body. The semen on her belly squished between them, and Sasha could feel her brother's half-erect cock brushing her cum-covered pussy mound. God, she was completely lost in her perverted desires. Ever since the first time Mark had pinned her and made her repeat those filthy words, she hadn't stopped thinking about the next touch, the next orgasm, the next depraved act she'd commit. She craved it.
Mark showered with her again, and then took her to her room. He began going through her closet, until he found a very normal, yet sexy red dress. It was the kind of thing she wore out if her parents were taking them somewhere nice for dinner. Mark knew this, of course. He'd seen it a few times.
"I like how your ass and legs look in this," he said, and handed it to her, "We're going out for a bit," he explained, and started for the door to get ready. He paused, "Oh, and no panties." He winked.
Sasha shivered in delight. It hadn't even crossed her mind to wear panties, actually. Only uptight, prissy bitches with shriveled cunts wore panties, unless they were trying to get raped, the voice had told her. But Mark hadn't raped her, even thought she'd worn slutty panties.
Some time later, Sasha rested on the couch, idly stroking her bare cunt as she watched Mark fuck her mouth on the big screen TV. He was right. The video was super hot. She watched the way his bulbous cockhead pushed her lips open, and how that long, thick shaft stretched her little mouth around it. It was like her mouth was the perfect size to create a tight, sucking seal around her brother's big penis.
"My mouth is made for cock..." she remembered.
This was the fourth time she'd watched the video while she waited for Mark, but it was still just as good. The dumb slut on the TV deserved to get her face raped. Look at the way she was dressed, in that tiny tube top, skirt barely covering her semen trap. She was begging for it. The girl was an obedient suckslave, though, taking every inch of that long dick into her throat, never asking for a breath or a moment to rest. She was a compliant bitch. Sasha was a compliant bitch. She forced down the little tremor in her cunt that rose at the thought.
Mark entered the room and grinned at her, taking a seat on the couch.
"This is my favorite part," he said, as the slut on the TV was bent over the cold table top. She visibly shook in the throes of orgasm as semen gushed across her spread pussy. "You look so beautiful when you cum," Mark told her, and she blushed.
"Where are we going?" She asked, pulling her gaze from the TV, though she could still hear the sounds of herself begging to be fucked.
Mark took her hand and guided her around the couch. He stopped her, and motioned for her to wait. He vanished around the corner, and she heard the hall closet open. When he came back, he was holding a rose as red as her dress, and a tiny box.
"Tonight, you are my beautiful date," he said, and handed her the rose, "and this," he opened the box, "is only a tiny pretty thing, for you, my tiny pretty thing."
He turned the box around, and she saw a gold necklace with a little "S" charm. S is for slut, she immediately thought. Or was it Sasha? Her name was Sasha. Sasha was a subservient suck slut.
"It's so pretty," she said, smiling, and clasping her hands around the rose.
He took the necklace from the box and put it around her neck, where it nestled between her young tits. She kissed him on the lips, and felt his arm encircle her waist.
"I love you, Sis," he said.
She beamed, and then came the final gift. Mark produced the headphones from behind his back.
"Just for the car ride," he said.
Sasha felt her cunt moisten further at the thought of that seductive voice. She eagerly took the headphones and put them on. Mark tapped his phone and walked her to the door.
"It's ok to rape dumb sluts...I'm a dumb slut...My mouth is a wet hole for your cock...It's ok to rape me if I say no...I am a suckhole made for sperm..."
Sasha stumbled a bit as the voice went on, Mark leading her to the car. There was something different about it this time. It wasn't the same breathy, sensual bimbo saying these things in her ears. The voice was...it was her own voice. She looked at Mark, and he saw the realization in her eyes, but he only smiled. She saw that evil twinkle in his eyes that she'd seen the first night. That evil made her cunt feel very warm.
"I am an eager fuck machine...My cunt is always wet and available...One cock in my cunt doesn't mean it can't take another...Vomiting sperm makes room in my tummy for more..."
The voice, her voice, was still filling her head with good thoughts as Mark parked the car at La Fiesta, Sasha's favorite restaurant. She stopped talking to herself in the headphones, and Mark removed them. She leaned over and kissed his cheek, whispering in his ear, "My cunt is always wet and available. It's ok to rape me. I won't say no."
Mark grinned and held her hand.
"You're the best little sister a guy could ever ask for."
He got out and opened her door for her, then escorted her inside. When they entered the restaurant, Sasha was taken aback when she saw Amy, the girl from the sex shop, standing inside the door. The girl's face lit up with desire when she saw the couple. Mark led them over to her.
"Hey there, cuties," Amy greeted them.
"Amy," Mark said and pulled her in for a hug. His hand gently squeezed her ass through her skirt, and Sasha felt a stab of jealousy and arousal. Amy turned to her, and embraced her, too, giving her an open mouthed kiss, which drew stares from other nearby staff and patrons.
"Oh, yum!" Amy exclaimed, "I can't wait to have some fun with you, girl! Look at you, all legs and ass." She winked.
"Thank you," Sasha answered, "You look fu...very nice." her face reddened. She'd almost said that Amy looked fuckable. She could see that the girl had noticed the slip, and was not offended in the least.
"You didn't tell your little sister that I was the third wheel tonight, did you?" Amy asked Mark.
"No. Sasha likes little surprises, right?"
"Pleasant ones."
"Oh, honey, I promise I will be more than pleasant! I will be downright pleasurable." Amy said.
A staff member showed them to their seats, took their drink orders, and bustled away.
"Thank you so much for inviting me. I was really excited to hear from you!" Amy said.
"There was something about you," Mark said, "the other day, and I just knew you would be the perfect fit."
"Oh, I will be. And if it don't fit, you make it fit, I always say," she winked at Sasha, who blushed.
In the back of her mind, Sasha heard her own voice telling her, "There is no such thing as too big...My cunt was made to stretch...A little pain is a lot of pleasure..."
"And if you're worried, Sasha," Amy whispered, "that I know he's your brother, don't be."
"Amy has four brothers," Mark said.
The girl nodded, "talk about a lot of work for one girl. They just call me airtight Amy, if you know what I mean," she said and giggled.
Sasha flushed and gently rubbed her cunt through her dress. Her voice told her, "Having all my holes filled at once is multitasking...There's always room for one more cock..."
The server showed up to take their order, and they spent the next hour chatting amiably. Sasha decided she liked Amy's silly attitude. She was unashamedly filthy, and a complete slut, but she was proud of it. Mark paid their bill, and led the two girls to the car. Amy took the back seat, and chatted away happily with the both of them as Mark drove. A short while later, they pulled into the movie theater.
"Dinner and a movie? Mark, how traditional you are." Amy said.
"Tradition has its charms for first dates, right? Were you expecting a frat party and the swingers club?"
"I wouldn't have said no," Amy answered, "But traditional doesn't mean boring."
"Anything but," Mark said, and got out. He opened the doors for the ladies, and they each took one of his arms. Mark bought them tickets for a movie called "The Boss," which Sasha hadn't heard of. They took seats at the back of the theater, in a secluded corner, and Sasha had flashes back to early high school dating. Amy ate it up.
"I feel so young and sneaky. I hope my mom doesn't find out." she whispered, sitting on one side of Mark, while Sasha took the other.
Sasha pulled up the movie synopsis on her phone while they waited for the lights to dim. The film was about a woman who takes a job as a secretary, and is seduced by her boss into becoming his obedient sex slave. It wasn't a porno, just one of those edgy R-rated ones. The lights dimmed, and they sat through the trailers for the latest summer blockbusters, and those films destined to be forgotten.
Sasha found the movie somewhat interesting, and became more engaged as the woman's relationship with her boss became more erotic. At first, he would just make subtle remarks on her wardrobe, her performance at the office. Soon, she was dressing a little more sexy for him, making small mistakes just so that he'd call her into his office. The little mistakes began to lead to disciplinary action. Spankings, removal of her panties, small humiliations that made the slutty secretary's fuck hole wet all the time for her boss' cock.
Soon, he was dictating the way she dressed, teasing her body, putting things in her cunt and calling them her "panties for the day". Sasha's own cunt grew very wet and excited at the treatment. Her hand began to rub Mark's bulge through his pants. He unzipped and pulled his hard cock out, put his hand on her head and pushed her down. Sasha quietly suckled on his cock.
She could hear Amy and Mark making out a moment later, tongues gently toying with one another, as Sasha sucked him. Sasha felt that little arousing stab of Jealousy again, but it wasn't her place to be mad, was it? She was Mark's obedient suckslave. She was a knob polisher. A meat shaft milker.
"She's such a good girl," she heard Amy say." Mark agreed.
They kissed and whispered to one another as Sasha took care of Mark's hardon. She tried to listen, but it was difficult to catch it all.
"...eat your pussy so good..."
"...when you fuck me with that big dick..."
"...in your ass..."
"...use your slutty little sister's mouth..."
Mark pulled Sasha's warm mouth from his prick and kissed her, too. Sasha's tummy fluttered. Mark tucked his wet dick away. Sasha wasn't sure how the movie ended. She was distracted by the heat in her cunt now, and she just wanted to get home and let Mark put his hard cock back in her mouth. Or, maybe tonight he would fuck her pussy. She almost orgasmed at the mere thought of it. Why didn't he just fuck her stupid cock hole?
Sasha drifted out of the theater, while Amy prattled on about the movie, and how hot it was. They made it to the car, where Mark stroked Sasha's wet cunt the whole drive home. Amy toyed with Sasha's fuck handles from behind her seat, sitting up to whisper filthy things into her ears as they played with her, as though she were a toy.
"Fuckin' love these beautiful tits, Sasha," Amy said, "Can you feel how hard and excited your nipples are? You're one horny little slut, aren't you, baby? Horny little sluts like you always have hard little nipples on their tits," she tugged on Sasha's nipples, making her moan out loud, "Fuck, I love the sound of a hot little fucktoy moaning in pleasure. I'm going to bury my tongue so far in your little cunt tonight, Sasha. I'll bet your pussy tastes so sweet. Your brother says it does. Did you let your brother eat your pretty cunt, Sasha?"
"Uh huh!"
"Fuck, that's dirty. My brother's eat my cunt, too. Sometimes, the four of them take turns sucking my cunt, and fucking my slut mouth."
Sasha squirmed and came on Mark's fingers.
"Oh yeah, that was so good, baby. You like thinking about four guys fucking my mouth, don't you?"
"Yes..."
"You'd probably like to help, wouldn't you? You'd help me suck off all those dicks, swallow all that hot jizz?"
"Fuck, yes!
"You're a hot little cumslut, aren't you, Sasha? Letting all those hard dicks pump their cream into your tummy."
"I love to swallow cum."
"You made your brother really hard when you sucked off those strange men at the beach. He loves that he has a horny little sister that loves sucking cocks. You love making your brother hard, don't you?"
"Ahhh! Yes!"
Amy licked at her ear, pinching her tits.
"Your brother is turning you into a brainless fuckpuppet, isn't he, Sasha?"
"Yes!"
"That's so fucking hot! You only think about fucking now, don't you?"
"All I think about is fucking," Sasha repeated.
"Does it make your cunt wet when you think about your brother making you into a sex toy?"
"My cunt is always wet and available. It's ok to rape me. I won't say no! I wanna be an obedient fuckdoll!"
"Fuck! That's the hottest shit I've ever heard. You're gonna lez off with me tonight, aren't you?"
"I'm a good little lesbo cockslut!" She moaned, as Mark fingered her snatch.
"Your brother's dick will be so hard watching you lick cunt, Sasha."
"I'll be your little slitlicking lezzie, Amy. You can use my tongue to get your pussy off." Sasha said.



Just when Sasha thought she might explode from the stimulation, Mark pulled the car into the driveway. The three of them made their way into the house, where Mark stole another bottle of Pinot Noir from his parents, and poured them all glasses. Surreptitiously, he poured a pinch of an aphrodisiac powder from the sex shop into Sasha's glass. Amy was already in a hot, sloppy makeout session with his sister, hands all over her body. Sasha tried to keep up, but it was so new. She'd never been a dirty little lesbo cuntsucker before.
Taking the wine upstairs, Mark led the way to his bedroom. Amy followed Sasha closely, hands reaching under the girl's dress teasingly. Sasha sipped at her wine as she walked. In the bedroom, Mark turned on some seductive trance playlist, and watched Amy tilt Sasha's wine glass into his sister's mouth. Sasha guzzled it quickly. Amy did the same with hers, and Mark took the glasses, refilling them.
When he turned back, Amy and Sasha were at it again, tongue kissing, Amy aggressively molesting the younger girl's body. She slid Sasha's dress over her head, leaving her completely nude. Amy ate her body up with her eyes, stripping off her own shirt and chucking it to the side. Mark set the wine glasses on a nearby bedside table, and shed his clothes. He joined the two girls.
Amy tilted Sasha's face toward her brother and watched their fiery lip lock. She cupped and fondled Sasha's tits, kissing her neck. Sasha's whole body felt warm and electric. She couldn't ever recall being so turned on, and that was saying something given how keyed up she'd been the last few days. She could feel a little trickle of fuck lube sliding down her leg, her pussy was so wet. Amy's hands caressing her body, Mark's on her ass, the slippery sensation of his tongue in her mouth, were all heightened to a level that was making her feel like an animal.
"That's so nasty, Sasha," Amy whispered in her ear, "The way you tongue fuck your brother's mouth. He loves it. You were made for sex, baby."
Sasha moaned in agreement. She was made for fucking. Her willing holes were designed for pleasure. Her own voice had told her, so it must be true. Amy pushed Sasha, gently, to her knees, where she was confronted with Mark's throbbing erection. She looked up at him and opened her mouth, then felt the hot shaft slide inside. She shook with a little orgasm at the intrusion. Her mouth was a warm hole for her brother to fuck. She could hear Amy and Mark sloppily tongue kissing, as Mark's firm hand held her head and he began rhythmically pumping his meat into her mouth.
"Lay on the bed," Amy told Mark, "and bring your cocksucker with you."
Mark lay back on the bed, and Sasha crawled between his legs, sliding his wet pole back into her mouth. She bobbed her head on it, slashing her little tongue around his crown, teasing the veiny shaft. Then her brain exploded with pleasure and she moaned out loud as Amy's tongue found her dripping slit. For a moment she forgot about Mark's cock as the squirming tongue in her cunt set off fireworks in her body. Mark wasn't going to forget about his cock though, and he took hold of her hair firmly, pushing his dick back into her mouth. Sasha made a satisfying "gluck" as he hit the back of her throat, and felt a gush of hot drool seep out around her lips.
"My hair can serve as a grip for you to guide my mouth down your prick..." Sasha remembered.
She watched him with glassy, fuck-glazed eyes as she went back to sucking, sending pleasant vibrations down his stalk when she moaned. For a moment, Amy disappeared, and Sasha saw her taking a wine glass from the table. She was behind Sasha again a moment later, and that warm, talented tongue returned, lapping at her slut box. Sasha gasped around Mark's prick when she felt a trickle of wine splash on her ass. It rolled down her crack, through her wet gash and coated her cunt. Amy licked it up, and repeated the action. Fuck! The slut was drinking wine off her ass and cunt!
The wonderful tongue stopped what it was doing, and Amy crawled up the bed to join her. She pulled Sasha's head from Mark's cock and kissed her. Sasha tasted wine and cunt in the other girl's mouth, and her body convulsed with a little cum. Amy put her lips around Mark's dick and sucked gently, pushing her head down until his balls touched her chin, her tongue extended from her mouth. She pulled away, and replaced her own mouth with Sasha's. Mark groaned and almost lost control, but he steadied his breathing.
"You're letting sluts lick your cunt while you suck your own brother's cock now, Sasha," Amy told her.
"Mmm hmm!"
"That's so hot, isn't it?"
"Mmm!"
"You're becoming a brainless fucktoy that just thinks about her cunt and cocks, aren't you?"
Sasha orgasmed and moaned around Mark's penis. She knew it was true.
"All I think about is cock and cunt," she agreed, "I'm a dumb slut!"
Amy put Mark's dick back in Sasha's mouth.
"That's ok, Sasha," She said soothingly, cupping Mark's balls with one hand, stroking Sasha's hair with her other, "The world needs dumb little blonde fucktoys for men to empty their balls in, right?"
"Yeth..." She agreed around his dick.
"You don't mind that men empty their balls in you, do you?"
"Mo..."
"It makes your brother's cock hard, knowing his sister is a dumb little blonde fucktoy, doesn't it?"
"Yeth..."
"Your brother is going to fuck me, Sasha."
"Mmmm!"
"Your brother is going to fuck my pussy."
"Mmmmm!"
"Your brother doesn't fuck your pussy, does he?"
"Mmm mmm..."
"But you want him to fuck your pussy, don't you?"
"Yeth!"
"You have a very horny pussy that needs to be fucked, don't you?"
"Yeth!"
"Will you be jealous when your brother fucks my wet pussy, and not yours?"
"Mmm hmm!"
"But it's his choice which slutty hole he wants to fuck, isn't it?"
"Yeth..."
"Why is that, Sasha?"
She pulled her mouth off the cock, stroking it with her hand as she said, "I'm just three warm holes to fuck. He can use me however he pleases."
Amy kissed her, pulled her skirt off and tossed it aside, then straddled Mark's lap, her pert ass toward his face. She felt him grab it in his big hands. Amy took his spit-coated prick in her hand and slapped it against her wet cunt, watching Sasha's eyes follow it. It made wet smacking sounds as little flecks of Sasha's spit fell from it with each slap. Amy put the head at her entrance and slowly slid herself down the shaft.
Sasha watched as Amy's pussy swallowed Mark's throbbing penis, inch by inch, until she finally took it all. Her body shook as she came. Sasha's eyes were wide. Amy's pussy stretched lewdly around her brother's thick fuck meat. The girl ran her hands up her sides, toyed with her nipples, and ran her hands through her dark hair.
"Fuck, that's some good dick!" she said.
She gripped Sasha's hair and directed the slut to her full snatch.
"Lick my cunt, slitsucker," she ordered.
Sasha was so hot inside. She burned with shame, and her jealousy was a stabbing pain. But, she was so fucking turned on by it all. Her brother had his own sister's wet, willing cunt to fuck whenever he wanted to, but instead he was balls deep in a dumb slut he'd only known for a few hours. It made Sasha feel worthless, and that also turned her on. She was a suckslut, good enough to pump semen into her throat, but not good enough for her brother to fuck. If he didn't want to fuck her pussy, how useful was she, really?
She stuck out her tongue and licked up the base of Mark's cock until she hit Amy's protruding clit. Amy shook with pleasure, holding Sasha's hair as she rode the wonderful cock.
"Oh fuck, Sasha," Amy said, "your brother's big cock feels so good!"
Sasha dutifully licked at Amy's pussy, her brother's shaft, his balls. Amy popped the dick out of her cunt, and put it into Sasha's mouth.
"Good girl. Suck that fuck juice off his cock for him. You're such a faithful little suckhole, aren't you Sasha?"
"Mmm hmmm!
Mark pulled Sasha's head from his dick, and pushed Amy onto her back. He pushed her legs back to her shoulders and drove his cock back into her, pounding her cunt with long powerful strokes. She wrapped her legs around his back, her arms around his neck, and pulled his face to hers.
"Rub your horny cunt while he fucks me, Sasha." Amy instructed her.
Mark slowed his thrusts and Sasha watched him and Amy making out as pumped his hard shaft into her welcoming cunt. Sasha rubbed and fingered her cunt, wishing that it was her with that big cock inside her. Their kiss broke, and they just watched each other's eyes, mouths open and panting, smiling.
"I love your fuckin' cock," Amy whispered, "you fuck me so goddamn good!"
"Your pussy's so tight, baby," Mark said.
Sasha listened to them whisper filthy things to one another, watched their tongues playing, the grunts and groans as they fucked, and she came on her fingers. She was a useless slut with no cock in her.
Amy looked at her, masturbating as her brother fucked.
"Sasha wants to get fucked, Mark." Amy whispered, "She's a little blonde fuckpuppet that needs to be fucked."
Mark grinned. He pulled his cock from Amy, reached under the bed and dug through a bag. Amy leaned over the side, and Sasha heard her squeal and say, "Perfect!"
Mark crawled up on the bed toward Sasha, and her breathing quickened. Was he going to fuck her? He pushed her on her back, straddled her chest, and pushed her tits together. His dick slid easily between her cock pillows, as coated with slut slime as it was, and Sasha moaned. She watched his shaft slide in out of her mounds, her mouth open and ready in case Mark needed to fuck it.
A moment later, she felt her cunt opening, and she moaned as it was filled. She came on the thing in her cunt, and Mark pushed his dick into her mouth at the same time, making her orgasm go on longer. He dismounted her, removed his cock and slapped it against her face with a wet smack. Sasha could now see Amy wearing some kind of strap-on dildo, which was buried in Sasha's warm cunt.
"How does my cock feel, Sasha?" Amy asked.
"Fuck! So good! Fuck me!"
Mark stuck his dick back in her suck hole, and fucked it, while Amy slid the cock in and out of her cunt. Sasha's over-excited brain, fueled by days of sexual teasing and the spiked wine, swam with the pleasure she was feeling.
"This is what you were made for, isn't it, Sasha?" Mark asked.
"Yeth!"
"You're a dumb little blonde fuckpuppet, aren't you, baby?" Amy asked.
"Mmm hmm!"
"You're very useful when you're full of cock, aren't you?" said Mark.
*slurp* "I'm useful when I'm full of cock!" *slurp*
"Your slut has an available hole, Mark." Amy noted.
Mark pulled his dick from his sister's mouth and retrieved a purple butt plug from his bag of tricks, tossing it to Amy. Amy pulled her cock from Sasha's meat tube and turned the girl on her side, lifting her leg. Mark began fucking his sister's mouth again. Sasha groaned as Amy used her well-lubricated cunt to lube the butt plug, and then she felt the tip at her anus. Amy pushed, spreading Sasha's butthole open, and then Sasha orgasmed as the toy slid home and the base touched her skin.
Amy lay on her side, behind Sasha, and slid her strap-on cock back inside the blonde fuckpuppet. Sasha squealed as she was filled up in all three holes at once. Amy's hand reached around and tugged at Sasha's hard nipples. Sasha was completely gone in a haze of fuck-lust. As Mark fucked into her mouth, Amy pulled the cock back, and then pushed it in as Mark pulled back. They developed a rhythm, using Sasha's body.
Finally, Mark couldn't handle it anymore. He blew his big load into his sister's mouth. Amy pushed her cock all the way into Sasha's cunt at the same time, and she came violently, choking on the sperm spewing into her mouth, legs shaking, Amy pinching and pulling her nipples. Mark withdrew and collapsed on the bed, covered in sweat. Amy pulled her cock from Sasha's convulsing cunt, and turned her around. She stuck her tongue into Sasha's mouth and tasted Mark's creamy load on his sister's tongue. She reached around and slowly pulled the base of the toy from Sasha's asshole, dropping it to the floor. She discarded the strap-on, likewise, and then lay back with Sasha, stroking her hair, running her hands over her sweaty body, and raping her mouth with her horny tongue. Sasha felt warm all over as she drifted off to sleep, Amy's tongue probing her mouth.



        Sasha's Obsession Pt. 05

        Sasha is game night entertainment.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/sashas-obsession-pt-05

Title: Sasha's Obsession Pt. 05

Author: Hamlin

Category: Incest/Taboo

Description: Sasha is game night entertainment.

Tags: gang bang, slut, bro sis, brainwashing, teen, anal, oral

Series: Sasha's Obsession


Author's note: In fucktastic fantasy land, football is played in the summer. Also, Mark is an asshole.
Ain't No Fun If The Homies Can't Have None
The steady rocking of the bed brought Sasha to bleary-eyed wakefulness, and she cracked her tired eyes open to the early morning sun streaming through the curtains. Amy grunted as Mark held her legs spread and drove his prick into her repeatedly. Sasha watched, quietly rubbing her cunt. Amy noticed her, and turned to gaze into Sasha's eyes with a delighted, fuck-crazed smile on her face.
Sasha watched the girl's expressions as she was fucked. Her dreamy eyes half-closed when she came, but she never stopped watching Sasha watching her get fucked. There was something unbelievably hot about it. Sasha orgasmed on her fingers as she realized that she had literally awoken, and the first thing she'd thought of was fucking.
"All I think about is fucking...I am made for sex...I am a fucktoy designed for men to pump semen into..." said her voice.
Amy squealed happily as Mark bottomed out in her cunt and came, filling the dark-haired girl with his semen. Sasha saw the look on Amy's face, and was pleased that Amy was fulfilling her purpose. She was a good cum dumpster. Amy was a useful fuck hole being filled with sperm and providing pleasure to a horny dick.
Mark pulled his cummy dick out of Amy's snatch and put it into Sasha's mouth. She obediently sucked the slimy mess off it, and orgasmed on her fingers. She was a useful fuck hole being filled with sperm and providing pleasure to a horny dick. Mark withdrew, finished with her for the time being, and left the room. Down the hall, she could hear the shower come on. Amy twisted her body, until her spread legs were facing Sasha.
"Come get your breakfast, suckslut," she said, beckoning Sasha.
Her voice told her, "I want to be a good gash lasher...Sucking warm cunts full of semen makes my stupid head happy..."
She obediently licked at Amy's full pussy, happy to extract her brother's load from the other girl's insides. Amy held her head, humping her face.
"Fuck yes! Tongue out my spermy gash! Good girl, Sasha! Get that dirty incest cream in your slut mouth."
Amy orgasmed on her face, expelling some of the semen that had been too deep for her tongue onto Sasha's wet face. Amy got to her knees, pushed Sasha onto her back, and licked the gooey mess from her face, trading sloppy kisses with the other girl.
"Oh, shit," Amy said, "I could fuckin' lez off with your pretty cunt all day."
She put her head between Sasha's legs and sucked at her slit like a good little clam muncher, sliding her hands up and down Sasha's legs, tummy, tits. Once Sasha had spurted her girl cum onto Amy's lips a couple of times, Amy helped her up and dragged her into the shower that Mark had just vacated. She washed and molested Sasha's body until the water grew cold, and then led her, naked, back to the bedroom. Sasha stopped in the doorway. On the bed were the earphones, the blindfold, and the restraints.
"Tied up sluts are easier to rape..." her voice told her.
"I'm going to take Amy back to her car," Mark said, and beckoned her over.
"Oh, this looks fun!" Amy said, and pushed Sasha back onto the bed.
Amy put the cuffs around Sasha's wrists, while Mark did her legs. Then, she slipped the blindfold over Sasha's eyes, and placed the headphones over her ears. A moment later, something vibrated gently against her pussy. Her voice began speaking to her.
"Making decisions is hard...Having to choose makes my cunt dry up...A dry cunt is a worthless cunt...My cunt is always wet and available...I am an obedient and useful fuckpet..."
The vibrating thing against her cunt teased her mercilessly, providing only enough stimulation to keep her on edge as she spoke to herself.
"Being forcibly raped by strangers makes me cum...Decisions should be left to men with hard cocks...I am afraid when I have to make choices...I am a brainless sex doll...Being used as a masturbation device makes me wet..."
Sasha had no sense of how long she lay there as her cunt burned with need, listening to her own voice in her head reinforcing the fact that she was a dumb slut that was only useful for raping. Finally, she felt the vibration stop as the thing was taken away. It was replaced by a warm tongue and it took only seconds for her to orgasm, but she wanted more. She felt a spongy cockhead at her slit, teasing her, as usual. Then, it was gone and the blindfold was being removed. She shut her eyes against the light that she knew was going to burn. The restraints were undone as she slowly regained her sight, and saw Mark uncuffing her legs.
He didn't remove the headphones, and her voice kept speaking to her, happily. She was an eager meat hole. Saying no really means please. He ran his hands over her body, molesting her tits, sticking his thumb into her mouth. Sasha could hardly stand it. She needed to cum so badly. Mark removed the headphones, and set them on the bedside table.
He kissed her, snaking his tongue into her mouth, pressing his body against hers. His toned chest was hot against her naked tits as he sucked at her tongue. She felt Mark's hand between her legs, rubbing that hot fuck oil on her slit and ass, and her pussy became even warmer. He pinched her nipple, and the remainder of the oil spread that same warm feeling to her tit. Then, Mark pushed the entire length of his cock into her pussy.
It took a moment for her mind to register that her brother's throbbing, hot penis was balls deep inside of her, and when the reality hit her she had the biggest orgasm of her life, screaming her pleasure out as she fucked her hips against him.
"Your brother's big dick is inside of your cunt, Sasha," he breathed in her ear, and began to gently pump his prick in and out of her, "you're getting fucked by your big brother,"
"Oh, fuck!" she breathed, "fuck..."
"Being fucked by your brother is incest, isn't it?"
"Mmmm...Yes!" Sasha felt tears in her eyes. She'd done it. Mark was fucking her, and it was everything she'd wanted.
"Incest is wrong, Sasha. But you love it, don't you?"
"I love it," she agreed, and kissed him, "I'm such a good fuckpuppet for my big brother's cock,"
"You let your brother make you into a sextoy that only thinks about fucking, didn't you, Sasha?"
She came again, humping her soaking cunt against his cock. He continued that slow, deep thrusting into her.
"I'm a sextoy that only thinks about fucking," she agreed.
"Your horny pussy feels so good, Sasha."
Sasha felt elated! Her pussy was so good. She was so good. Her brother was using her warm cunt to jerk off his horny prick! Mark pulled his cock out of her, and flipped her over onto her tummy, a moment later, she was stuffed full of his bloated prick again from behind. His hips crashed against her wobbling ass cheeks with each thrust of his cock, and she moaned loudly as her cunt spasmed and came again.
Mark's body weight came down on her, and his arm slipped around her neck, firmly, but not enough to choke her. He held her in place and fucked her cunt with long, powerful strokes, the head of his penis sliding over her g-spot each time he pulled back and pushed back in. Then, the long thrusts became short ones, and he was pushing just a couple inches of his cock in and out of her entrance, which had the effect of continuously rubbing that same spot with the ridges of his cockhead, until Sasha had a leg-kicking orgasm. She gripped the sheets, drooling as the feeling flowed through her whole body.
"Ahhhhhhhoooow!" Sasha wailed, as he suddenly drove the fat head of his cock into her ass. She felt tears in her eyes.
She recalled all the bad porn stories she'd read that had lines like "his dick slid easily into her asshole." That was a fucking lie. There was nothing easy about it. Her ass might have been soaked in the warm lube, and a mix of her cum and Mark's precum, but it still hurt. A lot.
"Crying is not a reason to stop fucking my asshole..." she remembered. She was a good fuckpuppet. She had three warm holes for cock. It was Mark's choice which one he wanted to put his penis in. She should be grateful that he wanted to fuck her.
His cock popped out, and he gathered more of her slut honey on his cockhead, and then pushed it back in. Sasha screamed again, but it wasn't quite as bad this time. Mark repeated the exercise, over and over, until her screams became whimpers when his cockhead pushed past her sphincter. Then a new kind of pain began as his wet cock worked its way deeper into her ass. She screamed again, and then had an orgasm when Mark told her that her ass was a good fuck. He spanked her, and then rested, breathing deeply as he let her have a moment to get used to the stretched out feeling.
Her blonde hair stuck to her sweating face, and she breathed deeply. Then Mark began to slowly pull his cock back. She felt more of the warm oil dripping onto her ass, and then he pulled out completely, spreading her cheeks as still more oil fell into her stretched hole. Then, he was back inside of her, prick worming its way into her insides. The lube helped, and now she was taking his thick meat more easily.
The pain gave way to a pleasurable feeling, and soon he was sawing his cock in and out of her asshole much more easily. He humped her butt, using one hand to reach around and play with her clit as she took his cock up her round booty again and again. She felt it begin to twitch, and she could tell he was ready to cum. His cock slid from her anus with a small pop, and he drove it back into her cunt.
"Mark I'm not on the pill..." she said, but it was too late.
He plastered her insides with a spray of hot semen, roaring like an animal as he pumped the full load from his balls inside of her. Sasha came again as she thought about her brother getting her pregnant. Her mother would call her an incestuous, brother fucking baby maker. Her own father would rape her pregnant cunt. Mark just held his penis inside of her, as her pussy milked it.
Some time later she was showered, and sitting, naked, at the table devouring a club sandwich and soda with french fries. She didn't know that Mark had spiked the soda with another packet of the aphrodisiac powder. Her ass was sore, and her cunt was warm and wet. There were moments when she was terrified, thinking of her brother's sperm inside her, and the possibility that even now she was pregnant. The same thought had her pressing her legs together as she became so aroused that she wanted to finger fuck herself until she came.
Mark didn't seem the least bit concerned. He'd just told her it was ok, and if she was that it didn't matter. He'd take care of her. That was good. She didn't feel comfortable making decisions. Decisions should be made by men with hard cocks. She was afraid of making choices. It was ok if her brother knocked up her incestuous cunt. Her cunt was a warm hole for semen.
She felt better. She found Mark in the den on the couch, and snuggled on the couch with him while he watched football. He put his arm around her and kissed her head, dick pressed against her ass. Sasha watched the men running back and forth on the field. She found her mind wandering, thinking about how big their dicks were. She pictured them in the locker room, naked, cocks swinging as they showered. Did they have the dumb blonde cheerleaders sucking on their cocks before the game? Were they gangbanging one in the locker room, afterwards, charged with adrenaline, dicks pounding into her holes and spilling their seed inside? Dumb blonde fucktoys in tiny skirts. Like her.
"I need to make a trip to the store for some snacks. A couple of the guys are going to come by tonight for the game. Do you wanna come?"
Cum. She wanted to cum. She shook her head. That wasn't the right context. All she thought about was fucking. She had to make a decision. Did she want to go to the store, where everyone would know she was a slut that just got filled with her brother's semen? Did she want to stay home?
"If you'd like me to come with you, sure!" She said happily, and she felt better. Decisions should be made by men with hard cocks, not dumb little blonde fuckpets with cunts full of warm cum.
"Of course. Why don't you put some clothes on, and we'll go."
Sasha nodded and went upstairs. Now this was a decision that she could make. She fished out a tight red skirt from her closet, and paired it with a slinky v-neck. No panties or bra necessary. She hadn't been asked to wear any. She slipped on a pair of sexy pumps, and tied her hair back into a ponytail. The ponytail would make it easy to yank her hair back if she acted like a disobedient bitch, or just direct her head to cock more easily.
She met Mark downstairs, where he put her headphones on and led her to the car. This was her new normal. She settled into her seat, allowing her own voice to brainwash her further into sexual servitude, while her brother teased her cunt. Fuck, she was so horny.
"My pussy should always be bare and ready for cock...sluts with cunt hair are sluts that don't care...Naked is natural...:"
There was a slick coating of fuck nectar on the leather seat by the time Mark parked the car at the grocery store. He removed her headphones, and together they walked into the store. Sasha felt incredibly turned on. It was difficult to think about anything except the squishing between her legs as she walked. Seemingly every man they passed devoured her body, taking in her hard nipples poking through her top, the thin glistening streaks evident between her thighs, her flushed cheeks. They could probably smell the scent of her sex, and were all fighting their base instinct to mate with her.
"They want to mate with me," she hissed at Mark in a husky voice, "I can see it. They're all thinking about fucking me."
"They are," he agreed, "I can smell your horny pussy just standing next to you. If I weren't here, you would probably get raped."
A little moan escaped Sasha's mouth, but she choked it off. Mark handed her a big cucumber and she stared at it dumbly, wondering if it would fit in her cunt.
"For the cucumber salad," he said, "not for you."
She shook her head and placed it in the cart. Her eyes drifted over the bananas, and various phallic-shaped gourds, mouth watering.
"All I think about is cocks and cunt..." her voice told her. It was true.
"Can you grab those chips, there," Mark asked, pointing to a bag on the bottom shelf.
Sasha bent over, baring her glistening cunt to an elderly couple behind them. The old man coughed, and his wife gasped in shock, pulling him quickly down the aisle. Mark grinned, watching the old man look back over his shoulder. Sasha handed Mark the chips. Then, he needed some dip from the top shelf. While Mark was a good height, the shelf was just out of reach. He suggested that he would boost Sasha just a bit so that she could grab it.
Sasha agreed, and Mark put his hand between her legs, his middle finger sliding into her cunt as he lifted her. This caused Sasha to orgasm immediately, while she was lifted into the air. She moaned out loud, drawing the attention of every shopper nearby. Of course, they could all see up her skirt. Her whole body turned a shade of red. She quickly tried to compose herself and grabbed the stupid dip. Mark let her down.
"You did that on purpose!" She hissed, "you knew I'd cum!"
He grinned like a mad genius and chuckled. The other shoppers muttered to themselves, and drifted away. She heard words like, "slut," "whore," "shameful," and "hussie." They were right.
The deli was torture for Sasha. Every case, every display, was filled with dicks. Rather, her mind turned all the long slabs of meat into dicks. By the time Mark was finished picking sausages to make snack trays with, Sasha was wiping drool from the corners of her mouth and resisting the urge to just lay on the floor and finger bang herself.
Their last stop was the pharmacy, where Mark bought her a supply of morning after pills. Instead of using the automatic checkout, he made her go through the line with a human cashier. She had to stand in line, being ogled by two older women, who gave her disgusting looks. The cashier was a girl her own age, and Sasha knew she had seen her at school, but she couldn't remember her name. She rang up the pills, did not bag them, and handed them back to Sasha in full view of the people in line behind her. She mumbled a thank you, and hurried to where Mark waited for her.
By the time they made it back to the car, she was a mess. She was visibly sweating, her breathing ragged. Her chest heaved, and there was an animal look in her eyes. She was long overdue for an orgasm.
"Will you take me home and fuck me? Please? I'll be the best little blonde cockpocket for you," she begged, rubbing Mark's cock through his pants, "you can fuck my ass, my pussy, my mouth, my tits. Please?"
Mark reached into the back seat and rifled through the bags. He turned back to Sasha holding a foot long sausage, which he unwrapped and handed to her. She knew exactly what he wanted her to do with it. She spread her legs and plunged the fat stick of meat into her gushing meat wallet and groaned.
"I'm going to cut that up later for the snack tray," Mark explained, "my friends are all going to taste your cunt tonight."
Sasha cried out and came all over the seat, with a foot long sausage halfway in her cunt, while sitting in the middle of a busy grocery store parking lot. Even with the window up, her cry of pleasure drew a look from the surprised woman getting into the car parked next to them. Mark casually backed out of his parking space, leaving the woman gaping after them.
Mark stopped momentarily at a stop bar in the parking lot, put the headphones over Sasha's ears, and smiled as his sister went to town on her pussy with the sausage. He listened to her repeat the words playing in the headphones, punctuated with small mewls of pleasure or howls when she came really hard.
"I am a wet, loving sexpet," she said, "I need cock cream in me daily. A dry cunt is a bad cunt..."
They arrived home and Sasha, reluctantly, pulled the sausage from her sopping fuck hole. She wanted to put it in her mouth, but Mark took it away and wrapped it in its bag. She knew he wanted her slut slime all over it when his friends ate it, and that made her hot. The voice in her headphones stopped, and she took them off. She helped Mark carry in the groceries, and they laid out their goods on the table.
Preparing snacks for Mark's friends should have taken her mind off her needy fuck hole. However, it did not. It was particularly difficult to cut up the sausage that had just been shoved up her cunt. Not that the task itself was in any way difficult. It was just that she kept thinking about how three guys that she had known for years were about to shovel mouthfuls of her cunt honey into their mouths, unknowingly. The two siblings prepared salads, chip trays with dips, pretzels, and brought them into the living room.
Mark took Sasha upstairs, where he presented her with a slutty cheerleader uniform, consisting of a tiny, red, frilly skirt and matching red top that would leave her tummy bare and show off a generous amount of cleavage. It has a university-style "S" in the center. S is for slut, she thought. Sasha is a subservient slut toy.
She watched the pre-game with Mark, while they waited for company to arrive. As evening approached the doorbell rang, and Sasha went to answer it. The first guest to arrive was Craig. He carried himself with the self-assurance of a man that knows he is handsome, but not exactly cocky. He was quick with a smile, and came across as a bit of a pig, but not in a demeaning sort of way. He wore a baseball cap over his closely-cropped dark hair, and his eyes fucked her as soon as she opened the door.



"Fuck! Sasha?" He exclaimed, stunned by the sight of her twin peaks and long legs, blonde hair in a ponytail. She looked every bit the naughty cheerleader.
"Hey, Craig," she said, nervously.
"I said, goddamn! You look superb." He set down a case of beer and pulled her into a hug. Sasha felt his cock stir as he pressed her body against his, and his big hand palmed her ass beneath the tiny skirt. There was no way he could have missed that she was sans-panties.
He grinned, and picked up the case of beer, taking it to the fridge.
"You really went all out for game night, didn't you," he said, "just missing your pom poms."
"Well, I wanted to make the night fun for you guys." She answered, playing nervously with her ponytail.
"It's working." he answered, and handed her a beer.
He carried two more, and handed one to Mark upon entering the living room. They greeted each other, and Craig took a seat in one of the recliners. Sasha sat next to Mark, sipping on her beer, her legs spread so that Craig would be able to see her wet cunt.
"My cunt is always wet and available...It's ok to rape me...I won't say no..." her voice told her.
Craig choked on his beer as he looked their way, and tried to play it off. Mark pretended not to notice. The doorbell rang again, and Sasha went to get it. Craig watched her ass as she left the room, and then turned to Mark.
"Dude! Sasha seems a little...different?" He said.
"Hadn't noticed," Mark said, eyes on the TV.
"You're fucking with me, aren't you? You sick fuck."
"Don't know what you mean, buddy."
"Your sister just flashed her pussy at me, man!"
"Did you like it?" Mark asked.
Craig gave him an odd look, assessing.
"She's your sister, so..."
"So? It doesn't mean you can't like her pussy."
Craig didn't say anymore. He sipped his beer with an odd expression on his face.
Sasha met Brad, the next guest at the door. Of all of Mark's friends, she liked Brad the least. It wasn't that she disliked him, exactly. He was just the stereotypical rude, arrogant, womanizer of the group. He was good looking, his family had money, and he had always looked at her like a piece of meat. That look was evident on his face as he saw her uniform.
"Well, damn, Sash. You finally decided to dress up nice for me. The slutty cheerleader look is dead on for you."
She could smell liquor on his breath already as he pulled her in and hugged her, his hand cupping her ass, squeezing, stroking. Sasha moaned in his ear.
"I think this is gonna be a good night," he said, letting her go, "Maybe I can give you a little halftime entertainment. Show you how to penetrate the defense."
Sasha blushed, and somehow managed not to tell him that her cunt was wet and available. That it was ok to rape her. She wouldn't say no. Brad brushed past her, a bottle of whiskey in his hand. Before she'd managed to close the door, Rogan was walking in. Rogan was, perhaps, the most gentlemanly of the group. Sasha was sure he'd always had a crush on her, but she'd only had eyes for forbidden fruit. Rogan was always very kind, quiet, preferring to speak only when he had something to say.
"Hey, Sasha," he said, and his eyes roamed over her, confused, "You look, um, really nice tonight."
Unlike the others, he did not pull her in and grope her, so she did it for him. Wrapping her arms around him, she pushed her horny cunt against his crotch. He could feel her hard nipples in the slutty top, and he blushed.
"Hi, Rogan," She said quietly, "Thank you for coming tonight. I hope you have a lot of fun!"
"Uh, yeah. I think I will."
She followed him into the living room, where he was greeted warmly by all his friends.
"Sasha!" Brad yelled, "Do a cheer for us!" he whooped, and everyone looked at her expectantly.
"Um, go team!" She yelled, thrusting her arms in the air, and planting them on her hips.
"Good, but cheerleaders usually jump, don't they guys?" Brad asked, grinning at her, "You know, so their boobs shake and the crowd gets excited."
"The crowd is already excited," Craig commented, looking at her legs.
Sasha's cunt felt so warm, with four men staring at her body. It was obvious that they all wanted to fuck her. They wanted to hold her down and put their dicks inside of her, fill her warm holes with sperm.
She did a little leap in the air, shouting her cheer, "Go team!" The action caused her skirt to flip up, and her tits to bounce, just as Brad had known they would. There was an audible gasp from their three guests as Sasha flashed her bare pussy at them. Brad clapped for her.
"That's what I'm talking about. Well done, babe." He said, and took a swig of his whiskey.
Sasha flushed. All of their eyes were on her body as she rounded the couch and took a seat next to Mark, legs spread. She could see that they all wanted to ask her what the fuck was going on, but none of them could manage to get the words out. They were still stuck on the social norm that stated that one should not directly ask a girl about her bare cunt in front of her brother.
While they kept sneaking looks at her body, especially as they consumed more alcohol, they were also intent on the game. Well into the first quarter, Sasha stood and took a snack tray around. Mark smiled when she picked up the sausage, crackers, and cheese. All of the men's eyes watched her ass as she took the tray around, bending over to offer the snacks. While she was bent over in front of Craig, first, the other three men were all watching her pussy wink at them. She was clearly wet and aroused. She took the tray to Brad next, giving Craig the same view of her horny cunt.
"Now that is service with a sideways smile," Brad remarked, making Sasha blush. He seemed to really take his time in selecting just the right snacks, while ogling her tits.
"Damn, this is good sausage," Craig commented, and Sasha moaned quietly. Craig was tasting her cunt.
"Special recipe," Mark said.
"Fuck, man. Don't tell me you spit on it or some shit." Craig joked.
They all laughed. Sasha took the tray to Rogan next, and he quickly snatched some of the snacks.
"Thank you, Sasha." He said, trying not to ogle her tits.
"Does anyone need another drink?" She asked. The three beer drinkers all did.
She made her way to the kitchen. At the same time, Brad excused himself to the bathroom. Instead, he rounded the corner, and came into the kitchen through the hall entrance. He watched Sasha, dick hard in his pants, as she entered the kitchen. He pulled his cock out and came up behind her, putting his hand over her mouth and bending her over the table. Sasha gasped in surprise.
"Don't say a fucking thing, Sasha," Brad hissed in her ear, "fuck you're such a cocktease, aren't you?"
Brad's cock sank into her wet pussy and Sasha groaned.
"This is what you wanted, isn't it? Flashing your cunt to everyone in that tiny skirt. You're begging to get fucked, aren't you?"
As horny as she was, Sasha's mind was only now catching up to the fact that she was being raped over the table by her brother's friend. This was the same guy whose parents had bought her an entire Barbie playset when she was four, and she'd unwrapped it at her birthday party on this same table. They'd played kickball together as kids. He'd practically been family. Now his pulsing shaft was inside her cunt. She orgasmed, moaning through his fingers over her mouth.
"Fuck! You just came, didn't you? I never knew you were such a hot slut! Your fucking pussy is just as good as I imagined it would be."
He pumped her hard for a few more minutes, and then pulled out without cumming.
"Not a fuckin' word, slut." He hissed, and then he was gone.
Sasha lay over the table, legs spread, a trickle of fuck juice running down her leg. She reached between her legs and frigged her cunt.
"I am not a rape victim. I am a rapetoy...Dumb little blonde fuckpuppets are made for cock..."
She came again on her fingers. In a daze, she straightened her ridiculous skirt, and used a napkin from the table to clean the slut slime from her inner thighs. With shaky hands, she retrieved four beers from the fridge and made her way back to the living room. The second quarter of the game had begun. She handed beers around, opened her own and chugged, hoping it would calm her beating heart. Taking her seat next to Mark, she glanced at Brad, who winked at her and sipped from his bottle.
The second quarter of the game passed without incident. Sasha made another trip to the kitchen for beer, watching her back this time. She wasn't sure if she was hoping that someone else would fuck their cock into her, or not. Her head was very fuzzy from the beer, her arousal, and the aphrodisiac powder Mark had fed her earlier. She only knew that if she did get raped, that it was ok. She wouldn't say no. Nobody had shown up to fuck her, though, and she returned with the beer.
At half time, the men made lewd comments about the skimpy clothes that the performers were wearing as they danced around to some hip-hop track. When the cheerleaders came out and did a routine, Craig commented that Sasha was a hotter cheerleader than any of the girls on TV. This led to some debate as to whether Sasha should try to perform the same moves the cheerleaders were doing.
She felt butterflies in her tummy as she thought about all those high kicks the girls were doing. For one, she wasn't flexible enough to high kick. Secondly, the girls were wearing cheer panties. Sasha was not. Any sort of kick would give the guys even more views of her bald, wet cunt, and she found that both exciting and scary. She could already tell that they were barely holding themselves back from ravishing her.
"There's no way I could kick that high." She commented.
"Let's see," Mark said, and pulled her off the couch.
He turned Sasha around in front of the TV, so that she was facing the three men seated around the room.
"I'll help," he said, and took her leg in his hand. He held her waist, and lifted her leg up into the air, spreading her wide open. As expected, her nude fuck hole was on clear display for everyone, and she flushed.
"That's good," Mark commented, and let her leg down. He repeated the action with her other leg. The guys all groaned.
"Hey, what about that pyramid thing they do?" Brad suggested.
"Great idea!" Mark exclaimed, "we'll need a hand."
Craig and Brad were on their feet in an instant, but Rogan stayed on the couch, an uncertain look on his face. He felt disappointed. He'd always thought Sasha was a nice girl, but here she was with a naked pussy in front of all of them, and clearly aroused.
Craig and Brad each took one of Sasha's legs in their hands.
"On three," Mark said.
He counted down, and on three Brad and Craig lifted her legs, while Mark lifted her by the ass. Sasha squealed as her legs were spread, and the three of them carried her about the room like a trophy. They put her down, then, all of them taking a turn at groping her ass and pussy. Sasha squirmed in heat. She could hardly stand all the petting and teasing.
"You're a good sport, Sash." Craig said, and licked his finger.
"You guys are so bad!" she teased, "especially you!" she punched Mark in the chest playfully.
"Don't blame the guy," Brad said, "If you were my sister, I'd be fucking you all the time. No offense bro."
"Yeah, Sasha. You're totally hot in that little skirt," Craig agreed, "and you must know what you're doing to us all, running around with no panties. What's up with the cockteasing shit, anyway?"
"I'm not teasing," she said, before she could stop herself.
She could practically hear their dicks hardening.
"Who needs another beer?" Rogan said, trying to distract them.
Brad and Craig coughed and retook their seats, adjusting their pants. All the beer drinkers opted for another round, which Rogan excused himself to get. Mark, too, retook his seat. As Sasha made to sit down next to him, though, he instead pulled her onto his lap. He spread her legs to either side of his, but did not touch her, as he had previously in this position. Instead, he just let her sit there as the halftime show came to a close. Rogan returned with the beers, glancing at Sasha uncomfortably, as she perched on her brother's lap.
"How about a bet?" Brad asked.
"Like what?" Craig chimed in.
"Next fumble. Which player makes it? Winner gets Sasha on his lap until the next point is scored."
"I'll take that bet." Craig agreed.
"I'm in." Mark said.
They looked at Rogan. He didn't look all that happy, but he agreed.
"What if no one wins?" Sasha asked.
"Then you get to rotate," Mark said, "everyone gets you for 2 minutes."
"So I'm the communal lap toy? You all just get to grind me on your boners for two minutes?"
"This is quickly becoming the best game ever." Craig said.
"You are the communal lap toy, yes." Mark said, grinding her against his boner.
"Hey, no fair," Brad complained, "the bet hasn't even started."
"House advantage," Brad said, and held Sasha's hips, rocking her back and forth on his lap. Her wet pussy left a visible wet spot on his jean shorts.
The guys quickly made their bets, naming off the next player that they believed would be a clutz. Mark's two minutes ended, and he gracefully set Sasha on the couch next to him. As fate would have it, Craig won the bet. He whooped and beckoned Sasha over, his arms outstretched for his prize. Sasha settled on his lap, ass against his hardon. She could feel that it was thick. She wished they'd stop toying with her, and one of them would just stuff a cock into her already.
Mark started a timer on his phone, and the next bet was made. They all watched Craig molest Sasha's body. He gripped her hips and ground her pussy against him, slid his hands under her skirt and made her groan as he rubbed her cunt. He pulled her against his chest and groped her tits through the top, and then under it. By the time the two minutes were up, there was a wet spot on Craig's shorts and Sasha was trembling.
She retook her seat, and everyone cheered for her. She was unmolested for the remainder of the third quarter, but on the first play of the fourth there was another fumble. This time, there was no winner. Sasha began with Mark, as he was closest. This time he was not shy about feeling up her body. His cock was raging, the memory of Sasha's warm pussy wrapped around him that morning emboldened him.
"Fuck, that's hot, dude!" Craig exclaimed.
"I told you, man. If Sasha were my sister, I'd be fucking that pussy." Brad said.
Rogan stayed silent. He was next in line, though, and did not complain when Sasha straddled his lap and laced her arms around his neck. His face red, the blushing boy let his arms grasp Sasha's hips. He tried to look up into her eyes, but she had her head thrown back, lips parted as she panted with lust. He'd always thought Sasha a cute, quiet, and good girl. He supposed he was wrong, and he felt sad about that. Still, it didn't stop biology from doing its job, and his dick was very rigid as Sasha ground herself against it.
She finished by giving him a little kiss on the forehead, her green eyes misty as she looked at him hungrily. Finally, she came to Brad, who looked at her smugly. Aside from her brother, he was the only one that knew how her wet pussy felt. Though he'd only raped her for a couple of minutes, she felt flush as he pulled her onto his lap. Brad was happy to take liberties with her body, his hands roaming, tugging her nipples and making her yelp, caressing her tummy, rubbing her clit with his fingers, his face buried in her neck. That was just the first 30 seconds.
"Need to get a little more comfortable," he said, and fished his cock out of his loose-fitting basketball shorts.
For a moment, everyone thought he was going to slide it up her cunt, but instead, the heavy piece of meat lay against his belly, and he took hold of Sasha's hips. He slid her wet slit back and forth over his cock.
"Jesus," Craig remarked, "Should have thought of that."
He was visibly groping his hard dick in his pants, on the verge of pulling it and jerking it right there. This was quickly turning into one of the nastiest nights of his life, and the way Sasha was moaning, and Mark's couldn't give a fuck attitude about his buddies screwing around with his sister, it was about to devolve into something much nastier.
"Ooooh fuck! I'm gonna cum!" Sasha said, eyes closed as she leaned back against Brad, sliding her pussy along his shaft, while he held a hip in one hand and squeezed a tit in the other. Though it had been just over a minute since the pussy slide had begun, it seemed as though several minutes had ticked by. Then Sasha did cum, her body shaking. She tried to clamp her legs closed, but Brad wasn't having it. He held them apart so that everyone could see her quivering cunt, his fingers frigging her clit.
"Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!" Sasha repeated.
"You've got one hot little pussy, Sash." Brad said.
"It's always wet and available," Sasha answered, "it's ok to rape me. I won't say no."
There was a collective gasp from everyone but Mark, who just grinned.
"Dude," Craig said to him, "If you don't punch me in the face right now, I'm going to fuck your sister."
"Sounds like she's wet and available," Mark said, sipping on his beer, phone in hand, filming the whole thing, "You heard her."
Craig stood up and dropped his pants, attempting to remove them along with his shoes, socks, and shirt all at once. He wasn't born with enough hands. Brad slid his cock inside of Sasha's ready meat hole, and she moaned deep in her throat. Craig took hold of her ponytail, and pulled her mouth to his, their tongues clashing, making wet smacking sounds.
"You ready to suck some dick, Sasha?" He asked.
"My mouth is a warm hole for you to fuck." she answered.
"Fuck, that's the nastiest shit I've ever heard." He said, and pushed his dick into her open mouth.
She gyrated her hips on Brad's flesh pole, and Craig kept a firm hold on her ponytail as he fucked her face. He was aware of Mark standing off to the side filming the whole thing, but he was far too drunk and horny to care. Sasha made little wet glurking sounds as her throat was invaded.
"Why don't we take this party upstairs?" Mark suggested.
Craig, the musclebound fuck that he was, lifted Sasha off of Brad's dick. She screeched as he flipped her upside down, so that her pussy was at mouth level, and plunged his tongue into it.
"Fuck man," Brad exclaimed, "My dick was just in there, you nasty bastard."
"Gib a fk!" Craig replied, mouth full of Sasha's pussy. He pushed his dick forward into her shrieking mouth, and carried her up the stairs.
Mark followed. Brad and Rogan gave each other an astonished glance. Brad shimmied out of his shorts, tossed his shirt, and darted up the stairs. Rogan warred with himself. This was sick. He should leave. He shouldn't be party to this foul fuckup of a night. But there was something about it that was also calling to him. It was like watching a trainwreck in slow motion. With a sigh, he took the stairs slowly, approaching the sound of Sasha's screams.
By the time Mark entered the room, Brad not far behind, Sasha was spread on her bed with Craig's dick pistoning in and out of her squishing cunt. Her legs were over his shoulders, his hands holding her ass cheeks. The ridiculous cheer top was skewed sideways, and one of her tits jiggled enticingly out in the open.
"Oh yes! Bury that fuck stick in my cunt," She said, "use me to jerk yourself off!"
"Goddamn it Sasha!" Craig said, stroking her deeply, "when did you get to be such a horny bitch?"
Sasha came around his cock, bucking her hips up to meet his thrusts, hissing, "I'm an obedient bitch. You can fuck me anytime you want!"



Brad turned her head to the side and stuck his dick in her mouth. Mark moved about the filthy threesome, capturing every angle. Brad had one hand on Sasha's head, the other tugging her nipples. He pushed his skin pipe to the back of her throat and gagged her, sending a spurt of drool out the side of her mouth. The two guys developed a nice rhythm for some time, fucking the little blonde more thoroughly than she'd ever been.
"You ever take it up the ass, Sash?" Craig asked.
Brad extracted his wet from her mouth, eager to hear the answer. She did not disappoint.
"You can deposit your semen wherever you see fit. I'm your pleasure toy tonight, and sticky cum is the only reward I need!"
Rogan felt sick. He had been wrong. Sasha was just a dumb slut. How had he ever crushed on this girl?
Brad and Craig shared a nod. Brad lay down on the bed, and Craig hefted Sasha in his big arms. His cock popped out of her with a wet squish, and he turned her around, depositing her on Brad's flag post. He slid into her wet hole easily. Craig bent her forward, and worked at her ass until he was able to get the slippery head of his cock inside of her. Fuck. They always made it look so easy in pornos, but this was an uncoordinated clusterfuck.
Finally, Sasha let out a wail as he made it inside of her. Her legs shook, and Mark captured it all on camera. Craig, brow furrowed, pushed again and slid further into her anus. She made little gasping noises now, pushing back against the two invasive fuck poles lodged in her ass and pussy. Finally, Craig was as deep as he was going to get. Sasha trembled as the two men began to saw back and forth into her.
"Ungh! Ungh! Ooooh my God!" She groaned.
Mouth open in a silent scream, Sasha let the two men share her fuck holes. Then, Rogan stuffed his dick in her mouth and she came.
"You're just a slut, Sasha," he said, fucking her mouth as she looked up into his eyes, "I always thought you were a nice girl, but you're nothing but a cock hole, aren't you?"
"Um a gok ho!" Sasha agreed.
"You'd probably fuck your own brother," he said, and Sasha's eyes rolled back in her head as she came again, grunting around Rogan's dick as he fucked her mouth. After a few more sloppy pumps, he pulled out and sprayed her pretty face with cum, watching how she kept her mouth open as though offering a target for his cream hose.
"Ah, dude! Come on!" Brad complained as drops of cum fell on him from Sasha's face.
Rogan dropped from the bed, put his pants on and left in a huff. Craig, finally having had enough, ripped his dick from Sasha's butt, causing her to shriek. He added his load to her creamy face, painting her eyelids and forehead with strings of thick goo.
"Goddamn you both!" Brad, complained again, "You nasty fucks."
Craig retreated and sat heavily on the bed. Brad, finally free of all the extra weight, rolled Sasha over onto her back and pumped her pussy with deep little strokes. Her toes curled and her legs locked around his back.
"You are one cum-soaked little fucker, Sasha," Craig said into her ear, "You should see all that fuckin' jizz on your pretty face. You took three cocks like a goddamn porn slut, and didn't even get paid. You just gave up your ass and pussy like an easy bitch, didn't you?"
"Oooh, yes! I'm an easy bitch!" She agreed.
Brad pulled out of her, firing his load onto Sasha's belly, her tits, wiping the head of his cock between her hairless slit as she rubbed it to another orgasm. The two tired boys backed up off the bed, standing behind Mark as he filmed his sister finger fucking her pussy, coated in sweat and cum.
"Dude," Craig said quietly, "when are you hosting fuckin' game night again?"
Mark laughed and kept filming.
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New Job
Kayla slept fitfully. The light and sound from the TV made it difficult to get any meaningful rest, and when she awoke early to the sight of a title card reading "South American Squirters 3," she groaned. A montage of lusty latin beauties spraying fountains of slut slime from their cunts assaulted her senses. The constant sounds of sex had invaded her dreams when she did sleep, leading to vague memories of herself in a variety of hardcore situations.
She'd purposely tried to get up before anyone else, setting her lewd alarm clock two hours before she'd normally wake up. She dragged herself from bed, while a latina with blonde streaks in her dark hair, nipples pierced with rings shaped like penises, stroked a mammoth dildo between her legs. Quietly, she opened her drawer and took another pair of tiny panties out. Glancing through the closet, she was torn. She'd been through all the clothes the night before, and she couldn't see how any of them were appropriate. What she already had on likely offered the most coverage of her body, but the top now stank of girl sweat from her masturbation the prior evening, and restless sleep.
She chose a white, short sleeve tie-up crop top with a v-neck. It would cover most of her tits, but showed a ridiculous amount of cleavage, as well as her midriff. The skirt she wore now had a dried crust of cunt cream, both from her dildo play, as well as the fuck honey that was, even now, dripping from her slit. She picked another mini skirt. It seemed skirts or dresses were her only option. There were no pants of any kind.
She looked at the top, considered the demi bra, and then went to her drawers and retrieved a plunge bra instead. The demi offered more coverage, but it would be much more visible with the top, and probably attract even more attention than she would already garner. She was sure the top wasn't meant to be worn with a bra at all, but the thought of going out dressed this way was already more than she could handle. To be braless and jiggling all over in the tiny top wasn't worth contemplating.
She snuck down the hall as quietly as she could, shut and locked the bathroom door and showered quickly. She donned the slutty clothes, and went to her room for her backpack. A new girl sprayed another woman's face with a powerful helping of whore honey, while another man used her mouth like a fleshlight, spewing a stream of something in Spanish, which she was sure was obscene. Kayla ignored her own warm cunt and retrieved her backpack.
She crept down the stairs into the darkened foyer and made a beeline for the door, when she noticed a light from the kitchen. Fuck. Determined to flee, she resumed course, but it wasn't meant to be.
"Kayla?" her mother's voice called.
For a moment, she considered just running. She could take her car, live in the back seat. Never come back. She sighed. It was stupid. She turned toward the kitchen, some hardwired instinct to obey those in charge causing her feet to move. She cast her gaze at the floor, trying to look as small and non-threatening as possible. She tottered unsteadily on her wedge shoes.
"Sneaking out?" Marie asked. She sat at the table with a cup of coffee and a newspaper.
"Just, um, getting an early start on the last day."
Marie stood up and took her firmly by the arms, eyes scanning her body.
"So? How does this feel? You liked dressing up like a slut enough a few days ago."
Kayla reddened, angry at the unfairness of it.
"I'm sure this experience will show you the need to value your decency," Marie went on, but Kayla failed to grasp her logic. It just didn't make sense. Something had clearly happened to her mother's brain, and she was sure it had something to do with Professor Miles.
Marie turned Kayla around and bent her over the table. Kayla gasped, her legs trembling. She couldn't make sense of the emotions. She was angry, concerned, but as soon as Marie bent her over like she was just a toy, the warmth in her cunt began to spread throughout her body. Her mind clicked into obedience mode, telling her to stay. Do as she was told. Marie lifted her skirt and tugged at the tiny thong, snapping it against her skin.
"These panties are totally inappropriate," she said, "but that's the kind of girl you are, isn't it?"
Kayla nodded her head meekly.
"Stay," Marie told her.
She crossed to a cabinet, opened it, and returned with a glass thermometer.
"Your bald cunt seems very warm, Kayla," she said, and slid the device into Kayla's slippery gash, making her moan. "Just hold on a bit," Marie continued, and while the numbers on the thermometer ticked up, Marie's finger collected the moisture from Kayla's fuck tunnel and rubbed her clit with it. Kayla started panting, clenching the table. The rubbing became more intense.
"My, honey, your wet hole is very hot! You'll need to take the edge off before you leave, or you'll be no good at all for school. I'm surprised you're able to think of anything besides your cunt with how warm it is."
Kayla felt her legs spreading further, the good tingles like pins and needles across her body as her mother frigged her. She felt like a mess. The lack of sleep, the constant sex everywhere she looked. Everyone was naked, fucking, sucking, squirting, jerking and humping. Every other word seemed to be fuck, pussy or cock. It seemed as though people were just touching her whenever they wanted, stroking her body, feeling her most intimate places, like she was just there to be played with. She wanted to be good. She really did! She just couldn't help herself, like her bald, sticky, wet cunt was in control of her.
A hard orgasm made her body quake, knees weak. Marie popped the thermometer out of her and took her hand away. Kayla felt the thong slide back between her slit, soaked with her sex juice.
"Now, try to focus in school today" Marie said, and sat back down to her coffee as though nothing strange had taken place.
Kayla teetered away on shaky legs and retrieved her backpack, walking out the door in a daze. She drove to school on auto-pilot, arriving well over an hour before the doors opened. Sitting in the parking lot, she stared at the building wearing her slutty clothes, and realized how quiet it was. No one was fucking. No one was moaning or saying filthy things. She leaned her seat back slightly, spread her legs to get more comfortable, and tried to ignore the feel of the wet thong wedged in her slit.
Self-reflection had never been all that necessary for her before. A week ago, life had been pretty normal. She had a regular family. Her brother was kind and funny. Her mother was stern, but not overbearing. Then, everything had just flipped upside down. Her dad was gone, and wouldn't even return her calls or messages. Her brother had gone creepy. He didn't even talk to her anymore. Just stared at her like a piece of meat. Her mother seemed to have some kind of bi-polar disorder, admonishing her for being a slut, while at the same time trying to make her be one. She was so confused.
She thought, maybe, she should talk to someone, but that only brought the thought of Professor Miles. He seemed to be the strangest factor, and the fact that he was just there, manipulating her mother's brain, her brother's, told her that he had something to do with the changes. However, she herself had barely spoken to him, so how could he have done something to her? It was all so strange. She couldn't figure it out.
The sleepless night had taken its toll on her, making it hard to think straight. She set her timer on her phone, in case she fell asleep, and then leaned back in her seat and let her mind wander in the silence. Unconsciously, she rubbed at her warm cunt as she semi-napped. Her phone rang a short time later, snapping her awake. Tiffany.
"Hello?"
"Good morning!" Tiffany's cheerful voice said over her speakerphone.
"You too."
"So, I'm about to pull into school. I brought you a sweater."
"Thank you. I'm parked in the back of the lot, by the sign."
"Be right there."
She hung up. A few moments later, she pulled up next to Kayla's car.
When Kayla emerged from the car, she saw Tiffany's shocked expression.
"Holy mother! Now, that is how you should be dressing!"
"Stop it. Give me the sweater."
"Alright, but are you sure? You look amazing!
The parking lot was beginning to fill up, and Kayla already noted some cars driving by slowing to look at the scantily-clad girls.
"I'm sure," Kayla said, "My boobs are practically falling out!"
Tiffany handed her the sweater, and Kayla pulled it on. It would be miserable in the summer heat, she knew, but today was a choice between one misery or another, it seemed. They walked together toward the building, Kayla still a bit unsteady in the new shoes, but learning. Other students gave them appraising looks, which Tiffany seemed not to notice. Kayla saw them all looking at her bare legs and tiny skirt, though. She tried her best to ignore it, but she could hear them whispering, catching a few words here and there.
"Hot..."
"Legs..."
"Tap that..."
"That Kayla?"
"Tramp..."
"Sluts..."
She parted ways with Tiffany and went to her English class, where she aced a multiple choice exam over the books they'd read this year. Kayla had enjoyed the reading. She thought back to her bookshelf at home, now, all dicks, pussies, and cum. By the time she headed to her second class, the sweater was getting hot and itchy. Even the industrial A/C of the school building struggled to keep out the summer heat.
As though the universe had conspired against her, her second final was on anatomy. She spent the next 40 minutes answering questions and looking at diagrams of vaginas, penises, uteri, and mammaries. As the day heated up outside, and she headed to her study period, she began to sweat. She could feel the drops of moisture clinging to the fabric of the sweater as she tried her best to sleep through the useless study hall. Just another 30 minutes and the school year was over. The period teacher had essentially phoned it in for the day, as well, and the room was a bit rowdy as the antsy students waited out the final few minutes.
At last, the bell rang, and Kayla was no longer a Junior. In a couple more months, she'd start the final year of her high school career. She filed along with the press of eager kids toward the exit. The cluster of warm bodies around her was stifling. Finally, she was outside, and the full heat of the summer day hit her with a wave of humidity.
It was too much. She yanked off the sweater, no longer caring. A series of whistles and catcalls followed her as she clacked across the parking lot, but most of the other students were more concerned with getting away from school than ogling her big tits. She met Tiffany by their cars.
"Freedooooooom!" Tiffany cried, raising her hands toward the sun.
Kayla laughed. It was hard to feel dreary with Tiffany.
"Glad you ditched the sweater. I'm sure your puppies were suffocating," Tiffany remarked.
"So hot..." Kayla agreed.
"You wanna come to the office with me? The boss said I could bring you by to talk."
"Sure. Do I have to, like, fill out an application or anything?"
"At some point there's paperwork, but Big Dick is pretty informal."
"Big Dick?"
Tiffany laughed, "His name, if you can believe this, is Richard Weiner. He has a son, also named Richard. So, you've got Little Dick and Big Dick. The universe moves in mysterious ways, Kayla."
"You're serious?"
"Completely."
Kayla shook her head, "let's go."
"I'll drive. We'll come back for your car."
"Ok."
Driving to the Jiggly's office, Tiffany fished in her purse, and handed Kayla a personal check.
"Our sales cleared, and commissions got issued overnight, so there's your cut homegirl," she said proudly.
Kayla stared at the check. She had money that was hers, for the first time in her life. She felt hopeful. This was the first step in her freedom! During the drive, Kayla related to Tiffany her awful experience of coming home, finding her room changed, the slutty clothes. She did leave out the part about her mom frigging her twat this morning, though.
"It's kind of hot, in a way," Tiffany said, "but I get that your mom's gone weird. It doesn't seem normal. You think it has something to do with this Miles guy?"
"I'm sure of it. Everything was normal before he showed up."
They pulled up to a big building with blue glass windows in an office park, where Tiffany parked in a lot marked "Employee Parking". The sign on the building read DomCo.
"DomCo?" Kayla asked.
"Jiggly's is just a subsidiary of a larger company. And even they're a subsidiary of some foreign company based in the UK, or somewhere."
They exited the car and made their way into the lobby, which was well-furnished, and seemed normal enough. Tiffany approached a reception desk, staffed by two blonde women, both very attractive, and showing a lot of cleavage.
"Hey, Tiffany," said one of the women as they approached.
"Hi, Honey. We're here for Dick."
The two women and Tiffany laughed together at the joke, and Kayla smiled nervously.
"Well, if it's Big Dick you need, then you know where to go," Honey said.
She waved them by, and Tiffany led Kayla to an elevator, which they took up a few floors. They exited into a bullpen. Individual desks with computers stood in rows, all of them manned by attractive women in clothing that went from revealing to scandalous. The outer walls of the room were frosted glass offices with closed doors and nameplates. Managers, Kayla assumed. The women working glanced up at the girls as they passed, some giving them approving nods. Kayla noted that some of them wore headphones. At least one had one hand on her computer mouse, and another under her short skirt as she stared at her screen. It seemed normal enough, she guessed. Given the kind of products they sold, she supposed it wasn't abnormal to get a little aroused now and again.
Tiffany stopped in front of one of the managerial offices, with a nameplate that read "R. Weiner". Another girl sat at a desk just outside the office.
"Hey Tif," the girl said, "Let me buzz him."
She tapped a call button on the phone in front of her, and a moment later someone must have said something into her headset. She waved Tiffany on, and she opened the door.
Entering the office, they were met by a giant of a man. Richard Weiner stood over six feet, heavily muscled with a military cut to his salt and pepper hair. A performance polo stretched across his rippling frame, and his tight trousers revealed that the moniker Big Dick was not just a reference to his name. Kayla blushed as the big man approached them with an inviting smile.
He put his arm around Tiffany, his meaty hand sliding down to cup her ass.
"There's my rockstar," he said, "you killed it this weekend!"
Tiffany seemed oblivious to the hand feeling her up. Or maybe she didn't care.
"Oh, I had some help from a friend," Tiffany admitted, "This is Kayla, the one I told you about."
Kayla held out her hand, and Dick shook it firmly, professionally. His eyes, though, scanned her body and liked what they saw.
"Pleasure to meet you, Kayla. Please, have a seat."
He gestured to the chairs in front of his desk, and sat behind it.
"So, Kayla is looking to start working on her career," Tiffany began, "and I was hoping you might have an idea of what kind of positions are available, if any?"
Tiffany sat with her legs spread, her naked cunt on display as though it were nothing strange. Kayla kept her legs clamped tightly together.
"Of course." Dick agreed, "Why don't I tell Kayla a bit about our company."
"Please," Kayla said, wanting to sound enthusiastic.
"DomCo is a multinational company. We have a strong name, because we're looking to dominate every sector we work in. We're an aggressive company, and we're always looking for the right talent for any department. Tiffany is great with sales in the Jiggly's line, but that's just one thing we do. We're active in marketing, video games and other entertainment, social media, political activism, technology, and a host of other sectors.
We also offer some of the best compensation packages around. What Tiffany does is primarily a commission based business, but she also gets bonuses each quarter based on performance. She also gets full coverage medical benefits, reimbursement of expenses, college funding, etcetera.
Now, one of our programs we have is called Scout. It's a kind of talent-finding program. You're young, and you haven't worked before, is that right?"
"No, Sir," Kayla said.
Dick smiled at that. He liked being called, Sir.
"So it's safe to say that you probably aren't sure where exactly your talents lie. That's what Scout is for. We'll provide training in multiple departments, and help to determine your aptitude. It's great for you, as you'll come out of it having learned a whole host of new skills. It's great for us, because we can determine what part of the company you'll thrive in, and can train you appropriately."
"That sounds really good, Kayla," Tiffany said.
Kayla nodded. It did sound great!
"Now, I know you kids all want to buy iPhones and Teslas, so let's talk about compensation. The Scout program lasts for a year. During that time, you'll have an annual salary of $50,000. You'll also receive the same benefits package as Tiffany. If you need a place to stay, we offer employee housing that can be subsidized from your pay. If you need a vehicle, the same."
He pulled a thick, bound stack of paper from a drawer on his desk, and handed it across to Kayla.
"This is our standard Scout contract. Go ahead and take it home and review it. It's a lot of legal mumbo jumbo about how we, as the company, agree to pay you so much for a year, how you're entitled to benefits, and about how we can't sue you if you decide you don't want to work here after the year is over. Blah, blah, blah."
Kayla took the heavy document. He also handed her a brochure, slick and blue like the glass of the building. It read, "DomCo: Building a better future for mankind."
"Any questions?" He asked.
"Um, I'll just read through the material first. It sounds really great, though. I really appreciate you taking the time to talk to me."
Dick stood up, looking down at her. Or down her shirt. She wasn't sure exactly. He stuck his hand out, and Kayla rose to shake it again.
"Just looking at you Kayla," he said, "I know you've got what it takes to be a great asset to this company. I'll be really excited to see just how much you open up at the end of your training."
"Thank you," she said.
"Thanks, Dick." Tiffany added.
Dick showed them out of the office. Walking back to the elevator, they narrowly avoided a collision with one of the women coming out of another office. Her hair was mussed, shirt slightly askew, and she quickly wiped something off of her chin as she politely said, "excuse me."
Tiffany and Kayla shuffled out of the offices and back to the elevator. Once the doors shut, Tiffany mimed a blowjob and laughed.
"You really think so?" Kayla asked, eyes wide.
"Totally!"
"But, at work?"
"Maybe she's just trying to, you know, get a-head?" She chuckled at her own joke.
Kayla sighed. The elevator doors opened, and Tiffany waved to the desk girls as they passed through the lobby.
"Lunch?"
Kayla nodded, hungry.
"Really?" Tiffany asked.
"Yeah, why?"
"No complaints about people seeing your gorgeous melons and legs?"



Kayla shook her head, "It's too hot. Besides, if I'm going to work there, I guess I have to get used to showing a little skin. Did you see how those girls were dressed? Is that some kind of dress code?"
Tiffany laughed, "I don't remember hearing anything about a dress code. People just kind of dress as they please, from what I've seen. But then, I'm not exactly in the office a lot. A few minutes once or twice a week. When I do product testing, I go down to the labs on the lower floors."
Kayla flipped through the brochure as they drove. Photos of lush corporate offices, filled with groups of happy and smiling employees filled the pages, and the glossy print extolled the virtues of DomCo. There were photos of men on construction sites. Men and women in lab coats mixing vials of fluid. Women with big boobs drawing video game characters. Men shaking hands with other men. More women with big boobs typing at computers or talking on headsets. On the back there was a list of countries where DomCo had a presence, as well as logos for the various companies they owned. There were dozens of them.
Tiffany pulled into one of the new health-conscious places that were springing up all over, serving smoothies, meal replacements, organic salads and the like. Kayla thought it sounded great. It was far too hot to eat anything heavy.
Kayla brought the thick binder in with her, and tried to peruse it while they ate. The legal wording made her head spin. She found herself just flipping and skimming for anything that seemed to stand out, but there didn't seem to be anything sinister about it. Her thoughts focused on the prospects of a job, she hardly paid any mind to the lustful stares of salivating men eye-fucking her.
"You doing anything now?" Tiffany asked as they made their way back to the car.
"Going home, I guess," Kayla said, "you?"
"I dunno. I mean, why go home? It's not like you have anything pressing to do, right? We could, maybe, do something else? Together?"
Kayla felt her pussy getting warm at the thought. She nodded, blushing.
Tiffany grinned and drove them to her house, where she whirled on Kayla the moment they were in the door. Her hands were all over Kayla's body.
"God, that outfit is so hot. I've been thinking about you all day," She said, and kissed Kayla like a mad woman.
Kayla was caught off guard by the aggressiveness, but quickly matched Tiffany's enthusiasm when she felt the other girl's tongue slip into her mouth. Tiffany's hand was under her skirt now, slipping past her tiny panties to rub her needy cunt. She led them into the den, where she pulled Kayla to the floor with her in a tangle of giggles of limbs.
It was nearing evening when Kayla dressed herself, showered and clean, and they got back into Tiffany's car. She glowed as they drove back to her car, the big binder and brochure in her lap.
"Do you think you'll do it? The job?" Tiffany asked.
"I think so," Kayla said, "It sounds great, right?"
"Yeah! It will be!"
"So, what do I do?" Kayla asked.
"We can go by again tomorrow and tell Dick. There will be paperwork, but I'll help you, if you need me to."
Kayla nodded. They pulled into the deserted parking lot. Tiffany leaned over and gave her a peck on the cheek, squeezing her hand encouragingly.
"Thank you," Kayla said, and got out of the car.
She watched Tiffany drive away, and got into her own vehicle, driving home in silence. She was nervous about the Scout program. What if she wasn't good at anything? She fretted about it while she drove, but soon dismissed the line of thought when she pulled into the driveway. What new horror awaited her inside, she wondered? What shameful and degrading punishment would her mother have for her?
She took the binder and brochure inside. Maybe, she could show that she was doing a positive and mature adult thing, like getting a job. Would that be enough to prove that she was actually a good girl? That she could have her normal clothes back and not have to listen to porno all night?
Once inside, she was met with the sounds of the TV in the den, where the three weirdos she lived with sat waiting for her.
"Come in here, honey," Marie called.
Kayla shuffled into the den, where her mother and Professor Miles were relaxing under a blanket. Rich looked up from his phone, looked over her body with admiration, and then went back to whatever he was doing.
"Done with school, huh?" Marie asked.
"Yeah,"
"And, how did your first day dressed like a slut go?"
Kayla reddened.
"It was embarrassing," she admitted.
Marie nodded. She looked pleased.
"I'm sure a little while longer, and you'll have learned your lesson."
Kayla huffed, "I already learned! I even went to an office and got a job!"
She waved the brochure.
Marie squealed, shocking Kayla as she leapt from the couch and embraced her.
"Oh, Kayla, I'm so proud of you," she said, "A real job? At a real office?"
Kayla hugged her back, feeling strange. Her mother was almost normal for a moment. Kayla saw what looked like displeasure on the Professor's face for a moment, but then it was gone and he seemed cheerful. Then, Marie's hands crept down to Kayla's bottom, and she felt the back of her tiny skirt slide up, exposing her thong. Marie gripped her ass cheeks as she hugged her.
"So, tell me about it," Marie said, letting her go. The skirt fell back into place.
"Um, well, they have this program called Scout, where they train you to do lots of different things to see what you're good at. And after a year, you get placed in whatever department you're best at. They have medical benefits, and even give me money for college." She said proudly.
She showed Marie the brochure. Her mother took it and began to flip through, showing it to Miles. The Professor seemed more enthusiastic when he saw the brochure. Not that Kayla cared.
"Promising company," he remarked, "I've heard of them. They fund some research at the University."
"I'm going to do paperwork tomorrow," Kayla said.
"And they're hiring you, dressed like that?" Rich commented.
"Yes," she said, "Nobody cared how I dressed."
"Well, I think it's great, honey," Marie said.
"Does that mean I can have my regular clothes?" Kayla asked, hopefully.
Marie raised an eyebrow, "Of course not. Just because you got a job doesn't mean you've learned your lesson. After all, you remember what happened just this morning?"
Kayla blushed deeply.
"And what I found hidden under your pillow?" Marie continued, and produced a soiled thong and the dildo she'd played with the night before. "Clearly, you're not ready to be treated like a responsible adult."
"But I am!" Kayla argued.
"Throwing a fit isn't going to convince me," Marie said, shaking her head, "Now go to your room and stop acting like a child."
Clenching her fists, Kayla bit her tongue and marched past them, heading up the stairs. The sounds of lusty moaning echoed down the hall from her room. Kayla sighed as she crossed the threshold, eyes flicking to the TV. A blonde woman had a penis stuffed in her throat, and the burly man it was attached to held her head in place as the woman gagged. Behind the blonde, a dark-complected asian woman was busy stuffing a series of increasingly larger butt plugs into the blonde's gaping asshole, while holding a buzzing vibrator against her clit.
"...gonna open that ass up real good so you can get at least 2 dicks in there!" The asian woman said, and the blonde choked on the dick buried in her throat. The next butt plug sunk to the base in her ass, and she screamed around the cock, and orgasmed. The man slapped her face and called her an ass whore.
Kayla lay on the bed, and started browsing Facebook, trying to ignore the sounds of the blonde choking, moaning, screaming and cumming. She scrolled through the stream of people with normal lives. There were no dicks in their mouths, no semen spraying their faces. As she scrolled, though, she found herself filling in those gaps. She pictured the girls taking sexy selfies in their bikinis with faces coated in sticky cum. A leggy redhead had taken a shot in the mirror, showing off her toned ass in her swimsuit. Kayla imagined her bent over with an asian woman shoving an oversized butt plug into her. A toned man on the beach in a tight-fitting speedo, showing a significant bulge, made her visualize his big penis spraying her tits with his seed.
Kayla stopped herself and lay the phone down. Fuck! She couldn't seem to look at anything without sexualizing it. On her TV, the big man's dick was still in the blonde's mouth, but the butt plugs had been replaced by two other men's cocks. The blonde groaned as the two men, one under, the other on top, plugged her stretched butt. The asian woman was behind the top man, her tongue buried in his asshole.
She was struck by a clever thought. She launched one of her streaming apps on her phone. Maybe she could get around the constant porno by watching something else on her phone? She received a message stating, "This content has been blocked at the request of your internet service provider." She sighed in frustration, and tried YouTube. She received the same message. Curious, she tried other websites. Seemingly everything was blocked. She searched for "porno" and found thousands of sites. Clicking one brought it up immediately. She was, for some reason, not surprised.
Literally everywhere she looked there was sex. Her headboard had fuzzy restraints on either side. Her bedside table was a naked ass ready to be fucked. Her walls were covered with filthy posters. On the TV, the blonde now had the vibrator shoved into her cunt, as well. Her mouth was full of cock. Her ass was full of two cocks. She looked like she was just a limp ragdoll, being used like a set of warm holes by the horny men. Kayla would have thought she was unconscious, had it not been for the repeated gagging as the big man plowed his rigid penis in and out of her sloppy mouth.
Kayla picked her phone back up and tried to play a game, matching little colored crystals and watching the bright explosions of color. It was mildly distracting, but she was always conscious of the sounds coming from the TV. Her phone pinged with a message from Tiffany. It was just a little emoji blowing her a kiss. Kayla smiled weakly and returned the same.
T: I had fun today. ;)
Kayla blushed, thinking about the feeling of Tiffany's tongue between her legs.
K: Me too. :)
T: Office at 9?
K: Yes! U Wanna get breakfast?
T: I want to eat at the Y ;)
K:??
T: Your pussy. Your gorgeous, sweet, wet pussy. The Y.
Kayla made the connection and giggled.
K: U R so bad!
T: Not what U said earlier :O
K: Real breakfast!
T: 7:30 at Hart's?
K: OK!
T: You watching porn?
K: I can't watch anything else!
T: Is it hot?
K: Good night! :|
T: Night sexy! B=====D~~~ :) <-- You!
Kayla put the phone on the charger, checked her alarm, and crawled under the covers. She pulled the covers over her head, just as the asian woman began licking a big wad of sperm from the blonde woman's face, and kissing her tired, abused mouth. She slept horribly, again, the constant bombardment of fucking filling her ears throughout the night.
Orientation
Kayla awoke and showered, then pulled on another obscenely short skirt from her closet. The remaining tops were all more skimpy than what she'd already worn. She frowned, but resigned herself to her fate. She chose a cropped t-shirt that covered her tits, didn't show any cleavage, but left her entire tummy bare. It strained to contain her bulging breasts, while also drawing more attention to them due to the two little smiley faces over each nipple. She was getting used to walking in heels, now. Strangely, she did not encounter anyone downstairs and she was able to get out the door without being harassed, spanked, or made to orgasm. It was about time she was due a break, even a small one.
After a good breakfast and Tiffany's fawning comments about Kayla's giant tits and overall "yummy" appearance, the two girls drove together to the DomCo office. They passed through the lobby, and took the elevator up once again. Things were much the same as the previous day, Kayla noted. As they made their way across the room, she was more cognizant of the leers she was getting from the other women, all of them lusty. She felt warm between her legs, and a bit flushed as Tiffany stopped in front of Mr. Weiner's door. His assistant spoke into her headset and waved them through. Big Dick was dressed much the same as the previous day. When he looked Kayla over, she couldn't help but notice the twitch of his penis in the tight trousers. He did not try to hide it in the slightest.
"Have a seat, ladies, please," Dick said, gesturing to the chairs, "So, you've had some time to look over the contract and brochure?"
"Yes, Sir," Kayla nodded, "I'd like to join the program."
"Wonderful!" Dick said, his smile widening.
He pushed a button on his phone, and the assistant's voice came over it, "Yes, Sir?"
"Sugar Tits," Dick said, "Could you please get some forms for a Scout enrollment ready, please?"
"Yes, Sir."
Kayla wasn't sure she'd heard right. Had he called the assistant sugar tits? Dick made no mention of it, so Kayla let it go.
"Once you fill out the forms, we'll get you down to intake, to get your employee badge and sign-on bonus." Dick explained.
"Sign-on bonus?" Kayla asked.
"Yes. $200, and a gift assortment from our various departments, so you can start to familiarize yourself with some of the things we do. Normally, we encourage new hires to take the cash and get some clothes for the workplace, but it seems like you've already got that part nailed." He smiled at her and went on, "unless you have other plans, you can start orientation this afternoon."
"I don't have any plans." Kayla admitted.
There was a brief knock at the door, and then it opened. The assistant brought a tablet in, handing it over to Dick. He nodded, and she showed herself out. Dick examined the screen, tapped at it a moment, and then handed it to Kayla.
"Just fill in all the information on the forms," he explained, "and when you finish you can give it back to Sugar Tits at the desk. She'll take you down to intake."
"I, um, thank you, Sir." Kayla said, and held out her hand. He shook it across the desk, saying, "Welcome aboard!"
Tiffany and Kayla left the office, and the assistant --Sugar Tits-- stood up from her desk.
"Welcome to DomCo," She said cheerily, "you can use one of the project rooms to fill out your forms. Just let me know when you're finished."
She showed them to one of the side rooms with frosted glass, and opened the door. Kayla and Tiffany took seats at the little round table in the middle of the room. The girl shut the door and left them alone.
Kayla couldn't stand it. She had to ask.
"Did he really call her...Sugar Tits?"
"Oh, it's nothing. Just a little nickname. We all get one eventually." Tiffany explained.
"You too?" Kayla asked, shocked.
"Yeah. I'm Tongue Candy!" She said cheerily.
"That's...weird." Kayla said, giving her a sidelong glance.
"I think it's cute," Tiffany said, "I can't wait to see what they come up with for you!"
Kayla felt a bit uneasy about that. She wasn't sure she wanted a filthy nickname.
"Oh, don't worry about it Kayla. So it's a little unorthodox. It just makes the place more fun. Let's fill out your forms."
Kayla nodded, still not sure. What choice did she have though? She thought about the money, the benefits, being able to get away from her crazy home. That was more important than a demeaning nickname. She began filling out the forms on the tablet.
Some time later, Kayla returned the tablet to Sugar Tits, who scrolled through the forms. Satisfied by what she saw, she nodded, and tapped at the screen a few times. She set the tablet aside in a drawer, and got up from the desk.
"Right! Let's take you down to intake, and get you a badge." she said.
Kayla and Tiffany followed her to the elevator. As they descended, Kayla took note of the badge clipped to the hem of the girl's shirt. She tried to read it as stealthily as possible.
Sugar Tits
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At the bottom were 3 small photos that showed Sugar's naked breasts, her smiling face, and her bare fuckhole. Kayla had a dozen questions about what was on the badge, but couldn't bring herself to ask. The elevator reached the designated floor, and Sugar Tits walked them down the hallway to a white door, which she knocked on.
"From here on, it's employees only." Sugar Tits said.
Kayla looked questioningly at Tiffany.
"Technically, I'm an independent contractor," Tiffany explained. It's ok. I can wait upstairs for you. We'll go pick up your car, and you can come back for orientation."
Kayla nodded. Tiffany gave her a hug, and went back down the hall. The door opened, and Kayla followed the assistant inside. They were ushered in by a man in a smart black blazer and tie. He wore small spectacles on his beakish nose, behind which were a pair of studious brown eyes. His eyes scanned her body quickly.
"Good morning, Sugar. New hire?" He asked.
"Yes, Sir," Sugar replied, "This is Kayla. Kayla, this is Mr. Crown. Female Resources Administrator."
"A pleasure," Crown said, "You'll be needing a badge then."
"Yes, please." Kayla nodded.
Mr. Crown took a tablet from his desk and tapped at it. He nodded at something, and then tapped for a moment more. He set the tablet down, picked up a tailor's measuring tape, and stepped behind Kayla.
"Raise your arms, please." He said.
Kayla did. He took her measurements. Kayla wasn't sure why.
"Bust size?" He asked.
"What?" Kayla asked.
"Bust size. What size are your breasts?" he asked again.
"I...That's..." Kayla stammered.
"Kayla, I need to have all of your information," Mr. Crown stated, annoyed, "it's part of your contract."
"38D!" Kayla blurted, and flushed.
"Thank you." He said, and picked up his tablet again, tapped, turned the tablet and took a photo of her. He tapped at the screen for a few more moments, and then the sound of a printer humming to life drew Kayla's attention. Mr. Crown pulled the badge from the ID printer and looped a plastic clip through it, then handed it to Kayla.
"Thank you. That will be all." He said, and shooed the girls toward the door.
Sugar took Kayla by the arm and led her back out to the hall, then toward the elevator. Bewildered, Kayla allowed Sugar to lead her into the elevator.
"Orientation begins at 1:00," Sugar said, "when you return one of the girls at the desk can take you," The elevator pinged at the ground floor, "Welcome aboard, again!"
"Um, thank you." Kayla said, and stepped off the elevator.
She found Tiffany chatting with the two girls at the front desk.
"Good to go?" her friend asked.
She nodded.
"Later ladies!" Tiffany said to the desk girls.
During the drive back to her car, Kayla studied the badge.
Kayla Sterns
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At the bottom were 3 photos. Her face, an enlarged image of her shirt-covered tits, the two smiley faces over her nipples, and a picture of her crotch in the little skirt, a hint of panties showing.
"What does all this mean?" She asked Tiffany, showing her the badge.
Tiffany gave it a glance, keeping her attention on the road.
"Don't know," she admitted, "aside from the obvious ones. He captured your likeness perfectly, though." She grinned.
Kayla rolled her eyes.
"Did they give you a sign-on bonus?" She asked.
Tiffany nodded, saying, "$200, like yours, and an array of different products. I don't know what they'll give you. Mine was stuff oriented toward what I was selling."



Soon, they pulled into the cafe, where they had a quick lunch. Kayla retrieved her car. She bid Tiffany goodbye, and told her she'd call her after orientation, then she drove back to the DomCo office. She made her way nervously to the desk.
"Um, hello," she said.
"Oh hey! You're Tiffany's friend." The girl stated.
"Kayla. I'm here for an orientation."
"I'll take you down. I'm Honey." the girl introduced herself.
Kayla followed her into the elevator. Honey chattered on as the elevator descended, and Kayla looked at the girl's badge, trying to gain more insight into what they meant.
Honey Cunt
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At the bottom of the badge was a photo of Honey's bare tits, the nipples hard, red and excited, her face, flushed, and her nude sluthole. Kayla bit her lip, astonished, but trying to hide it. She felt uneasy again. The elevator stopped, and Honey stepped out. Kayla followed her down a hallway carpeted in neutral beige tones. Motivational posters lined the walls, showing cheerful DomCo employees.
Teamwork: A sultry light-skinned woman with big tits, her top low-cut. A name badge hung from the hem of her shirt, but Kayla couldn't read it. She sat on the lap of a well-dressed man in the process of removing his tie. Several other men, also removing their ties, stood around her.
Loyalty: A seductive black-haired woman in spiked heels and a tiny skirt. She wore a choker around her neck. Or was it a collar? She looked adoringly into the eyes of a man with a suit coat slung over one shoulder, his other arm around the woman's waist. The look on his face was...smug?
Progress: One side of the poster showed a brunette with thick glasses, her hair tied in a tight bun. She frowned disapprovingly, and her clothes were baggy and frumpy. On the other side, the same woman had her hair down, flowing around her. The glasses were gone. Her frumpy clothes had been replaced by a plunging v-neck shirt, which showed her ample cleavage. Her tight skirt hugged her hips, and she was on her knees, staring longingly up at a man in a suit, while he stroked her hair like a faithful pet.
Endurance: A blonde with long, lean legs sat on the edge of a table, her legs slightly parted. In front of her, another man in a suit, removing his jacket. Behind him, a long line of other suited men receded into the distance.
Kayla felt like there was something just a little off about the posters, but then she'd never worked in an office before. Maybe this was just the way it was. Honey stopped in front of a door that she opened by scanning her badge against a pad set in the wall. The door clicked open, and Kayla followed her inside. The room was clean and white, brightly lit with daylight bulbs. Two rows of long white tables spanned the length. On the wall to the front of the tables was a gigantic flat screen TV, next to which was mounted a large white board.
"This is one of our training rooms," Honey explained, "Have a seat anywhere."
She went to a cabinet and pulled a packet from within, setting it in front of Kayla.
"This is just a handout that covers the basics of company policy, and a study guide to go with the videos you'll be watching."
She set a pen on the table, and went to the big TV, turning it on. She tapped and scrolled through the giant touchscreen, bringing up an orientation program. She placed a remote on the table.
"There's restrooms in the back room, as well as a kitchenette with snacks and drinks. Feel free to pause if you need a quick break. This is just the initial orientation video, so it runs for two hours. When you finish, just come up to the desk. We should have a schedule from Female Resources by then. Good?"
"I think so. Thanks." Kayla said.
Honey left her to start the video. Kayla clicked the play button on the remote. Triumphant music began to play from the speakers mounted around the room, and Kayla was momentarily taken aback. The blue DomCo logo glowed on the screen, followed by the slogan "Building a better future for mankind."
Kayla blinked as what looked like a single spliced frame flashed across the screen, almost imperceptible. Did she imagine it? A narrator began speaking, extolling the virtues of DomCo. The man's deep voice was hypnotic. The screen flashed again. Kayla watched the happy employees hard at work. Women with big tits and tiny clothes working alongside men in suits, men in lab coats. Women taking notes. Women giggling as men stood behind them, rubbing their shoulders. Were the lights in the room dimmer now? Maybe they'd always been low. She couldn't remember.
The narration trailed off, and the screen displayed the word, "intermission." Kayla shook her head and clicked the pause button. The video timestamp showed one hour left. Had she really been watching the video for an hour? She could barely remember it. She looked down to see that she had scrawled some notes on her handout.
Subservience. Dedication. Reward.
She didn't remember writing the words, or why she'd written them. She decided to get up to clear her head, and walked into the back room, looking for the restroom. She walked through the kitchenette, and found the restrooms. She stopped short and studied them quizzically. One of the restrooms had no door. The sign on the wall read, "Women". The other did have a door, which was shut. The sign on the wall next to this one read, "People". Kayla tilted her head in confusion. Were they implying that women weren't people?
She looked about, sure it was some kind of joke. She was going to find herself on YouTube later. She was people. She pushed at the door, but found it locked. Set in the wall, she found a pad like the one outside the training room, meaning it opened with a badge. She pulled her badge from where it was clipped to her cropped top, just below one breast, and scanned it. The light on the pad turned red, and the door didn't open. She tried again. Red light. Maybe her badge wasn't in the computer yet? That must be it. She was new. She looked about once more, embarrassed, and slipped into the open restroom. She got another surprise as she entered the restroom, and found that none of the stalls had privacy walls. Everything was just open.
She studied the toilets, which were also a bit different. They were smaller, more compact, shaped more like a pedestal than a traditional bowl. She quickly lowered her panties, and sat on the weird pedestal. Nervously, she relieved herself, and almost jumped off the toilet as she felt a spray of warm water spray between her legs. A moment later, what felt like a gentle tongue lapped at her cunt, and she stiffened. The apparatus cleaned her in a most pleasurable way, and it was only then that she noticed that there was no toilet paper. It wasn't necessary. She stood up and pulled her panties back up. It was the strangest bathroom break she'd ever taken. She quickly washed her hands at the sink and fled the restroom.
In the kitchenette, she opened the refrigerator, and found it lined with bottles of some kind of red drink. The label read, "Obsequium." She'd never heard of it. She was thirsty, though, so she took one of the bottles and twisted off the lid, giving it a tentative sip. It tasted slightly of cherry, with a strange tang to it that she couldn't identify. It was good. She drank more deeply, and took the bottle back to the table. She felt very warm and relaxed as she pressed the play button on the remote again, and started the next portion of the training video.
The next segment of the video outlined the Scout program. The narrator's hypnotic voice droned on over the clips of scantily-clad women working at computers, displaying sex toys to groups of other women, waiting on groups of men in dark suits, who openly patted the women's bottoms as they walked by. The women smiled and looked happy. Kayla's body felt very warm and relaxed as she guzzled the Obsequium, her mind drifting pleasantly. Her cunt felt very hot, tingly, and wet.
She raised the bottle to her lips again, and noticed it was empty. She still felt thirsty, though. Without pausing the video, she dashed back to the kitchen and took another bottle from the fridge, came back, and resumed watching the video, while sipping from the bottle. More women modeled lingerie and swimsuits, others sat on the desks in the offices of Senators or Congressmen, powerful men, with their legs slightly spread as the men loomed over them, talking about...something. She wasn't sure. Her head felt very good. Everything felt good!
The video came to an end, bringing with it the realization that another hour had passed. Kayla shook her head a bit, trying to clear it. The second bottle of Obsequium was empty, and she had to pee. She rushed to the restroom again, relieved herself, and then felt the warm spray of water. The apparatus began to clean her. This time, she wasn't so quick to get up. It felt wonderful on her wet, excited pussy. Kayla relaxed and let the machine lap at her cunt until she orgasmed. After a moment, she got up on wobbly legs and pulled up her soaked panties, stumbling out of the restroom. She almost took another bottle of Obsequium, but decided against it. Honey had said she was welcome to the snacks and drinks, but she didn't want to overdo it on her first day.
Taking her handout, she left the room and made her way back down the hall to the elevator. A moment later, she was in the lobby, approaching the desk, her body relaxed and tingling. Honey smiled when she saw Kayla.
"Hey there!" she chirped, "time sure flies, doesn't it?"
"Yeah," Kayla agreed, dreamily.
"Female Resources sent up your schedule. I can walk you through it, get you your sign-on bonus, and you'll be all set for today."
"Sure. Thank you."
Honey took a sheet of paper from the desk, and Kayla followed her to the elevator. They took the lift up to Mr. Weiner's floor, where they exited into the bullpen. It was just after 3 pm, and a few of the seats were now empty. Honey brought Kayla to a desk with a computer.
"This will be your workstation," she said, "number 16. You'll be starting in Social Media Research under Mr. Johnson,"
Something in the back of Kayla's mind giggled. Mr. Weiner. Mr. Johnson.
"Let's introduce you," Honey continued, and led Kayla to one of the closed office doors.
The assistant outside the door greeted them happily, and spoke into her headset. The name on her badge read, "Suck Pet," but Kayla couldn't read the rest. The implications of the nickname didn't seem so bad to her warm, fuzzy brain.
Honey opened the door as Suck Pet waved them in. Mr. Johnson sat behind his desk, wearing a dark suit, like the men in the video. He was young, perhaps in his early thirties. His square jaw was set in a kind, relaxed grin, and his dark eyes were sharp as he examined Kayla quickly.
"You must be my new hire," he said warmly, rising and extending his hand, "Rick Johnson. You can call me Master. Johnson, or Master. J."
"Pleased to meet you, Sir." Kayla said, and shook his hand.
"Sir works, too!" He said, and smiled wolfishly, gesturing for the ladies to sit.
"So," he continued, "I see on your schedule that you'll be starting in Social Media Research tomorrow. I'd like you in by 9am. We'll start your morning getting you right to work learning the ropes, then an afternoon of orientation. You'll spend your first week in this department, before we rotate you to the next. Now, I know that a week doesn't seem like a lot of time to learn the job, but these first couple of months are just quick introductions to the various departments. It's all part of the aptitude testing. We'll be gauging how quickly you can pick up the skills, before narrowing the field down to only a few departments that you'll spend significantly more time in."
"That sounds good." Kayla said, nodding, "I really appreciate the opportunity."
"We're always happy to welcome a new member to our family," Johnson said, "and I can already tell that you're going to be a perfect fit." This last he said while pointedly staring at her panty-covered crotch. It was only then that Kayla realized she'd been sitting with her legs slightly parted. The cozy feeling in her brain told her that it wasn't such a big deal, so she ignored it. It made her feel naughty and excited.
Johnson continued speaking to her cunt, "You'll be working under several different department heads over the next couple of months. It's going to seem like a whirlwind, at first, but keep in mind that we're all here to train you properly. You can come, and we'll help you."
Kayla couldn't tell if the innuendo in the words was purposeful, and right now she didn't care much. She felt too good, and this handsome man looking at her wet panties was making her feel very naughty. Ashamed, embarrassed, but it felt exciting. She couldn't seem to close her legs.
He stood, and extended his hand again. Kayla rose, shook it, noted that he was blatantly staring at her big tits as they strained the cropped shirt, and she blushed.
"I'm looking forward to getting to know you, Kayla," he said, "I can't wait to see how well you open up at the end of your training."
Honey escorted her out of the office. The assistant, Suck Pet, entered the office right after them.
"He seems nice," Kayla said, trying to make conversation.
"Oh, yeah!" Honey agreed, "All the Masters are super nice."
"Masters?"
"In most companies they'd just call them managers. The moniker is just part of the DomCo culture. The whole aggressive, dominant corporate thing they've got going on. Powerful men like powerful-sounding titles, you know? So instead of department managers, we have department masters."
They stepped into the elevator and took it down. The lift stopped a couple of floors beneath them, and the two girls stepped off. They veered down another carpeted hallway with calming, neutral colors, until Honey stopped in front of a door that she opened with her badge. Inside, a dark-haired woman dressed in a slit miniskirt and tube top worked at a table. She looked up as Honey and Kayla entered.
"Hello," she said, "You must be Kayla."
She came around the table and hugged Kayla, pressing her large breasts into the shorter girl. Kayla was a bit taken aback, but the woman smelled nice, and her tits were very soft and warm. Kayla's pussy buzzed as she smelled her, and briefly envisioned the woman's face between her legs. She let Kayla go and stepped back. Kayla scanned the badge clipped to the hem of her tiny skirt.
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"Nice to meet you." Kayla said softly.
"Kayla needs her onboarding package, Ms. S." Honey said.
"Of course! I have it together right here."
Kayla stepped up to the table and looked the items over. Slit Slicker rounded the other side. She picked what looked like an MP3 player.
"This is from the health and wellness department. It's an audio meditation device. It's not been released to market, yet, so you'll be part of the clinical trial. It's kind of like ASMR. When you have some downtime, all you need to do is take an hour and listen. It will help to relax and focus you on what's important, relieve your stress, that sort of thing."
"This is from sales," she explained, picking up an eight inch long vibrator with a little tip that curved upward. Several other phallic devices were nestled into little pockets in a black, canvas kit, "So that you can try out each one. You'll have to put together a report at some point, detailing your usage and experience with each model. Detailed instructions are included in the kit, so you can get intimately acquainted with each one. Would you like me to demonstrate any of them for you?"
Kayla swallowed hard, and felt the warm, fuzzy feeling in her cunt, but she shook her head, saying, "I...I don't think that's necessary."
Slit Slicker shrugged, and rolled the kit back up. Next, she laid out a variety of cosmetics. Lip liners, rouges, lipsticks, eye shadows, lash liners. Kayla had never really used much make-up, and what she did was very light. Still, she perked up at having so much free stuff to try on.
"This is also from health and beauty. These are the fall releases, and they'd like to get some feedback, as well as photos of you wearing it. If you have some friends that want to try, too, feel free to doll them up and take some photos. There's a photobook included, as well as details on how to apply any of the looks you like."
Next, she picked up a tablet, tapped at it for a moment, and then showed it to Kayla.
"This is you, right?"
The tablet showed her Facebook profile.
"Yes?" Kayla answered.
Slit Slicker tapped at the tablet for another moment, and then Kayla's phone pinged, startling her.
"I've just sent you a pixel," she explained, "it will be installed on your profile to tag you as a company employee. That way, our research algorithms will discard you from their data collection. Obviously, if we want the research to be accurate we can't taint sample data with company employees."
Kayla nodded. It made sense.
"And, since you'll be starting in Social Media Research, it's their little gift to you. The platform will no longer be able to harvest your data and sell it off. It's like you're not even a person anymore!"
Kayla shifted uncomfortably as she thought back to the signs on the restroom doors. People. Women. The fuzzy feeling in her brain, and the warmth between her legs stopped her from thinking too much about it, though. A couple of signs didn't really mean anything, right?
Finally, Slit Slicker plunked a case of red bottles on the table. Obsequium. Kayla could feel her mouth water a bit as she looked at it. It really had been good!
"This is from food and beverage. It's the latest in the fruit-flavor line. They're hoping to launch to market before the end of summer, so consumer research is in the final stages. If you have any input, I'm sure they'd appreciate it."
"Wow! Thank you. There's so much stuff," Kayla said, "I don't know how I'm going to carry it all."
"Oh, I'll help. Don't you worry." Honey offered.
Slit Slicker handed Kayla a company-issued check for $200. Kayla grinned happily. Honey hefted the case of Obsequium onto a little gray cart. Slit Slicker packed the rest of Kayla's welcome package into a black bag with the DomCo logo on the outside, and placed it on the cart, as well.
"Good to have you, Kayla." Slit Slicker said, as Honey turned to lead Kayla out the door.
"Thank you!" Kayla answered.
A short time later, Honey followed Kayla across the parking lot, and helped her with the case of red drinks. Though it was warm, Kayla took one of the bottles out for her drive.
"Thank you, again, Honey." Kayla said to the desk girl.
"It's the job!" Honey declared, and then put her arms around Kayla's waist and kissed her on the lips.
Kayla was so surprised, she couldn't move. She stood, letting Honey press her soft, warm lips against her. Her body still buzzed pleasantly, as it had been for the last two hours. Her cunt was warm and wet. She could feel it as she'd walked. Her breasts mashed against Honey, and then she found her tongue slipping into the other girl's mouth. Honey moaned softly, and then pulled herself away.
"It's so good to have you working with us!" Honey exclaimed, and then patted Kayla's bottom, as though the moment couldn't have been any more workplace inappropriate.
She watched Honey's hips swaying back toward the building, her body still warm and excited. She'd just kissed her second girl. She felt ashamed. She wasn't supposed to be acting like a slut, and here she was in the middle of her workplace parking lot, making out with another girl, and dressed like a tramp. But it felt so nice, like with Tiffany. But, Tiffany was her friend. It was different. She was so confused, and her body just wanted to feel pleasure.



Kayla got in and started her car, letting the A/C do its job, while she uncapped her Obsequium and guzzled. She tapped at her phone and called Tiffany. The same warm, relaxed feeling began to renew itself throughout her body as she took another sip from the bottle. God, her pussy felt so good, so wet. Her panties were soaked. As the phone rang, she contemplated just taking them off. She was conflicted though. She wasn't a slut. Her mother was wrong. Maybe she did have a bald, sticky, wet cunt right now, but she wasn't a slut that was going to walk around in a tiny skirt with no panties.
"Hey, girl!" Tiffany's voice came over the speaker.
Kayla put her hand between her legs and felt the sticky girl cream lubricating her virgin hole.
"Hey! I finished orientation for today." Kayla said.
She looked at her fingers, which had a noticeable coating of fuck slime on them, now. She brought them to her mouth and licked her cunt juice. She trembled. It was so dirty. She wasn't a slut. She wasn't a slut. She put her fingers between her legs again.
"What are you gonna do now?" Tiffany asked.
"I'm thinking of getting some normal clothes that I can put on when I leave for work," Kayla explained, and pushed her fingers into her wet pussy.
"Well the shopping sounds good. The normal clothes part sounds boooooring!" Tiffany answered.
"You wanna come with me? And don't say, of course you'd like to cum with me, you dirty slut."
She worked her fingers in and out of her pussy a bit faster. Dirty slut. Tiffany was a dirty slut. Tiffany was a pussy-eating slut. Dirty fucking slut. Filthy, daddy-fucking, cunt-licking slut. Kayla orgasmed on her fingers, moaning, her head buzzing with pleasure.
"Kayla? Hello?"
She realized that Tiffany had been talking.
"I'm here!"
"Are you masturbating?" Tiffany asked, delight evident in her voice.
"What? No! I was just...just stretching my legs. It felt nice. I was cramped!"
"Uh huh. Well, where do you wanna meet?"
They agreed on the mall, and Kayla sipped at the Obsequium as she drove over. Her whole body tingled, and she had to force herself to focus on the road, rather than her warm cunt. She met Tiffany outside one of the doors to the mall. They spent a couple of hours shopping, Kayla telling her friend about the job.
Kayla seemed much more relaxed, Tiffany thought, even affectionate. She touched her openly, and generally seemed more outgoing and playful than she'd ever seen her. Maybe she really was coming out of her shell. She didn't even complain once about wearing her slutty outfit in public, even as people gawked openly at her. At the end of the trip, Kayla had some normal clothes, which she hid in her trunk. Tiffany noted the open case of Obseqiuim.
"What's this?" She asked.
"Something from work," Kayla answered, "It's really good."
She took one of the bottles and handed it to Tiffany. Unscrewing the cap, she took a swallow, raised an eyebrow, and took another.
"It is good. I wonder why they never told me about this stuff?"
"They said it's new," Kayla explained, not on the market, yet."
In a few moments, Tiffany began to feel warm and fuzzy. Her pussy tingled, even more than usual.
"You wanna come spend the night?" She asked, a hint of naughty in her voice.
"Can't," Kayla said, regretfully, "I want to make a good impression at work tomorrow, so I have to try to get some sleep. Which isn't easy when you have to listen to porno all night!"
Tiffany laughed, saying, "There's worse things to have to listen to."
Inwardly, Kayla did very much want to spend the night. She wanted Tiffany to touch her body, lick her. She wasn't a slut. It just felt good. She wasn't a slut. Tiffany was a slut. Fuck!
"I've gotta go." She said hurriedly, "Call you tomorrow."
Tiffany waved her goodbye and walked to her car, feeling very hot between her legs. She hoped her dad was home.
Kayla pulled her welcome kit from the car, and placed it atop the case of Obsequium, then struggled to carry it all inside. She didn't want to have to make two trips, as it would require her to walk past her weird family more than once. She'd downed another bottle of the wonderful red drink on the way home, and was feeling so cozy and relaxed, except for her very excited cunt. Her nipples were hard and aroused, too. The porn that was, no doubt, playing on her TV didn't seem so bad right now. She really wanted to get off. Her panties were sticky with fuck cream, and wedged between her pussy lips, rubbing back and forth in the most distracting way when she walked.
She balanced her awkward load against the doorframe and fumbled for her key, managed to unlock the door, and worked the keys back into her little purse. She shouldered the door open, wobbled in, and kicked it shut with her leg. She tried to hurry through the living room, hoping that they'd see her with an armful of stuff and just let her pass. But, she was hoping for too much.
"Hi, Honey!" Her mother called.
"Hey." Kayla huffed, exaggerating the heaviness of her burden, so that she looked more desperate.
"Oh, put it down, Kayla. Let one of the men help you carry that stuff. Come in here and tell me about work!"
Kayla cursed under her breath, but her nature made her obey. She set the case of drinks down, the black bag on top of it, unaware that bending over in her tiny skirt was showing off her very excited cunt and ass, then stood up and stretched her weary arms. This had the effect of emphasizing her oversized teenage melons.
"Come here and sit on mommy's lap." Marie commanded.
Marie patted her knee, and Kayla sat on it, gingerly, very aware of how warm and wet her pussy was. She closed her legs, but the skirt was so tiny that she still showed a hint of panties. Marie's hand rested on her bare leg, and she hugged her. For a moment, Kayla could almost forget that her mother had gone crazy. She seemed normal. Then, she felt Marie's hand slide a little further up her leg. She remembered why she was dressed like a slut in front of her brother and some wacky professor, who were both watching her in a less than familial way.
"Tell me all about it," Marie prompted, idly stroking Kayla's leg.
The soft, repeated motion was not helping her overheated sex to calm down.
"Well, I watched some orientation videos," Kayla began, her breath becoming a bit more ragged, "and, um, they showed me around the offices. It's a really big building They have labs and conference rooms, and stuff,"
As she talked, and Marie stroked, Kayla's aroused mind parted her legs just a bit. Marie's hand slid up further, and rested on Kayla's inner thigh.
"They gave me a company bag," she continued, and "and a new drink that one of their departments is bringing to market."
She trembled slightly as she felt Marie's finger trace the panty-covered slit of her pussy.
"That sounds so wonderful, dear," Marie said, her voice husky, "and what will you do next?"
Kayla tried to ignore the gentle stroking, but her confused brain made her legs open a bit wider. Her body felt so good. That light touch against her pussy was consuming her mind.
"I...that is, I'll be, um, starting the Scout program...tomorrow," her eyes half closed of their own accord, "doing some...some social media research."
Marie's rubbing became just a bit more vigorous. Kayla's breathing became deeper.
"And they didn't mind that you were dressed like a slut, did they?" Marie said in her ear.
Kayla moaned and her pussy quivered.
"Kayla, your panties are soaked," Marie said softly, "I thought you said you weren't a slut? You're a good girl that deserves to wear normal good girl clothes, aren't you? Are you a slut, Honey?"
Marie's finger slipped beneath Kayla's panties, and touched her cunt directly. Kayla couldn't help herself. Her cunt was so hot and aroused, she moaned and came as soon as she felt the finger touch her.
"Jesus Christ, Kayla," Marie said, her tone mildly disgusted, "did you just cum? Again?"
Kayla felt so ashamed and dirty. She had cum. She'd orgasmed in front of her weird family, again! Was she really a slut? Good girls didn't cum in front of their mom, or their brother, or some strange man! She couldn't help it. Her pussy was so excited and wet. She felt tears form in the corners of her eyes.
"I'm sorry!" She cried, "I'm not a slut! I promise! I don't know what's wrong with me!"
"Kayla," Said Professor Miles, "There is nothing 'wrong' with you, dear," his voice was calm and kind. Marie's finger gently traced Kayla's slit through her panties again as Miles went on, "Young people are filled with hormones that are fighting for balance. Some more than others. Why, just before you came in, we were discussing Richard's own hormones, and his propensity to get an erection at almost any moment."
"Yeah, Sis," Rich agreed, "I get boners all the time." He grinned.
"It's quite natural," Miles said, "Richard, show Kayla your erection. It's quite normal,"
Rich pulled his throbbing penis from his shorts, and it stood long and proud, bobbing about. Kayla gasped. What the hell was happening? Her brother had his cock waving about in the open, while her own mother was gently stroking her excited cunt. Her bald, sticky, wet cunt. It was so wrong!
"You see?" Miles said, as though it weren't the least bit strange, "your brother becomes erect in almost any situation. Young people and hormones. It doesn't mean that he's a deviant, does it?"
Rich slowly stroked his cock as he watched Marie stroke Kayla's pussy through her soaked panties. Kayla trembled in her mother's lap. She knew it was wrong, and that it was filthy, but her pussy was burning up. She'd never felt such an overwhelming need to cum. She didn't even care that her own brother was stroking his cock a few feet away as her mother rubbed her cunt, legs spread.
"Your hormones are also fighting for balance," Miles droned on, "and the fact that you think about sex all the time, is quite normal, too."
"Miles," Marie said, "It might be normal for her to be thinking about sex all the time, but look at her,"
Kayla's legs trembled. She leaned back against her mother like a doll, quivering as she allowed Marie to stroke her excited pussy.
"She's about to orgasm, again, looking at her brother's penis," Marie said softly in Kayla's ear, "that seems very slutty." Marie slipped her fingers beneath the panties as she said this last, and Kayla cried out, her body shaking as she came.
"Hmm," Miles hummed, disapprovingly, "Yes, I suppose that she may have a bit of slut in her, after all."
Marie frigged Kayla's warm cunt faster. Rich stroked his cock with more vigor. He stood up, stepped forward. Kayla felt paralyzed. Something at the back of her mind told her to run away, but the intense heat from her pussy, the tingling, rising wave of ecstasy flowing through her body quelled the little voice. The wet squishing sounds of Marie's fingers frigging Kayla's cunt were loud now, as was Kayla's ragged breathing. Rich was close, so close that she could have touched him, but she just stared, transfixed by his stroking.
Then, he groaned and hot milky streams of cum shot from his cockhead, spraying Kayla's tummy, more splattering her panties. She'd never seen real semen before, never had it touch her. She orgasmed as she watched her brother stroking his cum-covered tool, and this time her whole body shook, legs clamping together as much as Marie's probing hands would allow.
"You see?" Marie said to Miles, "Slut." Kayla was only dimly aware of the words as she relaxed against her mother's body. Marie removed her hand from between Kayla's legs, and stood her up. Rich tucked his wilting cock away, and retreated from the room, wordlessly.
Kayla stood on wobbly legs, her head feeling very warm and fuzzy. She'd just orgasmed 3 times, but she felt like she could cum a dozen more. She looked down as her cum-smeared belly, her stupid, tiny skirt, felt the warm oozing semen soaking into her moist panties. She looked at her mother, Miles, back to her own body.
"I...Mom...I..." She stammered. She had no idea what to say, but she felt like she should say something.
"Go clean yourself up, Kayla," Marie said, "And put your cummy clothes in the hamper," then to Miles, "Would you please put that case of red stuff in the fridge, Honey?"
Miles nodded. Kayla took the black bag and made her way up the stairs, her head spinning. What had she just done? Why didn't she feel bad about it? She should feel horrible. Her own brother had just jerked off on her! Her mother had rubbed her cunt and made her cum while he did it! She felt so confused. All this time, she'd been trying to convince herself that she wasn't a slut, but what kind of good girl would do something like this?
She tossed the black bag on her bed. A bald man lay between the legs of a petite dark-skinned girl with big, thick lips on Kayla's TV. Her spread legs were in the air, and she was hissing filth into his ear as he fucked her.
"Yeah, baby! Fuck that big dick into that wet, black pussy. Fuck yeah! Fuck yeah! You love that sweet, dark cunt, don't you? Mmm, yeah, fuck it good mutha fucka. Bury that white dick all the way in that fuckin' wet cunt, daddy! Oooo, fuck, daddy! Oooo, you fuckin' that pussy so damn good! Yeah, fuck it! Fuck it! Mmmm hmmm! Fuck it! Fuck you gonna make me cum!"
Kayla couldn't understand why she felt so horny. Throughout the day, the feeling had just gotten more and more intense. She went to her closet and pulled a shirt and another tiny skirt from the clothes, without so much as a thought. Then, she went to the bathroom and started the shower. Absent-mindedly, she brushed her teeth as she waited for the water to warm up. Her pussy throbbed delightfully. She could feel the drying cum soaked into her panties, and the thought made her tremble a little. Finally, she stripped off her clothes and got into the shower.
She hung her head in the hot, streaming water for a long time, letting it soak her dark, curly hair. Her head somewhat clearer, she washed herself, taking a bit of extra time between her legs because the soapy rubbing felt so wonderful. Somehow, she managed not to make herself cum again, but her pussy was still hot and needy as she shut off the water and dried her body. The coarse towel rubbing her hard nipples didn't make it any easier to avoid thinking about her cunt.
She pulled on her shirt, then wrapped her hair in the towel, put on a fresh pair of skimpy panties, and a slutty skirt. She looked at herself in the mirror and blushed. The shirt barely covered her tits, leaving a significant amount of underboob showing. Her hard nipples were quite visible through the thin, light blue material. Sparkly letters read, "Spank Me" across her chest. The bottom of her ass hung out beneath the skirt. Kayla sighed, and carefully poked her head out the bathroom door. The hallway was clear. She took another towel, and wrapped it around her chest, hiding the filthy phrase. She wasn't a slut, she told herself.
She darted back to her room. On her TV, a long legged brunette with an extraordinarily toned body had her legs spread and restrained on a bench. She lay on her stomach, her tits mashed against the bench. Her arms were strapped to her legs, so that she was immobile. She whined piteously. The whining was caused by the fact that a man with an oversized penis had said penis buried to the balls in the woman's ass. He wasn't fucking her ass. He wasn't even moving. He stood there, casually reading a book while his giant boner throbbed and twitched in the woman's asshole. Kayla paused and watched it, just because it seemed so strange compared to all the fucking and sucking that she was usually exposed to. She was begging to learn that there was a fetish for just about everything.
For 10 minutes, she just watched the man read his book, his cock buried in the groaning woman, seemingly oblivious to the sounds she was making. Suddenly, the woman moaned loudly and orgasmed. Kayla could see the man's balls jerking, but he didn't make a sound, didn't move. He just read his book. Finally, he jerked his cock free of the woman's ass, and a deluge of sperm poured from her hole. The man continued to read his book as he walked to the other side of the bench. With one hand, he pulled the woman's head up by her hair and shoved his cock into her mouth. The woman sputtered and choked as he slowly pushed his entire length down her throat. He held her there as she kicked her restrained legs uselessly. She made little gasping noises, and saliva spilled from her mouth. Still, the man just read his book with one hand, and kept a tight hold on her hair with the other.
Kayla stroked her pussy idly, watching the strange scene play out. She stood transfixed, for some reason. It was fascinating. The man truly behaved as if there were nothing more pressing than his goddamn book, even as the woman spit and retched around his invading meat stalk. Finally, he pulled his dick from her throat with a wet, squelching sound. The woman sucked in a breath, coughed, choked, coughed up what looked like a pint of thick spit, which dripped from her chin. The man's erection slapped against her face, smearing it with more glop, which further disfigured her. He thumbed the next page in his book and continued reading. The scene slowly faded to black, and Kayla shook her head. What the fuck had she just done with the last 15 minutes of her life?
She realized she was stroking her cunt through her panties and made herself stop. Tearing her gaze from the TV, she unzipped the black DomCo bag. The sounds of two women kissing each other hotly and moaning blared from the TV, but Kayla made a point not to watch. She had to get her head under control! She took the MP3 player from the bag, remembering Slit Slicker's explanation. It will help to relax you and focus you on what's important. That was exactly what she needed right now.
She stashed the bundle of sex toys under her bed. Pointedly ignoring the two dirty lesbos sucking at each other's tits on her TV, she lay on her bed and put the earbuds in her ears. Fiddling with the controls, she started a track labeled "Intro to meditation" on the MP3 player, and closed her eyes.
"Mmm, fuck I love your pussy!" One of the girls on the TV commented, and then a gentle whine began in Kayla's ears. The whine changed pitch several times, like a radio tuning in and out of different frequencies. It seemed an odd thing to relax to, but after a few moments the pitch evened out, then changed to a sort of white noise. It sounded, almost, like waves crashing gently on a beach. The sounds played on, and Kayla's thoughts drifted. She felt a pleasant buzz in the back of her mind, like someone gently stroking the back of her neck. It did feel relaxing now, very much.
The sounds flowed from one to the next. It was strange. She couldn't say with certainty what any one sound was, just something that they sounded similar to. The gentle lapping waves. The hum of a fan. The soft rustle of pages turning in a book. The distant rumble of thunder. The rustle of autumn leaves in a cool breeze. The pleasant tingle at the back of her neck made her shudder with pleasure. Images came, unbidden, into her mind as she felt herself fall into that state of half-wakefulness, just before true sleep comes.
In the mental image, she lay with her legs spread, and there was a pleasant sensation between them, just as there was a pleasant warmth between her real legs now. She heard the sigh of her own breath as the pleasure flowed from her cunt, slowly creeping throughout her whole body. The Kayla image's breasts bounced gently, and she whispered things that the real Kayla's mind just barely registered.
"My cunt is always so hot...My cunt needs to be filled...My cunt is always so horny...My cunt is a toy for pleasure..."



The mental Kayla's hips jerked and she smiled stupidly. She rubbed between her legs. Her cunt was always so hot. Her cunt was always so horny. The real Kayla's cunt was so horny, too. She rubbed it in time with the image in her mind.
"I always need to cum...My cunt makes me so naughty...I love it when my cunt makes me feel naughty...I'm such a good little slut with a naughty cunt..."
Kayla did need to cum. On a conscious level, she knew it. Her cunt was making her feel so naughty. She liked that her cunt made her feel naughty. She was such a good little slut with a naughty cunt. Her body shuddered as the thought passed through her conscious mind, even as she felt herself drift closer to falling asleep. Sluts with naughty cunts orgasm while their brothers stroke their cocks in front of them. Her pussy gushed. It was the last thought she had before falling asleep.
Company Policy
The buzz of the alarm clock roused Kayla from a very pleasant sleep. The first thing she noticed was that her pussy was very wet. Then, she noticed that her hand was between her legs, gently rubbing her wet pussy. The third was the slapping of flesh as a brown-skinned Native American woman in cowboy boots and hat rode the cock of a man dressed in a cow suit. The fourth was that she had slept soundly through the entire night for the first time in days. She couldn't even remember waking up to the sounds of raunchy porn one time, and then fighting to get back to sleep. Finally, the batteries on the MP3 player were dead.
Kayla pulled her hand out of her soaked panties, smearing the fuck cream on her fingers onto her sheets. She took the earbuds from her ears, and swapped the MP3 player onto the charger for her phone. She'd missed some messages from Tiffany, but she could get to them later. First, she took another top and skirt from her closet, not caring what they were. She only had to wear them long enough to get out of the house, where she could change to the normal clothes she'd bought the day before.
She took the slutty clothes and showered again, then dressed. Today, her top left her belly bare. It was a shoulderless shirt, and showed off a ridiculous amount of cleavage. She almost believed that her breasts would fall out of it if she leaned over. The strapless bra she'd chosen held them in, but just barely. The shirt had devil-red letters that read, "It ain't gonna lick itself."
The house was quiet. She passed by her mother's room, and the door was open. The room was empty. It was 7:30 in the morning. Kayla made her way down the stairs, and into the kitchen. No one there. She sighed with relief. If she hurried, she could get out of the house without seeing anyone. She stopped at the fridge, grabbed a bottle of Obsequium, and chugged as she quickly went out the door.
As she drove, the familiar warm feeling coursed through her body. Her cunt felt tingly and excited again. It felt nice. She pulled off the road into an empty church parking lot, and parked behind the building. Quickly, she grabbed a blouse and a nice skirt that fell to below her knees. She got back in the car and quickly swapped out her clothes. Feeling better, she continued the drive to the office, and parked in the employee lot. She snagged her badge, and went inside.
In the lobby, a few of the early employees were making their way to the elevators. Kayla spotted Honey as she was just sitting down to the front desk. Honey saw her, too, began to smile, but then frowned. Curious, Kayla went to the desk.
"Morning, Honey," She said, "Are you ok?"
"Oh, I'm fine," Honey said, "It's just...are you sure you want to wear...that?"
Kayla looked at her, confused. It was a nice outfit. The blouse was loose and billowy, hiding her body well. The skirt wasn't too tight, and covered her legs. She had on simple shoes, flats, sensible for the office.
"What do you mean?" She asked.
"It's just...a little frumpy, I guess." Honey said.
Kayla looked at Honey's outfit. A strip of cloth that vaguely resembled a tube top stretched across her chest, pushing her tits out and showing them off to full advantage. Her nipples were clearly evident. She wore a pair of tiny denim shorts that may as well have been painted on for how tight they were. Kayla was sure that if the girl turned around, half of her ass would be hanging out of them.
"I thought it looked nice," Kayla said, disappointed.
"Oh, yeah, it is. If you're, like, going to be a school teacher or something. But, I guess I just liked the one you had yesterday better. Whatever. Forget it, Hon. You have your style. Just do you!" The smile returned, but Kayla couldn't help but feel bad. It was only her second day, and she was already second-guessing herself.
Honey turned to greet someone else walking up to the desk, so Kayla went to the elevator and took it up to her floor. She entered the bullpen, and the few women already there gave her curious looks. Kayla avoided their eyes, but took note of their outfits. Tiny tops. Short skirts. Miniscule shorts, tight, sexy. All of them. Her outfit was like a neon sign illuminating her difference. She felt her cheeks flush, drank more of her Obsequium, and tried to put the thought out of her warm, fuzzy head. The girl in front of Mr. Johnson's office greeted her, and spoke into her headset.
"You can go on in." She said a second later.
Kayla opened the door. Mr. Johnson glanced up from his desk, waved politely, looked back down at a paper, then did a double take and looked at her, brows knitted in confusion. Kayla stopped.
"Um, good morning Mr. Johnson," She said quietly.
"Yes. Good morning, Kayla. That is a very...interesting choice of attire," he said, frowning.
Kayla flushed. She wanted to shout that it was a normal outfit. There was nothing wrong with it. She kept quiet, though.
"You did read the employment papers you signed, yes?"
"Um, mostly," she said.
"Ah," he said, "as in you didn't read them thoroughly. If you had, you would have noted the office dress code. Page 63, subsection 8. Please familiarize yourself with it in the future. As it's only your second day, and we've already thrown a lot at you, I'm going to let you off with only a minor disciplinary action. Afterwards, I can give you something more appropriate for the workplace, unless you have a change of clothes?"
Kayla thought of the skimpy top and tiny skirt in her trunk. Could something the office gave her be any worse than that? She thought not.
"I'm sorry, Sir," She said, "I don't have another outfit with me today. I'll make sure to carry extras in the future."
Johnson nodded, saying, "Very good. First, let's take care of the disciplinary action."
Kayla trembled. Her second day and she was already in trouble. She shuffled her feet and looked at the floor, ashamed. Johnson pushed a button on his phone. A second later, the door opened and his assistant came in.
"Yes, Sir?" She asked.
"Suck Pet," Johnson said, "Kayla has broken the dress code. She'll need minor discipline and a change of clothes. Can you take care of that, please?"
"Yes, Sir," Suck Pet agreed, "Would you like to witness the discipline?"
"Yes. Here will be fine."
Suck Pet took Kayla's arm and led her to the desk, then bent her at the waist. Johnson sat back in his chair, and idly patted his groin, looking into Kayla's frightened, confused eyes. Suck Pet yanked Kayla's skirt up above her waist, bent her further over the desk. Her mouth opened in an O of surprise, and then a loud crack echoed through the office as Suck Pet's hand came down hard on Kayla's bottom. Kayla cried out, and Johnson rubbed his hardening penis as the look of pain and shock registered on Kayla's face.
He watched her eyes as they filled with tears, and another loud crack followed. Kayla cried out again, her ass stinging. A third spanking made her bite her quivering lip. Johnson watched the humiliation on her face, the mix of pain and arousal. He could see that, while it hurt, Kayla's cunt was wet and excited. Kayla could see the hard bulge under his hand. Unconsciously, she licked her lips. Suck Pet glanced at him, and he held up his hand.
"Please take better care to follow the rules in the future, Kayla," he said, "Suck Pet will find you something more appropriate. Please report back to me afterwards, so that we can start your training in Social Media Research."
Kayla nodded, chastised and humiliated. She couldn't believe she'd just been spanked in her boss' office, by his secretary. She couldn't believe how fucking horny it had made her. Suck Pet let her skirt fall, and motioned for Kayla to follow her. They left the office, and exited the bullpen. She followed Suck Pet down the hall to a closed, brown, wooden door. The girl opened it with her badge. Kayla followed her in.
The room was a large walk-in closet, lined with clothes. Suck Pet looked Kayla over wordlessly, and began to go through the clothes. She picked a few items, and brought them over.
"Strip." She ordered, and tapped her foot impatiently.
Kayla flushed and slowly undid her blouse, taking it off and putting it on the table. Next, her skirt.
"God," Suck Pet breathed, "Why do you want to hide that? Fuck. I could spend days between those goddamn legs. Lose the panties, too. Seriously? Boy shorts?"
Kayla slid the panties off, and added them to the clothes on the table, then stood with her hands covering her pussy. Suck Pet rolled her eyes, got down on one knee. She lifted Kayla's foot, and slid a new pair of panties on one leg, then the other. She pulled them up Kayla's legs. Kayla gasped as she felt something inside the panties, some kind of small protrusion, slide into her cunt. The panties snapped in place.
"What is that?" Kayla asked. It felt nice inside her warm cunt.
"Company-issued underwear," Suck Pet explained, "your fault for not reading the rules."
The girl shook her head and sighed, then handed Kayla the other clothes. She looked at them, dumbfounded.
"Go ahead," Suck Pet said, grinning.
Kayla went red, but did as she was told. She slid the pair of tight, spandex shorts up her legs. They hugged her so tightly that she may as well have not been wearing anything. Suck Pet stopped her before she could put on her "shirt".
"Ditch the bra. It's going to look stupid."
Resigned, Kayla pulled the strapless bra off, and put it on the table. Suck Pet, then, had to help Kayla get the shirt on. She'd chosen one that was much too small for someone with Kayla's ample assets. By the time they managed to get the shirt on, it barely covered her tits, and the material stretched over them, clearly showing her nipples and a generous amount of cleavage. The stretched out letters on the front read, "Put a Baby In Me".
"That's much better." Suck Pet said, "You look perfect now!"
Kayla flushed. The slutty clothes, and the thing she could feel in her cunt had her wanting to cum. Suck Pet held up something that looked like a garage remote control in her hand, pressed a button, and Kayla screeched in surprise as her pussy went crazy. The thing inside the panties vibrated inside of her cunt, sending waves of intense pleasure through her body. She moaned and leaned against the table, legs shaking. A moment later, the vibrating stopped, and Suck Pet smiled at her.
"Fun, huh?" She said.
"Fuck!" Kayla hissed, "What..?
"Come on. You're going to be late." Suck Pet took her by the arm and pulled her from the room, back down the hallway, and into the bullpen. The women all looked at her in her slutty outfit and she saw approval and arousal in their eyes. Kayla didn't think she could get any redder with embarrassment, but it happened. Suck Pet knocked on Johnson's door again, and his voice on the other side bade them enter.
"Ah! Much better," Johnson said, as he looked Kayla over. He looked at his watch, "Kayla, you're late for work. I'm afraid you'll need to be disciplined. Suck Pet, would you see to it, please?"
"But, Sir," Kayla whined, "I wasn't-" She inhaled sharply as the vibrator inside of her came to life, making her legs shake, "Ooooh!"
Suck Pet bent her over the desk, and again Mr. Johnson leaned back and rubbed his crotch. He watched the confusion and arousal on Kayla's face as Suck Pet administered another quick spanking. On the third swat, Kayla orgasmed, her head falling forward limply as her legs wobbled. She was sniffling as she looked back up and her gaze focused on Johnson, who was now leaning forward, his face just inches from Kayla's. He gently cupped her chin.
"Company policies are in place for a reason, Kayla. Just learn the rules, follow them, and you'll do fine. Suck Pet will get you started on your training, now."
He let her go, and Kayla straightened, smoothing her skirt and dabbing at her eyes. Her face was a mix of confusion, humiliation, and arousal. Suck Pet took her arm and steered her to the door. As they walked out, Kayla felt befuddled. This wasn't what she imagined work would be like. A real job. Sure, it seemed like the place was a little different, but she couldn't imagine being spanked in her boss' office, or having a vibrator in her pussy somewhere else. They didn't make it look that way on TV, anyway. She wasn't sure, and her head was so fuzzy, her cunt so warm after her recent orgasm. She wanted to cum again. She wanted to feel Suck Pet's hands on her body again.
Suck Pet led her to the break room, where she pulled two bottles of Obsequium from the fridge, and handed one to Kayla. They drank deeply, and Kayla felt better. More relaxed. Passive. Warm. Her ass stung, though, and when she walked, the little vibrator rubbed her squishy insides in a very distracting way. As they walked back into the bullpen, she looked at the other girls, and wondered if any of them had vibrators in their cunts.
Suck Pet sat her down at her computer, and then took the seat next to her. Kayla moved the mouse, and the screen came to life. Her desktop background showed the same photo on her ID badge. Her tits, covered by the too-tight t-shirt she'd worn yesterday. Suck Pet didn't seem to think this was abnormal.
"Today will be introduction to the Social Media Research software," Suck Pet explained, "We'll work at it for the morning, and after lunch you'll go back down to orientation. You see the icon that says 'SM'? Click that."
Kayla clicked it, and started the application.
"Ok," Suck Pet went on, "Here's the deal. Every day in this country, there are men that are accused of rape. Do you know how many of those cases are brought by dumb sluts with too much cock on the brain, that just want to get back at some guy who ghosted them after a one-night stand?"
"Um, no?"
"Most of them," Suck Pet stated, matter-of-factly, "When those cases go to court, 97% of men will be convicted of the crime, and labeled as sexual deviants, criminals. It will destroy their lives. And all because some bitch gave up her pussy and felt bad that she was a slut, the next day. Do you think that's fair, Kayla?"
"N...no. That doesn't seem right."
"Goddamn right it's not right!" Suck Pet declared, "Well, normally, rape 'victims' identities are kept private, but our contacts in the justice department provide enough information that we can intercede on behalf of all those innocent men. We're using social media as a tool to help them get justice. Do you like justice, Kayla?"
Kayla did like justice. She nodded.
"Good. What we do in social media research, is gather information about these 'victims' and provide that information to the appropriate people, to help these men. Scoot to the side, and I'll show you an example."
Kayla rolled her chair to the side, and allowed Suck Pet to work at the computer. On the screen, she clicked a button that said "Pending" and a list of names with thumbnail photos appeared. She clicked the first one. Iris Peterson. The screen displayed a multitude of social media profiles, dating websites, text messages, photo sharing sites, online storage accounts. Iris Peterson was a prolific selfie-taker, it seemed.
"Now, let's start by going through the social media profiles. What we're going to do is tag those images and messages that make it clear that little miss 'I got raped by the bad man' is actually a cock-teasing slut that got pumped and dumped."
She began clicking on Facebook photos, and the software added a checkmark next to each one. Iris Peterson taking selfies showing off her cleavage. Iris in string bikinis, her ass on display. Iris at parties with liquor bottles in her hands, chugging. Iris at parties making out with a man. Iris at the same party, in the lap of someone different, her tongue down his throat. Messages from different men making comments like, "Had a LOT of fun with you last night," followed by winking emojis, "Me and the guys sure enjoyed the private party you gave us! LOL."
She moved on to Instagram, and other platforms. With those finished, she moved on to dating sites. Iris had several dating profiles with user names such as "GBQueen," "BigDickSlut69," "Lvs2SwallO," and "CockAddictXOXO". Suck Pet tagged the numerous photos and videos of Iris being pounded full of man meat, jizz on her face and body. She tagged even more from Iris' online storage accounts.
"You see?" Suck Pet said, "If this stupid slut was raped, then I'm Abe Lincoln. The little tramp just has a vendetta, and an innocent man could have had his life ruined because of it."
She finished by clicking a button labeled, "Compile," and a progress bar crawled across the screen. After a few moments, the process was completed. The system removed Iris from the list. Suck Pet rolled her chair out of the way, and motioned Kayla to take over. She clicked on the next name in the list, Rhonda Blythe. The system pulled in the profiles, dating sites, and sharing services. Her Facebook profile showed an olive-skinned girl of 21, long black hair loosely falling over her shoulders. She wore big sunglasses, and lay back on a beach towel, wearing a tiny thong bikini. Her legs were spread, and she held one hand over her pussy, and the other over her mouth, feigning surprise. As though she didn't know her thinly-veiled cunt was on display.
Kayla tagged photos of Rhonda dancing in a nightclub in a mini dress, twerking against random men. Rhonda with a drink in each hand with the caption, "Double Fisted". She also tagged a comment on the photo from someone named Dirk, which read, "Replace those drinks with something else, and you look just like you did last weekend with me and Trey!" Rhonda had replied to this comment with a little winking emoji, adding, "And last night with Rick and John, LMAO!"
Given her recent over-exposure to hardcore porn, Kayla assumed this must mean that Rhonda had been getting her slut mouth pumped full of two dicks on previous occasions. She imagined Rhonda's big, plump lips wrapped around a hard meat stick as it deposited streams of semen down her gullet. The image made her already wet, and excited cunt even wetter. Next, she tagged Rhonda sucking on bananas, cucumbers, and any manner of phallic shaped objects that mainstream social media would allow her to get away with.
Rhonda's dating profiles were much more graphic. The girl seemed to love having dick in her mouth. She tagged dating profiles with names like, "URBJQueen," and "CMenSLRPR," and photos of Rhonda with white dicks in her mouth, black dicks, Asian dicks, brown dicks, two dicks at once, three. She tagged photos of Rhonda with semen spurting from her lips, semen in her hair, on her face, her tits, covering her spread pussy, even drinking semen from wine glasses. Just as she tagged a photo of Rhonda on her back, two dicks in her mouth and one shoved deep in her pussy, the vibrator hummed to life and Kayla came in her chair, crying out in surprise while Suck Pet grinned at her.



"Keep going." Suck Pet commanded.
Kayla moved the mouse erratically as the vibrator throbbed in her cunt. She watched a video of Rhonda with a cock in her ass, another in her pussy and a line of men stepping up to spray her face with cum. She had another orgasm as she tagged this one. After the second orgasm, the vibrator turned to a low setting, just enough that it teased her wet hole, without inducing any orgasms.
"I think you'll do fine," Suck Pet said, and patted her shoulder.
The girl walked back to her desk. Kayla wasn't sure what she was supposed to do about the vibrating toy. It was very pleasant, though teasing, distracting. She tried to focus on her work, afraid of breaking more rules. She finished Rhonda, and clicked "Compile," then went to the break room for another bottle of Obsequium, the toy vibrating pleasurably inside of her the whole while. She drank, and started working on Megan Carlisle, a redhead with gigantic tits.
Through the morning, she combed the profiles and dating sites of dozens of women. The vibrator in her panties, combined with the pornographic images and videos, had her so on edge by the 17th girl that as soon as the vibrator's intensity increased, she had a tremendous orgasm that seemed to last for minutes. She could feel her cunt gushing fluid, and for a moment she was afraid that she'd peed herself. She gripped the arms of her chair tightly as her legs clamped together and shook. The vibrator stopped, and it took her some time to recover her wits enough to sit up in her chair, flushed with embarrassment. She noticed Suck Pet grinning at her, enjoying her game. Kayla's shorts had a large wet spot in the front of them, where she'd been spurting slut honey for the last few hours. She steeled herself, and went back to her work.
She had just finished her 30th alleged victim when Suck Pet's hand touched her shoulder.
"Lunch time," she said, "do you want a change of shorts?" She smiled deviously at Kayla, who blushed furiously, and nodded.
Suck Pet led her back to the closet, where she picked out a new pair of ultra-tight spandex shorts for Kayla to wear. These had the word, "Toy" written across her crotch in sparkly pink letters. Kayla stared at them, aghast, but Suck Pet's face was serious. Kayla stripped off the soaked shorts she'd been wearing, and slid the new ones on, struggling to get them over her round bottom. At last, she had them on.
"You remember how to get to the orientation room?" Suck Pet asked.
Kayla nodded.
"Great! Get yourself some lunch. Orientation will start at 1:30. Don't be late." She grinned devilishly.
Kayla promised herself she would not be late. No more breaking any rules for her. Though her stomach was grumbling, the thought of leaving the office in tiny shorts that said "Toy" across her crotch, and a shirt about to burst off of her, displaying "Put a Baby in Me," seemed like a good way to get raped if she went anywhere public. Then, she'd be combing her own profiles, tagging photos of herself. Not that she had any dirty photos to tag, but if anyone saw what she was wearing, they'd think she was a cock-tease. She was rape bait. She was a slut with too much cock on the brain, and a wet cunt in need of fucking.
"Is there a cafeteria, or something?" Kayla asked.
Suck Pet nodded, "First floor. Toward the back of the building. Just ask Honey Cunt, if you need help."
Kayla took the elevator to the first floor, where she followed the signs to the cafeteria. The room was quite crowded, full of women in skimpy clothes. There were no men. Kayla thought that was a bit odd, but then everything at DomCo was a bit odd. She stood in line and waited, scrolling through her Facebook feed. After spending the entire morning looking at other girl's profiles, she began to notice just how many risque photos people were posting. Seemingly every post she came across was girls in bikinis. Girls in lingerie. Girls with their tits falling out of their tops, or tiny skirts, booty shorts.
She looked at her own boring profile with last year's yearbook photo. She'd worn an ivory sweater that covered her to the neck, and a little bow in her curly brown hair. Compared with the mental image of what she must look like right now, the girl on Facebook was a stranger. Everyone else's profiles had pictures of parties, beaches, road trips. Hers showed books, or drawings she'd done. It seemed silly. She looked at the other girls, many of which had their faces bent to phone screens, as well. She held her phone out, snapped a selfie, and uploaded it.
In the photo, her curly hair spilled about her shoulders, a stray lock covering one eye. It looked sexy. The ridiculous shirt stretched across her big tits, "Put a Baby in Me" clearly visible. Her cleavage looked mouth-watering, and her flat tummy begged to be kissed. She stared at the photo. The sexy girl had a vibrator in her cunt, and no one else knew. Her brother had jerked off his cock on her belly while her mother had rubbed her snatch, but no one knew. The sexy girl in the photo was her. She looked at the stupid girl in the sweater, a bow in her hair, and scoffed.
A moment later, she saw a comment on her photo from Tiffany, reading "OMG! You are delicious!" It received a like. Kayla moved through the line. By the time she took a tray, there were a dozen likes and comments.
"Kayla? When did you get hot?" *Liked*
"That's so trashy. I thought you were better than that. :(" *Unfriended*
"Holy mother of tits!" *Liked*
"Where did you get the shirt? That's so hot!" *Liked*
"I would bathe in your sweat!" *Liked*
"What a f'in slut. So trashy." *Liked & Unfriended*
She tucked her phone back in her purse, and put food on her tray, grabbed a bottle of Obsequium, made it to the cashier, paid, and took a table alone in a corner. She ate robotically, as she stared at the milling throng of half-naked women, wondering what her life had become. Less than two weeks ago, she was the girl in the ivory sweater. Now, she had a vibrator up her twat, and she'd had half a dozen orgasms before lunch. She tried to puzzle it through, sure that there was something strange about it all, but her head felt too warm and fuzzy to think too hard about anything.
At ten minutes past 1:00, she discarded her tray and started down to the orientation room. She was 15 minutes early. Her badge opened the door to the room, and she used the extra time to walk back to the restrooms. Again, her badge would not open the door marked "People". She walked into the women's room, relieved herself, and sat through two orgasms that left her shaky and sweating. She pulled her company-issued panties back up, sliding the vibrator back into her sopping pussy. Then, Obsequium in hand, she waited the last few moments at the table with her hands folded, and her study guide in front of her. At precisely 1:30, Honey Cunt entered the room and beamed.
"Hey!" She said merrily, "Your outfit is to die for, Sugar! That is so cute! Much better than those old rags you were wearing this morning."
"Thank you." Kayla answered sedately.
"Ready to start?" Honey asked.
Kayla Nodded.
Honey turned on the big TV, scrolled through the programs and then handed Kayla the remote.
"You can just leave the remote when you're finished," Honey said, "It will take about 2 hours. This program has some interactive components, so don't doze off." She grinned.
Honey left the room. Kayla aimed the laser pointer in the remote at the "Play" button, and the video began. The DomCo logo faded into the screen, followed by the familiar slogan. The screen flickered, and Kayla felt her vision blur for a second, then, there was a series of gentle waves accompanied by a pitched whine. It reminded her of the sound from her MP3 player. She felt relaxed, and drank from her bottle. In the corner of the screen, white letters appeared, which read, "Insertion device detected. Connecting...Connected". Kayla felt a small pulse from the vibrator in her cunt and jumped a bit in shock. She settled back down into her seat. Had the TV really just connected to the vibrator? Why?
A gorgeous blonde woman strolled onto the screen. Her tits were on display in a top that was far too small for her, and her long legs were like sex walking beneath her tiny skirt. She wore fishnet stockings and a pair of glossy, red heels that matched her lipstick.
"Welcome to orientation," she said, her voice lusty, hypnotic. Kayla could have listened to her read ingredient labels all day and it would have sounded like sex. "Today, we're going to cover workplace etiquette," She said happily, and giggled.
The woman strode across the black background, heels clicking, ass swaying, until she stood in front of a tall man in a dark blue suit. The man's face was offscreen. The woman had to look up at him.
"Proper workplace behavior is sooo important to the morale and well-being of every employee," She said, "so in this lesson we're going to cover some dos and don'ts to help you along. After all, breaking rules will get you disciplined, and no one likes that." She grinned, ruefully, "Well, maybe not no one!" She winked, continued, "Now pay attention, as there will be a quiz!"
The scene faded out, and then faded into an office that looked similar to the bullpen in which Kayla worked. The blonde woman worked at her desk. The man in the suit called to her from his office. She got up and went to him. Kayla noted that the woman's skirt seemed longer than before. It was almost to her knees. The woman went into the office, where the man turned to her.
"Kitten Tits," He said, "I couldn't help but notice that your skirt seems entirely inappropriate."
"Oh," the woman said, "I'm so sorry, Sir. I wasn't thinking when I got dressed this morning. I've had so much laundry to catch up on."
"Yes, I know that thinking can be very difficult for you," the man said, "but rules are rules. You'll need to be disciplined, and if you don't have a change of clothes, we'll find you something more appropriate."
"I understand, Sir." the woman said.
"Please bend over the desk," the man instructed.
The woman did. The man pulled her skirt up over her ass. She wasn't wearing panties. The man proceeded to spank the woman's bottom several times, until it was red all over. She blubbered about it. Kayla couldn't help but remember her own brief brush with the dress code.
"Now, I've taken it easy on you, since you didn't wear panties. That was good. Let's go find you something more appropriate for the office."
The woman wiped at her smeared eyeshadow as they left the office. The video faded to black, and a question appeared on the screen.
"Workplace rules should be followed at all times. Select Yes or No."
Kayla pointed the laser at yes and clicked. The word turned green. The vibrator in her cunt turned on to a very low setting. She gasped. It felt good. She drank from her bottle and felt warm and wet. Another question appeared on the screen.
"The woman's attire was inappropriate for the workplace. Select Yes or No."
Kayla selected "Yes". The vibrator increased in intensity, and she parted her legs.
"The Master's actions were inappropriate. Select Yes or No."
No. The intensity increased, and Kayla squirmed in her chair. Fuck, it felt so good!
"Select the response that best fits the example:
1: I should be disciplined routinely for my own good.
2: There is no such thing as "inappropriate touching".
3: Roles and rules are meant to be followed. I need to know my place.
4: I expect to be disciplined, however necessary, when I don't behave properly."
Kayla thought for a moment, but it was difficult with the vibrator thrumming in her cunt, pushing her closer to an orgasm. She tried to read the words again, decide what the right answer was. Her head felt like cotton, though, and she was sluggish. She just wanted to concentrate on the feelings in her fuckhole. She selected number 4, and was pleased when the answer turned green. The vibration increased.
A picture-in-picture window appeared in the corner of the screen. It showed her spread legs, the bold outline of her horny pussy lips easily visible in the tight shorts. Part of the word "Toy" was visible. Another window appeared and showed her heaving tits in the slutty top, and a third displayed her face, eyes glazed as the sensations in her pussy overwhelmed her body. The pitched whine started up again, and the word "Slut" flashed over her face on the TV. The vibrations increased. The word "Cum" flashed across the TV, and Kayla came in her chair. She could see her hips bucking, the wet spot in her shorts growing as she gushed slut slime into her panties. She moaned loudly, pinching her hard nipples through her shirt. The vibrations tapered off, until the vibrator settled to a barely detectable hum, once again.
The picture-in-picture images winked out. The scene faded back in. Kayla tried to sit upright in her chair and pay attention, but it was very difficult with her recent orgasm, and the continued vibration. The scene on the TV now showed the man and woman entering a closet filled with clothes, just like the one upstairs. The woman stood, naked from the waist down, as the man looked through the clothes.
"Get on the table, please, and spread your legs." He ordered.
The woman did. The man put something that looked like a metal pair of shorts on the table. Kayla couldn't see what it was, exactly. The woman spread her legs. The man fumbled about in some drawers beneath the table. The camera zoomed in on the woman's spread cunt, and the man began to smear some sort of gel around her fuckhole, and then around her anus, then in her anus with his finger. The woman moaned and squirmed, but didn't stop him. The vibration in Kayla's cunt increased.
Next, the man took a thick, pink vibrator and inserted it into the woman's pussy. Kayla heard her moan as it filled her. Then, he made her hold her legs back, and he pushed a black buttplug into the woman's asshole. She groaned loudly and squirmed back and forth, legs shaking, until the plug was firmly inside her butthole. The man turned the vibrator on, and the woman began to moan more loudly. The vibrator in Kayla's cunt ratcheted up a notch, and she gripped the edge of her chair as she watched.
Oddly enough, the entire scene didn't seem out of place to her now. She'd spent days completely surrounded and engrossed in hardcore porn everywhere she looked. This was just like being at home watching TV. The man fitted the weird metal shorts on the woman, and then locked them in place with a padlock.
"There we are," he said, "That should teach you the value of proper dress."
The woman began to cry, and then she orgasmed, and cried some more.
"Now, now," the man said, "It's only for a few days. You will probably piss yourself several times, but you'll be better for it in the end. A bit of chastity will do you wonders!"
He helped the woman to stand, and then he slapped her face.
"None of those tears now, Kitten Tits. Rules and roles are meant to be followed."
"Yes, Sir. I understand." Kitten Tits said sadly.
The scene faded. Another series of questions began.
"The Master's actions were appropriate. Yes or No."
Yes.
The vibrator intensified, and Kayla bit her lip, clamping her legs together as the feeling drove her crazy.
"Forced chastity is an appropriate disciplinary method. Yes or No."
Yes.
The vibrations increased again. Kayla was having trouble focusing on the words. Her pussy was on the verge of exploding again.
"I am a slut. Yes or No."
The question threw her off. She wasn't a slut. She was a good girl. She'd never even had sex...with a man. But, she was dressed in a slutty outfit with a pair of vibrating panties shoved in her twat. She watched porno all the time. She'd let another girl lick her pussy. She'd let a group of women use her body for their own entertainment. She'd done it to make money, like a prostitute. Her own mother had fingered her fuckhole until she came. Her brother had jerked off on her tummy. She'd orgasmed from being spanked, more than once. A countdown appeared on the screen. She had 5 seconds to select an answer. She didn't want to know what would happen if she ran out of time, so she selected Yes.
The vibrator went crazy, and the picture-in-picture windows winked back on. Her face was a mess of sweat, a mask of pleasure. Her mouth hung open. She gripped the chair hard. Slut. Cum. She came. The vibrator wound down slowly, until it returned to the gentle purring. She lay her head on the cool table top for a moment, but the sound of another scene beginning made her sit upright.
She focused her bleary vision on the TV. The man sat at his desk. There was a strange sound from beneath the desk. Someone choking? It was hard to tell. A few moments passed, and then the man breathed a sigh of relief. A moment later, the woman crawled from beneath the desk, wiping her mouth. She still wore the chastity belt.
"Thank you, Kitten Tits," the man said, "That will be all for now."
Kitten Tits walked, shakily, from the office. The scene ended. The vibrations increased. Kayla wasn't sure she could handle another orgasm so soon. Words appeared on the screen.
"Observation. What occurred in the scene:
1: Kitten Tits was eating lunch under the desk.
2: Kitten Tits was choking on her tears, because she had been naughty.
3: Kitten Tits was providing oral satisfaction to her Master.
4: Kitten Tits was shining her Master's shoes."
The vibrations increased again, pushing Kayla toward her third orgasm within an hour. She read the answers again. Based on the sounds Kitten Tits had been making, it sure looked to Kayla like she was sucking the man's penis under the desk. She certainly didn't see any signs of lunch. It was probable that answer two was correct, though. Kitten Tits had been naughty, and she was crying. She could have simply been choking on her own tears. The vibrator increased. Kayla selected number three. She had to have been sucking his penis. She just had to be!
Kayla selected 3. The words buzzed an angry red. The vibrator stopped and discharged an electric shock inside her cunt. Kayla screamed, more from surprise than real pain. She yanked the terrible panties down her legs, the sound of her wet cunt audible in the quiet room as the vibrator slid from inside her. The TV screen flashed red and the words, "Insertion device connection lost. Reinsert immediately."
Kayla held the panties and stared at them dumbly. The screen started a countdown. She had 30 seconds. What would happen if she didn't do it? There was nobody to make her do it. There were no guards waiting to hold her down. Suddenly, the screen filled with images of her wet crotch, captured just moments ago. More images of her face as she orgasmed. Even more photos of her being spanked in the office. Her Facebook page appeared alongside it, with a progress bar as the images were uploaded.
Was this really happening? The photos were going to go on Facebook if she didn't put the panties back on? Did she really want to find out? She quickly slid the panties back up her legs. 15 seconds. The vibrator slid back into her twat. At 5 seconds the words, "Connection Established" appeared, and the red screen went away. The words, "Resume Orientation?" appeared on the screen.
Shaking, Kayla walked to the break room and took another drink from the fridge. After a long swallow, she felt more relaxed, but she was shaken. Not only had she done something the company didn't like, apparently, but they could do things to her to make her comply. It should have frightened her, she knew, but it was hard to feel afraid when her head and pussy were so hot. She returned to the table, sat down, and resumed her orientation.
It was nearly four in the afternoon when the orientation program finished. Kayla counted four more orgasms, and two shocks to her twat. She was a quivering mess, sweaty, her crotch soaked, her brain in a fog of lust and confusion. Numbly, she set the remote on the table and walked back to the elevator. She took it up to the lobby, where Honey waved her over to the front desk.



"Master Johnson asked to see you before you leave," Honey said, "How was orientation?"
"Oh, it was...different."
Honey gave her a knowing smile. Kayla trudged toward the elevator again, and took it up to her floor. She entered the bullpen, crossed to Johnson's door, and Suck Pet buzzed her in. Johnson sat behind his desk typing at the computer.
"Kayla," he greeted her, "come in. I see that you did good work today. I was just reviewing your tagging before we send it over to Legal. Well done. You may have saved a lot of lives today. You should feel proud."
Kayla had been so focused on not screwing up, and the vibrator in her cunt, that she hadn't given much thought to the real people on the other end. She had gotten through 30 profiles in her few hours this morning. That was 30 men that she had helped prove innocent of a terrible crime. Johnson could see the impact of it sink into her muddled brain.
"I...I guess I hadn't really thought about it." she said.
"Well, think about it. You're like a superhero. Good work."
Kayla beamed. It felt good. Despite the weirdness of the place, she had made a real difference to people.
"Now, I just needed to give you a couple of things," Johnson said, and handed her a little egg-shaped device, "This is synced to your MP3 player. We've downloaded new programs to it, and you're enrolled as part of the consumer test program. Each night, during the study, you'll put this device in your twat."
Kayla looked up sharply, unsure she'd heard him correctly. Her brain felt like jelly, after all.
"In my..."
"Your twat. Pussy. Yes," Johnson confirmed, as though this were a completely normal request. He then handed her a tiny cube with a pinhole on one side, "This is a self-adhesive wireless camera. We'll need you to put this in your room, where it will have the most visibility. We expect certain behaviors of all our employees. It's not as sinister as it sounds."
Kayla's mouth hung open.
"The camera will connect wirelessly. You won't need to do anything," he concluded.
"But...That's...I don't..."
"It's all in the contract you signed," He stated, "If you don't like it, you can always leave. We'll have to sue you for breach of contract and recoup the substantial cost of onboarding you, but nobody is making you do anything, other than what you've already agreed to."
Kayla was stunned. All of this was in the paperwork she signed? Her head spun.
"Don't worry so much, Kayla," He said reassuringly, "We're making the world a better place for mankind. Come back tomorrow, and help us change it."
"O...ok." Kayla agreed. She held the little egg and the camera, then put them into her purse.
"Off you go. Don't be late!" Johnson said, grinning.
Kayla knew she wouldn't be late.
Exhausted from her repeated orgasms, and with her head buzzing pleasantly, Kayla left the office. She called and chatted with Tiffany on the way home, which lifted her spirits. She didn't tell her about the vibrating panties, which she wore even now. With the pleasant fog in her brain, and wearing them all day, she hadn't thought to remove them. She sipped at a bottle of Obsequium as her addled brain convinced her that it was ok to wear slutty vibrating panties home.
When she stepped through the door, she could hear the TV on low. She crossed through the living room, where Rich was propped up on the couch, tapping at his phone while some big-titted slut in a tank top ran away from a monster on the TV.
"Hey," Rich said, without looking up.
"Hey," Kayla answered back, and started through the room to the stairs.
"Damn!" Rich exclaimed, noticing her for the first time, "I knew you were a slut, Kayla, but damn!"
Kayla flushed, remembering Rich's penis spurting semen on her belly and panties last night. It was completely normal, the Professor had said. Nothing strange about a young man with an erection spraying cum onto his sluttily-dressed younger sister.
"Work made me wear it." she explained, and knew how weak it sounded.
Rich took her picture with his phone and Kayla huffed, disgusted. She turned and went up the stairs. Rich stroked himself through his shorts, looking at the picture. In her room, two slutty blondes were in a 69, while a ring of men stood around them and jerked their cocks until they ejaculated sperm onto the writhing lesbo whores.
Kayla set her purse down, grabbed new clothes from the closet, a fresh pair of panties, and went for the shower. Even though she'd cum at least a dozen times throughout the day, her pussy still felt very needy and horny. She resisted the urge to play with it, mostly because she was tired, and the warm water washing away the sweat and cunt juices felt wonderful. Once she'd finished and dried, she pulled her newest degrading shirt on, slipped on her panties and mini skirt, and then looked in the mirror. Her shirt read, "Tease".
Picking up her phone, she looked at the photo she'd posted to Facebook earlier in the day. It had garnered a lot of attention, likes, and comments. The majority were from boys, and they were all complimentary. She was a hot slut. She was a fine piece of ass. Her tits were the stuff of legend. She was so yummy. The women were less kind, but there was a share of good ones, too. She decided that she liked the attention. She was a fine piece of ass. Her tits were the stuff of legend. She took another selfie, her hair damp, eyes shining, skin slightly red from the hot water. She uploaded it, and strolled back to her room.
On the TV, the two blonde fucktoys were each riding a cock while they fondled and kissed each other. Their faces were a mess of sticky sperm, and more of the disgusting goo clung to their tits and smattered their hair. Kayla picked up her purse and pulled the little camera and the egg from it. She stared at the two devices in her hand. She'd signed a contract. She'd agreed to things that she had no idea about. She could leave, and get sued by a gigantic corporation that would probably ruin her life. Or, she could do what they said, get paid, and not have to worry about her crazy mother and the weird professor ever again.
She puzzled over it, weighing the options. She felt like an idiot. She'd signed a bunch of papers without reading them. What was the alternative, though? Work at a burger hut for minimum wage? Be the girl in the ivory sweater with a stupid bow in her hair, while everyone else showed their tits and had a good time with their life? So, Master Johnson wanted to jerk off to her while he watched a camera in her bedroom. Her own brother had jerked off on her. Boys from her school were probably jerking off to her Facebook picture right now. Everywhere she looked, it seemed like people were jerking off, sucking each other, fucking, spanking.
She'd wanted to be good. She really had. She'd tried so hard to be normal, but every time she wanted to be good, she did something slutty. And she enjoyed it. She liked it when Tiffany licked her twat and kissed her. She'd liked it when Honey had kissed her and felt her tits. She'd liked it when the older women had blindfolded her and made her cum. She didn't want to like it, but she did.
Kayla sighed, peeled off the little strip of tape on the camera, and stood on her toes to put it in the corner of her room. She looked at the clock. It was barely seven in the evening, but she could hardly keep her eyes open. She got under her covers, the little egg held tightly in her hand. She slid the hand under her panties, and the egg slipped easily inside of her wet and horny cunt. The MP3 player waited on the charger. She took it off, put the earbuds in and turned it on. A moment later, the device chimed and Kayla felt the little egg in her pussy begin to vibrate pleasantly.
The soothing audio began to play in her ears, the pitch changing a few times until it became a steady hum. The sounds of the two slutty lesbos on her TV became muted as the relaxing white noise invaded her mind, lulling her into a half-sleeping trance. She let the sounds flow through her, and soon she was half in a dream, vaguely aware of her body. A seductive voice, like Kitten Tits' voice, began to whisper in her ear. Kayla listened, without really hearing.
"Slut. I am a slut. Whore. I am a whore. Fucktoy. I am a fucktoy. Compliant bitch. I am a compliant bitch," as the voice whispered, the egg vibrated happily in Kayla's pussy, making her feel relaxed and happy, "Tits. Fuck melons. Slut balloons. Funbags. Boobs...Breasts," at the last word, the egg shocked her cunt, almost bringing her out of her hypnotic state. Kayla was conscious, on some level, of tears in her eyes from the shock, but a second later the vibrating continued, and so did the voice.
"Fuckmeat. I am fuckmeat. Cocktoy. I am a cocktoy. Fuckslut. I am a fuckslut. Cockgobbler. I am a cockgobbler," The vibrations increased, and Kayla could feel an orgasm approaching, even as a tear rolled down her cheek, "Cunt. Cock pocket. Twat. Fuckhole. Meat tunnel. Cum trench...Vagina," again, the shock. Kayla arched her back and more tears spilled from her eyes. This time, the egg kept vibrating, even as it shocked her. The confusing stimulus made her cum, while the pain made her cry. The hypnotic sounds in her head kept her conscious of the fact that she was being brainwashed, but it was all so pleasant that it felt ok.
"Slut. Whore. Fucktoy. Bitch. Fuckmeat," The vibrations increased, spurring her to another orgasm, "Cocktoy. Fuckslut. Cockgobbler. Cum catcher. Cockhole...Kayla." The last thing she recalled before falling asleep was the sound of her name, the brutal shock that accompanied it, the tears hot on her cheeks.
Cumhole
The batteries in the MP3 player had died some time during the night. When Kayla awoke to the sound of her alarm, she pulled her hand from her wet pussy and licked her fingers. The little egg had gone quiet. Kayla fished it from her excited cunt, nearly making herself cum in the process, and set the egg next to the MP3 player on her charger. She still felt very tired. The combination of repeated shocks to her cunt, the orgasms, and the hardcore pornography that had invaded her sleep after the MP3 batteries died hadn't made for a restful slumber.
She began her routine of showering, and then picked out an outfit that she thought would be appropriate for the office. It consisted of a crisscrossed pair of black bands that held up her braless tits, and left her back nearly bare. Her belly was exposed, as were the mountains of her cleavage. Her skirt was a short, tight, glossy black faux-leather. She put on a tiny thong that slipped easily into the crack of her pussy and ass, then slipped on a pair of black platforms.
She crept down the stairs, and helped herself to a bottle of Obsequium to start the day. When she turned around, Marie stood in the doorway in her robe. Kayla started, and then sighed.
"You scared me!" She whispered.
"I was home late from work last night," Marie said, "So I didn't get to see you. I just wanted to tell you to have a good day." Marie hugged her, like a normal mother, and then ruined it by sliding her hands down to cup Kayla's ass. She continued, "It's good that you're wearing panties again, honey, even if they are whore panties. Maybe you're not a complete slut, yet."
She kissed Kayla on the head and started to make coffee. If that was supposed to be a compliment, Kayla thought, it was a weird one. What the fuck had happened to her life? She drank from her bottle and left the house, her head already getting warm and fuzzy from the tasty drink.
When she arrived in the bullpen, ten minutes early for work, she stopped at Suck Pet's desk. The girl greeted her warmly, and buzzed her into Master Johnson's office. Johnson sat behind his desk, typing. He motioned for her to wait, continued typing, finished, then looked up at her.
"Well, you're better dressed today," he commented, smiling, "and on time. Good girl."
Kayla felt a little twinge in her pussy when he said that.
"Today you're going to change up your research a bit. Suck Pet has your instructions, so just let her know you're ready to get started. Before you go, though, I have one more thing for you."
He handed her a new badge from his desk. Kayla looked at it and wanted to cry.
"We picked out a company nickname for you," he said happily, "Off you go, now." He shooed her out of the office.
Kayla walked back out, staring at the badge.
Cumhole
38D
S.Rating: 3.2%
F.Grade: N/A
S.Grade: N/A
A.Grade:N/A
Below this were 3 pictures. Her face as she orgasmed in the training room. Her wet crotch in the soaked shorts, where her slut nectar had poured out of her. Her tits, straining the tiny shirt that read, "Put a Baby in Me".
Suck Pet looked up from her desk and asked, "Are you ready to get started?"
She took in Kayla's distraught face as she stared at the badge.
"What's wrong, Cumhole?" she asked.
Kayla didn't respond at first, then she looked up. Cumhole. She wasn't Cumhole. She was Kayla. The thought brought back a painful memory of her pussy being shocked. She shivered.
"Yes, I'm ready." she answered, ignoring the question.
At the computer, Suck Pet brought up a new application. This one showed a Facebook profile for a girl named Angie Merit. Along with the profile were some images.
"Today, you're going to work with the matching algorithm," Suck Pet explained, "This algorithm is part of the pro-active anti-rape accusation database. There's plenty of dirty sluts out there who might not have dating profiles and an abundance of evidence that clearly displays what whores they are. The algorithm searches uploaded files from all across the world, and uses facial recognition software to match them to social media profiles. Your job is to be the human eye that connects the two."
She brought up Angie's photo. In the screen to the side, she brought up another photo of the same girl with her top off, fuck handles exposed, beer in her hand, and a man between her legs, eating her whore hole, his head under her skirt. Other people stood around and cheered. The computer prompted, "Is this slut Angie Merit?"
Suck Pet clicked yes. It was clearly Angie in the dirty photo. Then, she was asked to describe the photo. Suck Pet typed in, "College fuckwhore drinks beer while random stranger tongue bangs her slutty hole."
The computer moved to the next photo of Angie at the same party. She lay on a table, her skirt pushed up to show her shaven dick tunnel, which was filled with a thick slab of man meat. Two other men ejaculated on her udders, while a fourth had his schlong buried in her throat. Suck Pet clicked to acknowledge that this, too, was Angie. She typed, "Blonde fuckpet spreads her legs to take fat pecker up her snatch, while being spooged on by two men as her suckhole is plugged with dick."
The profile moved to the next one, and another image. Suck Pet moved from the desk, and let Kayla take over.
"The proactive activity ensures that the database is populated for future occurrences. If Angie ever tries to claim rape, we have a body of evidence that clearly shows how much of a cock-starved bimbo she actually is." Suck Pet explained, "Think you got it?"
"I...I think so." Kayla said.
She looked at a photo of a redhead named Kathy Turner. She wore a simple polo shirt, and looked very sweet. The photo displayed next to her showed the same girl, bent over a picnic table. She was wearing a bikini, the bottom of which was pulled to the side. A tall black man pumped his penis into her. Her mouth was open in ecstasy. He held a fistful of her red hair in his hand, like reigns, as he rode her. Two more men stood behind him, presumably awaiting their turn inside Kathy's not-so-innocent fucktunnel.
Kayla clicked to confirm Kathy's whorishness, and typed, "Filthy redhead takes big dick doggystyle from black man, while other men wait to put their own dicks in her cum channel." She was rather proud of the description. The hours of being subjected to hardcore porn as she tried to sleep had left her with a rather inventive vocabulary when it came to dirty words. She moved on.
For the next couple of hours she matched up the photos, most of which were the same girls. The algorithm was quite good. There were a few that were only porn girls that looked similar, but Kayla could tell they were not the same girls in the profile photos. On the next profile, she froze. It was her profile. There was the yearbook photo in the ivory sweater. Along with it were five images. Three of them were pictures of her face as she orgasmed in her chair, just yesterday, in the training room. One was the sexy selfie she had uploaded while in the cafeteria. The last was a picture from the camera in her bedroom. She'd thrown off her covers, and her hand was busy between her legs as she masturbated in her sleep, her earbuds in her ears.
She got up and went to Mr. Johnson's office, where Suck Pet looked at her questioningly.
"Can I go in?" She asked, wringing her hands.
Suck Pet spoke into her headset, and then waved Kayla inside. Johnson sat behind the desk.
"Cumhole," he greeted her, "What can I do for you?"
"It's...I'm on the computer!" She cried, clearly agitated.
Johnson tapped his keyboard, moved the mouse, and a moment later said, "Ah, yes. There you are. The system is smart enough to ensure that you get your own photos," he explained, "unless you'd like them to go to someone else? We can certainly change the options."
"No!" Kayla said hastily, "But...why am I on the computer?"
"Well, if you were acting like a slut, and there was a photo taken and uploaded to the cloud, then it was scanned and matched by the algorithm. I see here that you were having an orgasm in your chair during orientation. Very nice. This selfie photo seems rather naughty, in contrast with your profile information, and then you were masturbating your twat. All very naughty, I would say. Here, why don't we do this one together?"
He patted his lap, and Kayla came around the desk. She sat on his knee, her warm pussy pressing against him. His hand rested on her bare leg.
"Is this slut you?" he asked.
Kayla sniffled, and clicked, Yes.
"What is this slut doing?"
Kayla typed on the image of herself masturbating, "Horny brunette teen rubs her eager wet cunt while hardcore gangbang porn plays on her TV."
"And this one?" Johnson asked, pointing to her orgasming face.
"Brunette teen with oversized fuckmelons cums in her panties at work," she typed.
She captioned her other photos, and left the office fighting back tears. For the rest of the day, she took out her sorrows and anger on the dumb sluts that the computer showed her. Carrie Evans was a big-titted cow with a horny cumcatcher. Brianna Baker was a skinny cockpump getting reamed in her poop chute. Lana Reynolds was a fuckpuppet with fake melons being jizzed on in a dirty alleyway. As she drank more Obsequium, she became more aroused and distracted by the feelings in her own pussy. After all the orgasms she'd had the previous day, she was edgy now, having gone hours without one.
She'd been staring at photos of girls doing slutty things all morning, and her pussy was so wet and excited that she felt she could explode at the merest touch. It was while she was attempting to stay focused on labeling Mary Bradford a bubble-butted sperm receptacle, that she felt a presence just over her shoulder. She turned, and was faced with the hard, throbbing erection of Master Johnson.
Her manager stroked his cock openly in the bullpen, just inches from her stunned face. A second later, as her mind was still trying to register this fact, thick, ropy streams of cum shot forth and covered her face. More shot into her surprised, open mouth. She looked up at him with shocked, wide eyes. Master Johnson only rubbed the head of his cock on her lips, and walked away, closing the door of his office. Kayla couldn't believe that had just happened. No one else had seemed to notice, or they didn't care. She ran from the bullpen down the hall, hot semen running down her face.



She darted into the women's restroom, where she looked at herself in the mirror. There were thick globs of sperm on her cheeks, on her nose, her lips. She could taste the saltiness of it. She grabbed paper towels, wet them, and wiped at her face. It was while she was cleaning that she noted Suck Pet entering, spotting her in the mirror.
"Gosh," she said, "you really took a big load to the face!"
Kayla looked at her darkly.
"It's ok, Cumhole," she said, hugging Kayla from behind, "It's just a facial. You could just put it in your mouth and swallow the next time." she suggested.
"Next time?" Kayla exclaimed, horrified.
"Well, sure. You're super hot. Of course men will want to cum on you, in you. I'd cum on you if I had a dick!"
"My name isn't Cumhole!" Kayla said defiantly, "It's Kayla!"
Suck Pet slapped her across the face.
"Look, slut," she said, her finger in Kayla's shocked face, "You signed on, just like we all did. You need to get with the program, if you want to have any kind of life. Look at this place. Look at the money. Look at the sex. They...control...everything. What they don't, they will. The better slut you can be, the easier they'll make your life. If I were you, I'd go to Master Johnson's office, tell him thank you for shooting his hot gooey load on your face, and ask if he'd like you to swallow it next time,"
Suck Pet's hand shot beneath Kayla's skirt, and rubbed at her soaked panties.
"Fuck you're wet," she breathed, and kissed Kayla on the lips, her pink tongue gently licking the last traces of sperm from them, "admit it, Cumhole, you get off on it. You like it. You are a slut."
Her fingers slipped inside Kayla's panties, pushed them down. Her tongue snaked into Kayla's mouth. Kayla's pussy was so hot and ready to cum that she didn't try to stop her. She came on the other girl's fingers, moaning into her mouth. When Suck Pet was satisfied, she slipped Kayla's panties the rest of the way off her legs, and told Kayla to step out of them. The other girl sniffed them.
"I'm keeping these," she said, and left the restroom.
Kayla, pantiless, cleaned up her wet pussy, wiped at her face again to make sure all the cum was gone, and then left the restroom. Suck Pet was already back at her desk as Kayla approached, and the girl gave her a knowing look as she approached the office door. She was buzzed in.
"Yes, Cumhole?" Master Johnson asked.
"Master Johnson," Kayla said quietly, "I...that is...thank you for...for cumming on my face," she flushed. She'd never said something like this to a man, but continued, "and next time...I'll...swallow it for you...if you want."
Johnson smiled and replied, "Thank you Cumhole. I'll keep that in mind. You look very pretty with jizz on your cheeks. Now, I have an errand for you to run, please."
He extended his hand, holding a small flash drive out for her. She stepped forward and took it.
"The office photo printer is down, so I'll need you to run these over to the copy shop," he handed her an index card, "these are the size and number of prints I'll need. Could you see to that please?"
Kayla nodded, and Johnson shooed her from the room with a wave of his hand. She stopped in the break room, took another bottle of Obsequium, and departed for the copy shop. When she arrived, she handed over the flash drive, as well as the instructions for the prints. She stood fidgeting with her phone, while the shop employee eyed her hungrily in her slutty outfit. She took care not to move too much, as the tiny skirt already exposed quite a bit of her ass. If she moved too swiftly or bent over, her nude fuckhole would be on display for anyone.
She read through the comments on her recent photo posts, amazed at how many there were, until the employee called her up. He handed her a folder, which she took.
"The prints are paid for under your company's account Ms...um, Cumhole?"
Kayla flushed, her mouth working, but no sound coming out. Had they really put her company nickname on the account? The employee cleared his throat.
"Well...you come back again. Have a good day."
He looked almost as uncomfortable as Kayla felt. She clutched the folder and hurried from the shop, humiliated. Some stranger had just called her Cumhole! She drove back to the office in a daze, her pussy wet and tingling, dripping fuck honey on her seat. She returned to Johnson's office, where she handed him the flash drive and folder, then waited to see if her task was complete. He opened the folder and looked at the prints, then nodded.
"Well done, Cumhole. They look excellent." He said.
He took a black 8x10 frame from a desk drawer. Kayla thought it a bit odd that he would keep photo frames in his desk, but then, there was nothing normal about DomCo. He slid one of the large photos into the frame, and then took a small, wallet size from the stack, then set them aside.
"The large one is to put on your desk," he said, handing them to her, "and the other for your wallet."
Kayla looked at the photo in horror. It was a very clear up-close photo of her shocked face covered in sperm. Her eyes flicked to Johnson, who had gone back to work.
"But...!"
"Is there something else, Cumhole?"
Kayla thought of being slapped in the face in the restroom. They control everything, she thought. Just be a good slut.
"Um, thank you for the photo," she said, "it's a lovely picture of my cum-soaked face."
He smiled, delighted, and took another copy from the folder. The copy went into another frame, which he handed to her.
"A copy for your mother," he said, grinning, "to hang on the wall."
Kayla gulped, and took the photo. Back at her desk, she propped the photo up on its stand, and then inserted the small one into her wallet. Suck Pet stopped by to admire the photo, and commented on how pretty Cumhole looked with her lips dripping semen. Then, she showed Kayla her own photo from her first week. She didn't look surprised. She looked happy with her face covered in cock goo. There was a dick in her mouth.
"Suck Pet, what do the numbers on the badge mean?" Kayla asked.
"Oh! You don't know? Well, the first one is pretty obvious. It's the size of your tits. The rest are all the relevant statistics for any female. S. Rating is your overall satisfaction rating, based on the average scores given by the people that fuck you. F. Grade is your Fuck Grade, how much fun it is to fuck you. S. Grade is your Suck Grade, how well you suck cock and cunt. A. Grade is your Anal Grade, how enjoyable your ass is."
Kayla felt a bit sick, but she was not surprised.
"What if you...you know...don't have any experience?" Kayla asked.
"Then you'll be a zero until you do. The lower your grade is, though, the more they're going to put pressure on you, humiliate you, force you into situations where you'll act like a slut. It's why they put the Obsequium out everywhere. To keep us all docile and horny." Suck Pet explained.
"What do you mean?"
"The Obsequium. It's mostly sugar water, mixed with semen, a mild sedative, and aphrodisiacs. You can't tell me you didn't notice how wet your pussy is all the time?"
Kayla nodded, and her stomach turned as she looked at the bottle she'd been drinking from, and the one in Suck Pet's hand.
"Don't think too much about it. You like it, don't you?"
Kayla nodded. She did like it. She liked how it made her feel, too.
"How come my S. Rating is 3.2? I haven't done...anything. Except get my face splattered with cum," she said quietly.
"Well, I rated you," Suck Pet said, "The whole shy, innocent thing you have going on, even though you dress like a fuckslut, really turns me on. I like that you're reluctant when you're molested. It's super hot. Then, you cum like a whore and kiss like you're in love. Also, you're very submissive and do what you're told, like you're a little sex doll. You even cried a little bit, and that made my cunt really juicy. So, I rated you a 5 out of 5. They must have found someone else that got to play with your hot body, who rated you a little lower. Is there anyone else you can think of that's used you?"
She said it so casually, that Kayla was momentarily stunned. She had been rated by the girl who had molested her in the bathroom. The girl who had made her wear vibrating panties and then remote controlled her orgasms for a whole morning. That little nugget slid to the back of her mind, and she tried to run through her sexual history. It was not extensive, having only gone back a couple of weeks.
Tiffany was an obvious one. Cole had kissed her and put his tongue in her mouth. The group of older women had licked, sucked, and fondled her all over. Her mother had spanked her, fingered her, rubbed her cunt, and made her orgasm a few times. Professor Miles had put his big finger in her pussy and made her cum after he'd spanked her. Then, her brother had ejaculated on her tummy and panties. She wasn't exactly a porn star.
Suck Pet slid Kayla's chair aside, and worked at her computer for a moment, bringing up an intranet page. The page was of her. In the corner were the same statistics on her badge, as well as her "company name". The page contained all the images she'd just labeled of herself, as well as her Facebook photos, and the recent picture of her face covered in sperm. There was a link that read "ratings". Suck Pet clicked on it. It had three entries.
The first one was Suck Pet's, and it detailed her experience with Kayla, as well as the things she enjoyed about using her body. The second review was from Honey Cunt, who rated her a 4 of 5. Honey enjoyed her tits, and the way she kissed. She was not fond of the outfit Kayla had come to work in yesterday. The final entry was from Master Johnson, who rated her a 2. Kayla wasn't sure why she felt hurt about that. Johnson saw a great deal of potential, but an unwillingness to go the extra mile to fulfill her purpose. He did like how pretty her face was, decorated with sperm, and also enjoyed seeing her cry as she was spanked.
"As you get more experience, your ratings will improve," Suck Pet explained, "so don't hold back. And when someone does fuck you, make sure you give them this link so that they can rate you."
Kayla's head swam. She took a big swallow of Obsequium, and felt the sedative calm her nerves. Her pussy was very excited, even though she felt that this was all so wrong. How did she end up being a literal corporate whore? Why was it simultaneously thrilling, but appalling? What choice did she have? The work day was coming to a close. She was hungry, having skipped lunch to go to the copy store, and her pussy felt very needy from all the Obsequium she'd been drinking. She put the computer to sleep, and grabbed a two liter bottle on her way out of the office.
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Synopsis:
The benevolent mega-corporation, DomCo, is making a better world for mankind. Young feminist, Sophie, just wants to do her part as a volunteer, in order to help her younger sister gain college credit. Will poor Sophie, herself, become the relief aid?
The Reluctant Suckslut, Part 1:
Staring dumbly at the ridiculous shirt being offered to her, Sophie considered backing out. Always one to support a helpful cause--she was a good, outspoken feminist, afterall--she'd reluctantly agreed to participate in the Relief Aid event at her sister's insistence. Like Sophie, Jessica was always ready to volunteer for a benevolent cause. While she didn't share the same feminist ideals as her older sister, Jessica could be counted on to show up for charity carwashes, band boosters, help the homeless church events, or even neighborhood trash clean-up days.
As the older sister, Sophie considered it a kind of familial duty to help her sister out when she asked. Jessica, to her credit, was endlessly grateful, and never took advantage. Today's event, though, had a special bonus for Jessica. Each volunteer she'd managed to wrangle for the event would net her extra credits toward her high school Senior Arts & Humanities project, which in turn earned her additional tuition assistance for college. Grudgingly, Sophie had agreed to be a volunteer.
"I hope you realize how much I love you." Sophie grumbled, taking the shirt from Jessica with disdain.
The tight, sleeveless tank top was bright white and nearly transparent. Scrawled across the chest in large red letters were the words, "Relief Aid," which Sophie was sure was thought up by some misogynistic asshole who was, doubtless, chuckling to himself at the double entendre. The tiny shorts that went with the shirt were skin tight and black. The ensemble gave her an inward shudder as she thought about Hooters girls. It was revolting.
"I know you do," Jessica replied, gratitude apparent in her voice, "just remember it's for a good cause. Besides, you can rest on your moral superiority, while watching a bunch of drunken barbarians debase themselves like animals, knowing that you rise above all that nonsense," her eyes brightened, and she smiled, continuing, "and, you'll be showing that you're not ashamed of your femininity! You're using your natural womanhood to serve a higher purpose!"
Sophie laughed, despite herself. She didn't agree, but she appreciated her little sister trying to put a positive spin on the embarrassing outfit. She took the skimpy clothes from Jessica, and went to dress.
By 9:00, Jessica pulled her car into the volunteer parking area at Relief Aid. The event was essentially an all-day concert and fair that sprawled across the local fairgrounds. Dozens of bands across as many genres of music would be performing throughout the day and into the night. The volunteers would be manning concession stands, stocking supplies, picking up trash, selling souvenirs, and any other number of menial tasks. The proceeds for the event went to a number of different causes that Sophie was actually passionate about.
Sophie scanned the literature from the event's corporate sponsor, DomCo. What a stupid name, she thought. Still, the list of causes where the funds were going was heartening. Female empowerment groups. Women's education programs. Sustainable housing for underprivileged women. Corporate jobs for women. Maybe DomCo wasn't so bad. They just had a stupid name.
Sophie and Jessica left the car, both girls catching the eyes of all the men as they made their way to the volunteer check-in. Their mother's Latin heritage was apparent in both girls. They shared the same long, black hair. Jessica had left hers loose, while Sophie had opted to put hers into a long braid. The tight black shorts hugged their generous, bubble butts, which jiggled enticingly as they walked, and their light brown skin was maddeningly on display in their toned legs. Sophie, a little older, and a little taller, sported a killer set of boobs that shook with each step, even encased in her bra. Jessica's B cups couldn't really compare with her sister's double D's, but on her slim, short frame they looked exquisite. The tight tank tops molded to the girls like a second skin. Sophie, with her big tits, looked like the definition of a sex object.
She felt a bit nervous, knowing that she would be exposing herself like this all day with a crowd of drunken, horny men devouring her with their eyes. When she saw the copious amounts of burly men in shirts that read, "Security," though, she felt better. The event, it appeared, was well-coordinated. Jessica had gotten a bit ahead of her as Sophie had paused to look about, and when she caught up she found her sister chatting with a small group of friends who she had, also, convinced to volunteer for the day. Soon, the little group was checked in, and they waited in a holding area until the staff finished with the other straggling volunteers.
Once everyone had checked in, the staff began to hand out assignments. Jessica was assigned to a concession stand. Her friends had gotten trash duty, or souvenir detail. Sophie found herself assigned to a relief tent. The staff member in charge of her assignment explained that there were a number of relief tents around the fairgrounds. It was a long event, and there would be people freely drinking alcohol and eating crappy fair food. The relief tents were cool-off zones, where people could get out of the sun, lie down, and recuperate.
Sophie was, essentially, a glorified towel girl. She could offer them water or sports drinks to refresh electrolytes, give them cold towels, and dispense over the counter medications, such as pain relievers, allergy medication, or stomach relievers. As long as they signed a waiver, which she would file for the company's records. Given the nature of the other work the volunteers were doing, this sounded like a great job. She was led to her tent.
On the way, she took in the variety of booths set up by DomCo. They passed several career booths. Sophie felt strange as she saw the kind of "jobs for underprivileged women" that DomCo was helpfully offering assistance with. Cleaning services. Escort services. Modeling. Adult entertainment. Stripping. Pole dancing instructor. Another booth offered free "safe sex" education courses. On one poster, an attractive blonde bimbo with her posterior jutting out provocatively held one finger over her anus, while a look of mock surprise showed on her face. Another poster showed a stupified redhead holding an oversized condom in her hand. Sophie thought she could see a suspicious white drop at the corner of the girl's mouth, but she didn't have time to stop to scrutinize the poster.
Inwardly she scoffed at the ridiculous size of the condom on the poster. Real penises were never that big. While she was a feminist, she wasn't a man-hater. She'd had a few boyfriends, and even let one guy go all the way with her. That experience was, ultimately, what led her down the feminist path. Randy (aptly named) had been a real pig in bed, where he'd treated her like nothing more than a set of warm holes for his angry penis. That was years ago, when she'd been 18 and stupid. Even so, his penis was nowhere near big enough to need a condom that size. It was clearly for shock value. Fucking marketing.
Outside, the day was already warming up. Inside, the tent was cooler, with the pleasant hum of fans circulating the air. The interior made her think of some kind of field hospital. The long tent was partitioned all down the length. Each partitioned area held a small cot, where sun-beaten drunks could take a rest. At the back, was a large partitioned area, which held a file box, coolers filled with bottled water and sports drinks, small snacks for people suffering from low blood sugar, and some basic over-the-counter medications. The volunteer coordinator left her alone in the tent.
As the morning progressed, Sophie idly played with her phone. Her tent was on the furthest edges of the fairgrounds, so it remained fairly quiet as morning turned into afternoon. The few people that had stopped in generally asked for something for a headache, or just wanted to get a free bottle of water instead of coughing up a ridiculous sum for a soft drink at the concession stands. When the people that stopped in were female, they generally gave her a look of disgust, assuming she was just some big-titted bimbo.
They didn't even consider that there was a real person with thoughts and feelings attached to those magnificent mountains of jiggling flesh. If they were male, they ogled her tits, legs, and ass. Again, they never stopped to think that there was a human being with real emotions and goals beneath the skimpy outfit. Like all men, she was just a pleasing visual image that they would go home and beat their dicks off to later tonight, or think of while they stuck their scraggly penises into their fat, comely wives or girlfriends. The thought of those drunken animals using her for their masturbatory fantasies made her want to vomit.
Sophie knew that men, in general, weren't dogs or pigs. They were obeying a biological function that urged them to breed. They couldn't help that chemistry in their brains made their penises hard, and when that happened it was difficult to override the instinct to put their hard penis into a warm hole until it ejaculated. She understood this, but that didn't mean that some men weren't just brutes.
While scrolling through an article about self-empowerment, Sophie heard the tent flap rustle. She looked up, and a towering man ducked in through the flap, wiping his brow. He wore a cut-off tee that read, "My name is Buck, and I'm here to fuck". Speaking of brutes, she thought. The man teetered a bit. Sophie was sure that he'd been pounding back beer all morning.
"Ya got a place ta lie down a spell?" The man slurred.
"Sure," Sophie said, scanning the empty tent, "Just pick anywhere you like."
The man took a cot, which groaned under his considerable size, and lay back.
"Can I bring you some water?" Sophie called from her camp chair, near the back.
"Please darlin'" he replied.
Sophie fetched a bottle of water and brought it to him. He took it gratefully, and swallowed deeply from it. Sophie turned to walk away and felt the man's hand grip her firm ass cheek. She sucked in a breath and glared at him.
"Excuse you!" She said.
"Aw, don't get saucy on me honey," the man said, "Yur just as pretty as a peach. I couldna help maself if I tried. And I did try, sure as shootin'." He grinned playfully.
Sophie sighed and returned to her camp chair and her article. A few minutes passed in silence, and then a shadow fell over her. She looked up from her phone and saw the man towering over her. She was suddenly afraid. This guy was huge. She was alone. She had no idea if anyone else was nearby. In the hours she'd been in this tent she'd only seen a handful of people.
"Ya got any crackers, pretty girl?" he asked amiably.
Sophie gulped and stood up. The man was uncomfortably close, and he didn't move back as she stood. He was certainly in her personal space. Though she tried to lean away from her, he was so close that her big tits brushed against his chest as she pushed the camp chair a pace back.
"I, um, I have some sn, snacks here," She stammered.
Behind the back partition, she bent over the box of snack foods, and retrieved a package of crackers and a candy bar. As she stood up and turned around, there was the man, with her behind the partition. Her anxiety went up, and alarm bells started to ring in her head.
"Here you go," she said, voice quavering, "Why don't you just take those back to the cot. I think I'm just going to run out to the restroom."
She tried to edge around the imposing bulk of the stranger, as he took the proffered snacks from her hand, but he caught her wrist. Sophie began to tremble.
"Please let me go." She squeaked.
The man eyed her up and down hungrily.
"Relief aid," he said slowly, reading her shirt, "I could use me some relief." He grinned, and his other hand stroked his crotch, "What do you say we just get to know each other a li'l better, huh?"
Terrified, Sophie screamed, and the playfulness went out of the man immediately as he slapped her face and put a hand over her mouth.
"Shit, pretty girl! Ya ain't gotta be like that! What? I ain't good'nuf for ya? Ya thinking I'm jus' some dumb ol' hillbilly fucker, huh? Not man 'nuf for yer perfect body?"
He stared into Sophie's deep brown eyes angrily. She struggled to quell her terror and think. There was no way she was going to beat this man physically in any way. She had no weapon. Bottles of water and crackers were not going to save her. Her only hope was that someone might come in the tent and save her. Or was it her only hope? The man wanted relief. His penis was making him an animal. If he got relief, he would go away and forget about her. He'd return to his beer and music, and she could go report him to security. She just had to get his penis to go down somehow, even though the thought made her sick. She tried to project calm into her gaze, somehow quell the anger she saw rising in the eyes of the man that was on the verge of violence.
"Mmm Mmm," she said, shaking her head.
"So you wanna play nice, huh?" he asked, the anger dimming slightly.
"Mmm Hmm,"
"An' ya ain't gonna scream if'n I take my hand away, is ya?"
She shook her head. He took his hand away and unzipped his shorts.
"That's a good girl." He said soothingly, still holding her hand.
"You can..." Sophie swallowed, tasting bile in her throat as she tried to get the words out, "You can...touch yourself...and I'll show you...show you my boobs." She spat, and wanted to vomit. She felt sure that the situation could become violent at any moment, if she didn't do something to defuse it.
"Go on then," the man said, "Lemme see them pretty titties."
He reached into his shorts and pulled out his half-hard penis, which made Sophie's eyes widen. It wasn't even fully hard, but it had to be at least 8 inches long and half as thick as her wrist. He stroked it roughly as her eyes flicked from his penis to his eyes, and then he grinned.
"Ya like that, huh? Nice'n big ain't it?" He said smugly.
Sophie gulped and stood frozen.
"Get them melons out for me, pretty girl." He demanded.
Slowly, disgusted, Sophie looked away from his predatory gaze and pulled her tight shirt up over her breasts. Her plain, white bra covered them fully, but they were majestic, nonetheless.
"Lord'n'heaven!" He remarked, "If those ain't the sweetest set o' sweater puppies I e'er seen!"
His penis got harder as he stroked it and stared at her bra-encased tits. Sophie prayed that one of the security men would walk in and put a stop to this horror. She couldn't believe she was in this situation.
"Can you just, like, hurry up?" She asked.
"Don' rush me, girl," he said, "It'd go quicker if ya took off that bra and got down on yer knees. Pretend like ya liked ol' Buck's big willy, at least."
He sounded angry, dejected. Eager to get this over with as quickly as possible, so she could flee, Sophie reached around and unhooked her bra. She worked the shirt off, dropped the straps, and then sat down on a little wooden stool. She tried not to look at "Buck's big willy," but the groaning man, stroking his length, staring at her tits, visibly drooling, was like trying to ignore a trainwreck happening in front of her. The sound of a phone shutter snapped her attention upwards, and she saw Buck holding his phone in his free hand. The fucker was recording her!
"This ain't no good at all without some lube," he grumbled.
Sophie opened her mouth to protest his illicit recording, and immediately realized her terrible mistake as Buck surged forward and his bloated prick filled her mouth. Sophie tried to shriek, but only a muffled squeal escaped her mouth as several inches of his sweaty cock stretched her lips. Even as she attempted to pull away, Buck's hand grabbed the base of her long braid and held her in place.
"Ahhh, Goddamn!" Buck exclaimed, "Now that is some fine mouth."
Sophie beat at him futilely with her fists, but it was like hitting a brick wall. Useless. He slapped her face, and she felt the hard smack of the phone against her cheek as he pulled a few inches of his cock from her mouth, and then pushed it back in.
"Jus' you settle yerself," he said angrily, "an' you'll do jus' fine."
Sophie considered, briefly, just biting his cock, but she envisioned this pissed off, bull of a man beating her senseless, and decided against it. She didn't want to be found dead with half a penis in her mouth.
"Look up here an' lemme see them pretty eyes, bitch," Buck commanded.
Sophie hesitantly turned her eyes up toward him as he held a few inches of his thick, throbbing hardon in her mouth. Now that it had a nice, warm, wet hole to fit into, it had grown longer and thicker. Her jaw hurt already, stretched to accommodate Buck's girth. Tears formed in the corner of her deep, brown eyes as she looked up at the man in fright.
"Now," Buck said, "I'm gonna pull this dick out yer slut mouth, and I wanna hear you tell me how much you want to suck on Buck's big ol' cock. Ya got that? Do I need ta tell ya what's fixin' to happen if ya don't?"
Sophie was confused. Should she answer yes to the first question or no to the second? She chose to stay silent and plead with her eyes, instead. Buck took this as acceptance, and his penis began to withdraw from her mouth. The head passed over her tongue, and then her lips, leaving a slimy trail of her spit connected to the angry, purple crown. Sophie sucked in a breath and coughed as she looked up into the camera.
"Ya like Buck's big dick, doncha, slut?" He asked, grinning.
His grip on her braid tightened. Sophie wasn't sure she could bring herself to say it. She stared up at the camera. He was certainly going to show the video to his friends. He had to share his conquest of the slutty girl with the big tits he'd managed to stick his cock into. Maybe it would end up on Pornhub. The thought of the big man becoming violent scared her more, though.
"Yes," She said quietly, "I love to suck on your big cock, Buck." She said, and then felt his bulbous head press against her lips once again. She, reluctantly, parted her thick lips and let him slide his veiny shaft back into her mouth. He held her braid like a handle, and pushed her head further down his penis. Sophie struggled, opening her mouth as wide as she could. Tears began to flow down her cheeks as Buck pushed her down, until she felt the head of his prick against the back of her throat and she gagged.
The throbbing cock slid back a few inches, and she tried to breathe, but he hadn't withdrawn it enough for that. His aggressive manhood plunged back into her mouth and hit the back of her throat again, making Buck moan and utter something unintelligible. No doubt it was demeaning. Sophie endured the big dick poking at the back of her throat and tried to concentrate on just getting him to cum. That was what he needed. His penis needed to cum, and then he'd go away and forget about her. He liked it when she looked at him, so she kept her eyes aimed upwards as he masturbated himself with her face.
The camera recorded her humiliation, while Buck continued to assault her mouth. His thrusts became more intense, and Sophie knew that he'd forgotten that she was a person. She was just a warm hole to put his gooey semen into, her mouth the wet receptacle. She felt very small and vulnerable as this powerful man took her and used her without a care for her feelings. It was the antithesis of everything she believed in. She was supposed to be an independent woman, the equal of any other human being, male or female. Instead, she was being used as nothing but a cockhole, and she felt wet between her legs at the idea. She felt disgusted with herself, with her biology.



Buck pulled his slimy cock from her mouth, and she sucked in air gratefully. A river of thick spit poured from her abused mouth. The tip rested on her lower lip.
"Yer likin' bein' Buck's cocksucker, ain't you?"
"Uh huh," She said, dazed, knowing it was what he wanted to hear. It would make him cum faster if he was excited and happy.
The more repulsive thought, though, was that there was a part of her that did like it. She realized that there was a warmth in her panties, one that she had felt before with her ex-boyfriend. The duality of it was something she still struggled with, even 3 years after that break-up. Her heart beat faster at the aggressive, rough treatment, the way the big stranger just took control of her.
She had been blessed (or cursed) with a body built for sex. Everything from the curves of her figure, to the depth of her overly-expressive eyes, to the plump, moist lips screamed fucktoy. Even her soft, slightly accented voice and sweet, submissive moans that drove men crazy with desire, all culminated in an ultra-sexy package that inflamed men.
Buck grabbed her hair and pressed his cock back into her mouth with a "mmphf!" Sophie struggled initially, but Buck's rough hold on her hair, and rhythmic stroking of his pole in and out of her mouth soon had her submitting, and then her muffled protestations became a willing blowjob. Sophie had barely registered that he'd let go of her braid, until she felt his calloused fingers roughly pinch her hard nipple, making her squeal in protest and stop bobbing her head. He lightly slapped her face and she returned to suckling on his engorged meat, while he tugged at her nipples and roughly grabbed her big breasts. Then, to her dismay, she came, moaning around the penis in her mouth.
"You really are likin' it now, ain't ya?" Buck asked, smugly.
"Mmm hmm," Sophie moaned, and swirled her tongue around the thick crown.
Maybe she hadn't wanted this. No, she was sure she hadn't wanted this. But, it wasn't just because she was being treated like a masturbatory aid. It was because she knew that there was something inside her that enjoyed being treated this way. She was made for sex. She was built for pleasure. But, she had rebelled against that feeling, because she liked it.
She had no idea how long her pleasuring of Buck's tool lasted, how long she'd been sucking and slurping his big meat. Her chin and tits were slimy with her own drool as she dutifully worked his fat penis over with every trick she could think of. She had to get him to cum! The longer this went on, the greater the chance that he'd get tired of this hole, and want to try another one. He was so big that he could easily pick her up and lay her down anywhere, then fill her up like a little sex doll.
"Fuck, this ain't workin'" Buck complained, and Sophie was sure that her fear was about to come true. Instead, he put one foot up on the stool, between her spread legs, and she felt her head tilted back. Then, with a vicious thrust, his entire cock slid into her throat and her lips were pressed against his pubes.
"Fuuuuckin' damn!" Buck exclaimed.
Sophie panicked. Her throat's natural reaction was to expel the intruder, to stop herself from suffocating, but the gagging and glurking, the movement of her muscles only massaged Buck's penis, giving him added pleasure. She stared into the camera, begging him with her eyes to pull his thick tool from her throat. He simply grasped her hair again, though, and began to fuck her warm throat cruelly. She couldn't resist. It was a mix of fear, defeat, her feminine meekness, and her desire to just have it end. Her vision blurred, and she felt lightheaded as Buck continued to pummel his penis into her squelching throat. Then, she came again.
When she felt like she couldn't possibly endure another minute of the abuse, she heard Buck's breathing increase. His cock pulsed menacingly. Suddenly, she could breathe again. Her throat and mouth were clear. She retched up spit, and heaved, sucking in breath. When she turned her watery eyes upward toward the big man, she felt the first powerful jet of cum splash against her forehead. She gasped in shock, and another sticky jet coated her plump lips, splashed into her mouth. His load was like a hose, spraying her face in forceful blasts of hot jizz. The semen only added to the mess of slime that now coated her face and chest. Her eyes were plastered shut, and she could no longer see what was happening. She could only feel the last few weaker spurts of cum as they landed in her hair. Then, Buck's rough finger was scooping globs of the stuff into her panting mouth. Submissively, she licked it from his finger.
"Now, ain't you a right mess." He commented, as though it was unexpected.
"Can I have a towel, or something?" She managed to ask, weakly.
She felt a piece of cloth pressed into her hand, and she hastily began wiping the revolting mess from her eyes and face. When, at last, she'd cleared enough away to regain her sight, Buck was gone. She was holding her shirt, smeared with spit and semen. Bewildered by the whole terrible experience, she fished a bottle of water from one of the coolers and used the entire thing to rinse her mouth, then another to clean the sperm and drool from her face and chest. She couldn't find her bra. How the fuck was she going to get out of here topless, and soaking wet?
She searched the boxes in the tent for something else to wear, and managed to find another of the Relief Aid T-Shirts, in an extra small size. Cursing her luck, or lack thereof, she squeezed the shirt over her large tits, but the effect was completely obscene. The shirt was stretched so tightly over her that it barely managed to cover anything. Her nipples were prominently displayed, and her toned tummy completely bare. She decided she'd had enough of this fucking event, and stormed out of the tent.
This part of the fairgrounds was a ghost town. She could hear the pounding rock music from some band that had drawn everyone's attention. She staggered, shellshocked, in the direction of her sister's car. As she walked, she began to see people, and they looked at her with disgust or arousal. She spotted a security guard, and was on the verge of running to him to report what had happened, but she stopped. Who was going to believe her? She was dressed in tiny shorts and a top that was two sizes too small for her. She looked like a complete slut. Even if they managed to find Buck in the massive crowd of people, he had a video of her stating how much she loved to suck his big cock. She was permanently recorded having two orgasms while getting her mouth fucked. She was, clearly, a liar. Girls who get mouthraped don't tell the mouthraper they love sucking on his engorged penis, and have orgasms.
She started to cry as she pushed past people in a daze, finally making it out of the gates, and stumbling about until she found the car. Evening would be coming on soon. She sank down and put her back against the door of the car. Pulling out her phone, she scrolled through her list of contacts, looking for someone to call to pick her up. Her mother, certainly, wasn't the call to make. She dialed through her contacts, one by one, trying everyone she thought she could trust. Finally, she reached the last name. Randy. She couldn't imagine why she'd even kept his number.
She considered her choices. She could go back in and find her sister, demand the keys to the car, and get her purse and wallet out, so she could get an uber. That would mean wading back into the crowd in the tiny shirt, which was threatening to burst at any moment. She could wait until the event was over, and her sister got back to the car. That could be hours from now. She'd be sitting out, baking in the sun. Additionally, small crowds of people were constantly coming out to the parking lot to sneak drinks or smoke pot. Right now there was a little group of 5 men who were already leering at her hungrily. She rounded the other side of the car and ducked down out of view, frightened. Lastly, she could try Randy. If he picked up, he might be willing to give her a ride home. With any luck, she could get into the house using the garage keypad, and make it inside without her mother noticing her slutty-looking top. Reluctantly, she tapped his contact and dialed. It took only a couple of rings before Randy's familiar voice answered.
"Hello?" He said. Wherever he was sounded noisy.
"Randy?" Sophie replied.
"Sophie? Long time. Uh, what's up?"
"Hey. I'm, uh, I'm sorry to call, but I could really use some help."
"What? Hang on. It's loud."
Sophie waited as she heard Randy moving through a crowd. Loud music thumped in the background. It sounded like...like the concert happening inside the fairgrounds. Could Randy be here? She supposed it was likely. It was a big local event, and he was never one to miss a concert.
"Sophie," he said again, "Can you hear me?"
"Yes,"
"What's up?" He said, slurring.
"I...well...I could use some help. I'm sorry to call, but I couldn't reach anyone else, and, I...I hoped you might give me a ride home?"
"Um, well, I'm kind of busy at that big concert thing. Relief Aid?" He said.
"I'm here, too. Out in the parking lot. It's been a bad day. Could you please help me? I'm really sorry to ask, it's just that you're the only person who answered and...well...I really need to leave."
"And you thought the guy you dumped could help you out, huh?" he sneered.
"Please, Randy. I'm sorry. We don't have to talk about that. I really, really need some help. Please?"
Randy was silent for a moment, and Sophie began to get more anxious. She could hear the group of men nearby making crass, drunken jokes to each other.
"Yeah, you know what? I think I can help out. You know I'm not such a bad guy. Where are you?"
Sophie tried her best to explain the parking lot, and then Randy hung up. After about 20 minutes, during which Sophie stealthily navigated to the parking lot entrance, Randy called back. He'd made it to his car and was driving around to the lot. Another 20 minutes passed, while Sophie hid behind a tall concrete sculpture. Then, she saw Randy's big, raised truck rolling toward her. She cringed at the horrid memories of some of the things her younger self had done inside that truck. When the vehicle stopped, she opened the door with a creak of hinges, and climbed up the sideboard into the cab. Randy's eyes bugged out of his head as she got in.
"Holy tits!" he exclaimed, taking her in.
Her long, light brown legs led up to the black shorts, which hugged every curve of her hips, and ass, molding to her pussy lips and displaying a prominent cameltoe. Her shirt, a couple sizes too small, strained against her large breasts. Sophie's plump, soft, cocksucker's lips were creased in a frown, while her deep, caramel eyes were filled with despair, anger, and resentment at the whole ridiculous situation. There was evidence of dried cum in her long, black hair.
"Don't be a pig," She huffed, and slammed the door closed, crossing her arms over her bulging tits.
"I like the outfit. If you don't want men to admire your fine ass, then you probably shouldn't dress like a slutty Hooters girl," he quipped.
"I didn't...I don't..." she stammered, "Can we just drive, please?"
"Yeah. Yeah." Randy said, and threw the truck in gear.
They bounced down the dirt road leading from the fairgrounds, and Randy made sure to hit every bump he could find, just to watch Sophie jiggle.
"You, um, wanna talk about it?" Randy asked.
"No!"
They sat in silence, Sophie staring out the window. The truck left the fairgrounds and turned out onto a dirt, country road. The sun was beginning to dip below the horizon, now. The fairgrounds were several miles out of the city, and Sophie prayed that Randy would just stay quiet and get her home. It was not to be.
"You know," he said, "I'm kind of doing you a favor, right? I mean, you dumped me."
She sighed, "Randy it was 3 years ago. Get over it. Besides, you got plenty out of me, didn't you?"
"Nothing I wouldn't like to have again..."
"No chance. Just drive. If you want money, I'll pay you back."
Randy chuckled, "I don't want money. You could start by peeling up that top and letting me see those amazing tits, though."
Sophie flushed and she turned to him, anger flashing in her eyes.
"Fuck you, Randy," She hissed, "you're such an asshole."
Randy pulled the truck over to the side of the road.
"Go on," He said, sneering, "you can get the fuck out and walk, then."
"But..."
He went on, "It's about 25 miles to the city, and it's getting dark. I'm sure you'll be fine, though," he snatched her phone from her shaking hand before she knew what was happening, and then shoved it down his shorts, "I'm sure some generous passerby will pick up a hot hitchhiker like you, right? Get the fuck out."
"Give it back, Randy!" She cried.
"Come get it." He grinned, putting a hand on her bare leg.
She slapped his hand away.
"What do you want?" She whined.
"Well, I was gonna be happy just to see those tits again, but now I'm thinking I could use a hand, you know?"
"No!" She stated firmly.
"Ok. I'm sure there'll be plenty of carloads full of drunk, horny guys ready to pick you up off the side of the road. See ya."
Sophie fumed. He was right. She contemplated a long walk through the dark on the side of a country road, dressed like a sex toy, with no phone. She'd likely die, or be gang raped. Probably both. Considering what Buck had just done to her, a handjob didn't seem so bad. It wasn't like she hadn't done it for him before. In fact, it was one of the mildest things she'd done for him.
"Fine." She said, at last, seething.
"Fine, what?" he asked, grinning.
"I'll give you a...a handjob."
"You can do better than that, Sophie," He said, rubbing her leg again.
She sighed. He always wanted her to say filthy things. He'd loved making her say things that sounded slutty while he pushed his throbbing member into one of her silky, soft orifices.
"I'll jerk you off." She said.
"Better." He acquiesced.
"Can I have my phone back, please?"
"Sure. After you pay your cab fare."
Randy worked his shorts down and off his legs, then tucked her phone underneath his ass. Sophie gave a strangled little cry. Now she'd have his ass sweat all over her phone. Randy's cock stood up proudly as he drank in her body. The memories he had of using her soft, pliable body in the past rushed back. He motioned her over, and put the truck back in drive, gently pushing the accelerator and pulling back onto the road.
Sophie scooted closer, and wrapped her small hand around his hard prick. She looked away from his stupid face and slowly began to stroke it, rotating her hand gently around the shaft, caressing the pulsing head with her palm. Randy drove with one hand, rubbing her leg up and down with the other as Sophie stroked him disgustedly. He groaned as her hand worked his length, the warm skin sliding up and down rhythmically.
"That's good, Sophie, but a little lube would probably help speed things up." He commented.
Sophie thought back to the brutal mouthfucking she'd endured when the last man had said those words, and felt heat between her legs. In her experience, men were all like this when they had a hard cock. All conscious thought flowed from their big head to their little one, and then it was just a matter of time before they wanted to plunge their spongy, purple head and veiny shaft into her until their balls were empty. Why did it have to be like this? She hated that her own animal impulses made her part her legs slightly as this asshole took advantage of her bad luck to force her into emptying his nuts. She loathed the fact that her heartbeat quickened at the feel of his penis jerking and throbbing in her hand, and the way her nipples hardened in the too-tight shirt. Then, there was that mixture of pleasure that made her hand tremble with delight at the eroticism of it. Was he really forcing her? Maybe coercing, which implied that she was more reluctant than forced.
She took her hand away, spit into it, and resumed stroking Randy's cock in slow circles. Her fist tightened around it, creating a tight, wet tunnel for him to fuck. Several minutes passed as Randy drove them closer to the city. Her wrist was getting tired with the repetitive stroking motion.
"Are you getting close?" She asked, trying to sound bored.
"You know better than that. Handjobs are a pretty slow way to get me off. Why don't you-"
"No!" She stated firmly, knowing where that suggestion was going. She didn't even sound convincing to herself.
"Come on, Sophie. Just get your tongue down there and flick around the head. You know what it does for me."
She did know. Sometimes, they would cuddle on the couch to watch TV. Inevitably, Sophie would find her head in his lap, his tool bobbing gently, filled with blood, pointing at her face. He'd place his hand on her head and firmly "encourage" her mouth closer to the swollen head of his prick, until her tongue would lash out, caressing the tip, teasing the underside. His hand twined into her hair, he then pushed the head between her warm, thick lips as she was made to gently suckle on it as he watched TV.
His precum wetting her hot tongue, she would lie submissively while he held her head and slowly masturbated his cockhead with her wet mouth. He'd issue a single, guttural groan, and then semen would gush forth into her mouth, and spurt out from between her lips. He really enjoyed coating her big, lush lips with sperm, and he'd usually make her leave it there, drying on her face the rest of the evening.
Sophie had always been confused as he treated her like a fuckpuppet when his cock was hard. It belied his other good qualities. In other things, he was really a fun, and kindhearted guy. But he was bitter about the breakup, even after three years. Clearly. Now, she needed to get him off, and just get home so she could end this awful day. She settled lower, into a familiar position, and looked at his spit-soaked cock.
Tentatively, she stuck out her tongue and flicked the primed, purple crown of his dick, eliciting a low moan of pleasure. She continued to swirl her tongue around the head of his cock, lapping, stabbing at it, swirling in ways that she knew would push him over the edge. She felt his free hand grope one of her tits, and she pushed it away, half-heartedly. More out of a sense of duty to her adopted feminism, than a real desire to get his hand off her hard nipple. This was a mistake. Since he couldn't molest her tit flesh, his hand immediately took a new course, falling roughly to her head, as he pushed the length of his penis into her open mouth.
Sophie glurked in protest and tried to pull her head back, but he pushed back firmly and held her, warning her, "Easy there, slut. You don't want to run us off the road, now, do you? Just do what you're good at. Suck."
Sophie growled around his invading prick, and beat at his legs with her fists weakly, but he only chuckled and held her in place.
"Fuck, I've missed your mouth." He said, and gently began to rock his hips up and down, pushing his bloated meat in and out of her mouth. She felt tears of frustration well up in her eyes at how unfair it was.
There was no decency in the world. She'd been cursed, born with the anatomy of a walking vision of sex, and men would never be able to see past her beautiful shell. They'd look at her and see her pouty, warm lips, and envision her on her knees with their rigid poles buried in her throat, while her deep, sensual eyes looked up at them, begging to have their warm seed flowing into her welcoming mouth. They'd look at her round, high-set ass cheeks, and want to spread them apart and shove their angry cocks into her little brown star while she screamed. They'd stare between her legs, at that perfect little V below her flat tummy, and dream of the way that her wet vagina would envelope the entire length of their cocks in a hot, pleasurable sheath. They'd envision the pleading look in her eyes, knowing that the feel of their pulsing manhood inside of her, the veins and ridges of their plunging staves was bringing her closer to an orgasm that would have her squealing in the ultimate pleasure.



She sobbed quietly into Randy's crotch, while her ex-boyfriend repeatedly jerked himself off with her face. Even worse than the violation was the wet spot forming in her tight shorts. She felt warm drool seeping out of her mouth, mingling with the frustrated tears in Randy's lap. His cock pulsed and throbbed against her tongue, and she knew he was getting close. She hoped he was paying attention to the road.
Finally, that single, all-too-familiar grunt came and her mouth was bathed in the first hard squirt of ejaculate. Sophie moaned, whether in disgust, satisfaction, or pleasure, she was no longer sure. The thick, salty load filled her sucking hole as she swallowed, again and again. Then, she knew it was a sick pleasure, because she came too. Randy had never shot small loads. He pumped several hot, heavy streams into her before, finally, he was spent. He breathed a sigh of relief, but did not let her up.
"See, I know you like being treated like a slut. You can just stay there until I drop you off," He said callously, "I don't want to hear any bitching, so just keep that dick in your mouth where it belongs."
Randy cranked up the radio a bit louder, so that he wouldn't have to hear Sophie's pitiful, confused sobs. It was another 30 minutes until he had her home, and it had given him just enough time to jerk off with her mouth once more before, wordlessly, shooing her out of the truck. He tossed her phone out the window into her lawn, where he took a moment to admire her bending over to pick it up. The last thing he saw was her look of dismay as she rubbed the sweaty screen against her shorts to clean it. He'd made sure to let loose a nice, juicy fart or two onto it for good measure. The image in his mirror, of the defeat, regret, sadness, and self-loathing on Sophie's well-fucked face would be one he'd jerk off to many times in the future.
Sophie, her mouth filled with the taste of sperm, walked up the driveway to the garage. She used the keypad to let herself in, and gave silent thanks to anything holy that he mother's car was gone. She dragged her filthy body to the shower. Once she'd stripped and the warm water ran over her, washing away the sweat, the cum, and the dry spit, she played the day's events over again in her mind.
She'd been degraded, defiled, and used. She'd also cum. She was supposed to be following the path of a strong, independent woman. As soon as she'd been at the mercy of a man, though, she had let that submissive, pleasure whore take over. It was just like when she'd dated Randy. She'd wanted him to be sweet and loving, to cherish her and treat her with respect. Instead, she'd only been more excited when he'd used her like a set of wet holes for his own pleasure. She struggled with the thoughts, as she always had, and soon found herself with her hand between her legs, rubbing.
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Cum Target
In her car, she called Tiffany.
"God, I've missed you!" Tiffany Exclaimed.
"You, too."
Right now she missed the feeling of Tiffany's tongue between her legs, the dirty things she said as she made Kayla orgasm, and the way her friend's hands felt on her naked body. She squeezed her legs together.
"You wanna come over for a while?" Tiffany asked.
"Yes! I'll be right there."
Kayla wove through traffic, driven by her horny need. Her whole body was on edge, thinking only of the pleasure she would be experiencing when she arrived. She needed to cum so badly that it was almost painful. She bounced into Tiffany's house the moment her friend opened the door. She pressed her lips hungrily against Tiffany's, eliciting a shocked groan from the other girl. After what seemed like a long, sensual dancing of tongues, Tiffany pulled away to catch her breath, her face flushed.
"Well, damn!" she exclaimed, "That's the way to say hello! Fuck, I don't know what's with you, but if you wanna lez off so badly, let's take it upstairs where I can eat you properly."
"Oh, god! I'm sorry," Kayla said, blushing even redder than she already was, "I'm such a slut!"
Tiffany chuckled and grabbed her hand, tearing up the stairs. She tore Kayla's clothes off and discarded them, her hands and mouth moving all over her body. Kayla was completely lost in the sensations. She'd never felt anything like it. Days of sexual tension, teasing, constantly being surrounded by pornography and filth, and fueled by the gallons of Obsequium she'd been drinking, had pushed her into a state of perpetual arousal. Right now, she wasn't thinking of anything but the ache between her legs, and Tiffany was the cure. She needed to cum. If Cole had walked in right now, Kayla was sure she would have begged to be fucked.
Tiffany pushed her back onto the bed, and sucked at her nipples, running her hands down Kayla's sides. Kayla wrapped her legs around the other girl and arched her back in pleasure.
"God, your tits are fantastic, Kayla!" Tiffany said, and kissed her way down Kayla's tummy.
Her tongue snaked out and slid up the length of Kayla's slit, from her ass to her clit. Kayla's brain exploded with joy at the feeling, and her whole body convulsed as she came. She was dimly aware that she was making noises, some of which were words, but they didn't make sense. Her entire reality was the pleasure she was feeling from Tiffany's tongue, lips, and hands, the warmth of the other girl's skin, the sounds of her tongue working at Kayla's sopping pussy.
After another series of orgasms, each a bit less intense, Tiffany pushed two fingers into Kayla's cunt and began to work them against her G-spot. Then, her tongue was in Kayla's mouth as she finger-fucked her, and Kayla was humping her fingers, ready to cum again.
"You look so hot when you dress like a slut, Kayla," Tiffany whispered, looking into her fuck-glazed eyes, "I love playing with your pussy, so much, baby."
Kayla gasped as she came again all over Tiffany's fingers. Tiffany muffled her moans with her tongue, kissing her hotly as her body shook. When she, at last, relaxed she started to gain some semblance of coherent thought. She thought about how Tiffany would rate her. Satisfaction rating? Was Tiffany satisfied? She'd done all the work. Kayla hadn't made her cum. F. Grade? Was she fun to fuck? She thought she was. Tiffany had told her she liked it. S. Grade? She hadn't sucked Tiffany's cunt, so that was a big F. A. Grade? Did that apply? She guessed it did in some ways. Did Tiffany want to put things in her ass? The slutty girls on her TV were always sticking buttplugs, strap-ons and sex toys in each other's assholes. She knew that Tiffany would rate her well, if she asked, but she should earn it, right?
The words from her MP3 recordings came to her mind. Cunt sucker. Slit licker. Cumhole. Her body buzzed, electric, as she squirmed from Tiffany, then cautiously pushed her friend onto her back.
"Teach me how to...how to do it, like you do," Kayla panted.
"Teach you?"
"To, um, suck your...your pussy"
Tiffany grinned, replying, "Wow! This is new. I guess, just do what comes naturally, and I'll help you along."
Kayla lay between Tiffany's spread legs and looked at her friend's bare sex. Her pussy was shiny and wet, the lips tight and compact, but engorged with arousal. Kayla trembled excitedly, her stomach squirming as she moved forward and stuck out her tongue. The slick, wet tip of her tongue quivered as she ran it up the length of Tiffany's soaking gash. Her taste buds tingled at the sweet taste of Tiffany's fuck honey, and she heard a sharp intake of breath.
"That's it," Tiffany whispered, "tease it...build it up..."
Kayla followed her instructions, flexing her tongue along Tiffany's slit until she reaches the little hood hiding her clit, where she flattened her tongue and gently ran it in little circles against the sensitive button. Tiffany panted eagerly and pressed her cunt a little harder against Kayla's exploratory tongue.
She gave the clit a few more rotations, and then trailed down the outer edge of one side of Tiffany labia, then back up the other. She swiped her tongue left to right against Tiffany's clit, then slid the back of her hot tongue down her friend's slit.
"Fuck yeah!" Tiffany gasped.
Tiffany's cunt was soaking the sheets, now. Kayla slipped her tongue, experimentally, into Tiffany's depths, spreading her lips and snaking into her warm, gushing folds. She stabbed her tongue in and out, quickly several times, like she'd seen a dirty blonde slut do to her lover in "Leather-Lovin' Lesbos." Tiffany squirmed and moaned happily, bucking her skinny hips against Kayla's face. Kayla's tongue darted up to flick her clit again, and then quickly ran down her slit, back up, then she enclosed Tiffany's clit in her lips and began to work it over with the top of her tongue. Tiffany seemed to enjoy this immensely, but when Kayla slid two fingers into her friend's wet hole, Tiffany squealed in orgasmic bliss.
Kayla gently slid her fingertips on the underside of Tiffany's inner pussy walls as she kept her clit trapped between her pillowy lips, assaulting it with her tongue. She'd seen a girl squirt slut slime from her cunt in "Filthy Finger Fuckers" when a man dressed as a fake doctor had done this to her, over and over.
"Ooooh fuuuck!" Tiffany yelled, her body quivering, "don't.... don't...stop...fuck! Fuck! Fuckin'...cumming!"
Kayla continued the double digit assault on Tiffany's inner walls with a come hither gesture, and the simultaneous stimulation of her clit. She had one free hand, so she ran it up Tiffany's heaving stomach until she found her hardened nipple, and squeezed it. She was rewarded with a gush of sweet fuck honey, as Tiffany humped her horny box against her face and came again, gripping her sheets. A few more thrusts of her wet pelvis later, Tiffany weakley pushed Kayla's busy tongue away.
"No more..." she panted, "too good...Oh, god!"
Kayla stared up from between her legs, face wet and shiny with Tiffany's cum and her own spit. Her breasts heaved with excitement at what she'd just done. She'd given head to another girl! Tiffany sat herself up and kissed the sexy mess from Kayla's lips, devouring her own juices with her squirming tongue.
"You're a natural carpet muncher, Kayla," she said with a grin, "I give you an A+!"
Kayla blushed, but the mention of her grade brought back the knowledge that she needed to improver her score for DomCo.
"Tiffany," she said, "would you, um, well...there's this thing for work. It's, like, a score I have. Could you, maybe, review me for it?"
"Review you?"
"It's easier to show you."
Kayla retrieved her phone from her discarded pile of clothes and pulled up her DomCo profile. She showed it to Tiffany, and watched her eyes scan the reviews.
"This is seriously fucked," Tiffany commented, "But, kind of hot. You got spanked at work?"
Kayla nodded.
"Share the address to me," she instructed, which Kayla did, and a moment later Tiffany's phone pinged.
Kayla waited patiently as Tiffany tapped and tapped at her phone. Shortly thereafter, the page on her own device updated with a glowing 5 star review, increasing her S-Rating.
The review read, "This big-titted fucktoy may have never licked cunt before, but you sure wouldn't have known it from the way she sucked my slutbox tonight! If I didn't love a good, hard dick so much she would have turned me into her lesbo love slave with that magic tongue of hers. Add in those nimble little fingers, and this dyke had me creaming my sheets over and over to the point that I tapped out! 5 stars isn't generous enough. The bitch gets 5 stars and one seriously throbbing clit."
"Big-titted fucktoy?" Kayla quipped.
"Mega-mammaried mound muncher?" Tiffany suggested.
Kayla blushed.
"Bustily-blessed bimbo?"
"Ok. Ok!"
"Labia-lickin' lesbo?"
Kayla rolled her eyes at Tiffany's filth and said, "Thanks. I guess."
"You know, if you need more reviews, I'm sure my dad would be happy to help." Tiffany suggested with a lusty grin.
"You mean..."
"Uh, yeah, I mean," Tiffany continued, "you're not gonna stay a virgin forever, right? I can't even imagine how hot it would be to watch that big cock of his stretch your pussy open! Can you just picture your legs wrapped around his waist while he pushes that throbbing slab of dick meat balls-deep into you? Fuck, I would love to watch that!"
"You want to watch your dad have sex with me?" Kayla said, shocked.
"Hell yes!" Tiffany agreed, "You're super hot, and just the thought of watching you get the holy fuck pounded out of you until you cum on your first dick makes me dizzy! Oh my God! Can I please watch?"
"You're so weird," Kayla said, "I love you, but you're weird."
"Just think about it."
"I should get home," Kayla said, "It's my last day in Social Media Outreach tomorrow."
"Ok, well, call me after work and we can hang out."
Kayla nodded, picking up her clothes. After thoroughly washing Tiffany's pussy from her face she drove home, sipping a bottle of Obsequium as she thought about how it would feel to be fucked by Tiffany's dad, while her friend watched. By the time she arrived at home, her imagination had taken her down many different depraved roads, fueled by the constant tingle between her legs and the ever-present perversion that her life seemed to have become.
As she picked up her purse, the framed photo of her cum-smeared face came into view, sitting on the passenger seat. For her mother, Master Johnson had said. A cold feeling of dread worked its way into her gut, despite the warm glow of the sedatives and aphrodisiacs in her system. She was expected to give the photo to her mother, and she could just picture the reaction she was going to have. There was going to be a very hard spanking in her near future, as well as a string of ridicule about how much of a slut she was becoming. What if she didn't give Marie the picture? How would DomCo know? They couldn't, right?
Even as she thought it, there was a nagging doubt. They...own...everything, she heard Suck Pet say in her head. What was worse? A spanking which would probably just make her orgasm and humiliate her in front of her family, again, or the possible wrath of DomCo. Was it even a choice? She took the photo in her trembling hand and eased open the car door.
As had become routine, she found the strange people she lived with gathered in front of the TV, the sounds of some inane drama blaring out into the living room. Marie's head rested in Professor Miles' lap, and her hand idly stroked his crotch. Her brother, rather than watching the TV, watched his mother's hand. Three pairs of eyes turned to her as she walked into the room
"Hey, honey," Marie said, sweetly, like a normal mother, "how was your day?"
"Um, good," Kayla said and shuffled her feet.
Marie's eyes rested on the black frame in Kayla's hand, and she asked, "What do you have there?"
"It's...well, it's..." Her tongue felt like it was stuck in her mouth.
"It's what?" Marie asked, eyes narrowing as she sat up.
Kayla thought about DomCo, again. They own everything. She hung her head and, with a trembling hand, presented the photo to her mother.
"It's for you," she said, "to put on the wall."
She felt hot, shameful tears as she glanced at the wall of family pictures, all of those including her father now replaced. Marie took the photo and stared at it. She studied it, but didn't seem surprised. Kayla waited for the explosion of anger she was sure was coming. Instead, Marie just sighed.
"Well, I guess it is true. I expected as much." She said, shaking her head disgustedly, then went on, "That nice man from your office called earlier--Mr. Johnson--and told me that you'd been acting out at work. He talked about how you'd masturbated at the office, and that you'd been wearing some kind of vibrating underwear to work."
"But..." Kayla started, but Marie held up a hand.
"Then, he told me about the racy photos you've been taking at work to post on Facebook, and this just fits right in, doesn't it?"
"But I didn't..."
"No, no, Kayla. It's ok. This is the life you want to lead, and we're going to keep supporting you," Marie went on, ignoring Kayla's weak protests, "We're going to be a supportive, modern, 21st century family. Hell, if boys can be girls and girls can be boys, and anyone just gets to decide they want to be whatever gender, or no gender, well this is freakin' America, isn't it?" She strode to the wall of photos, continuing her tirade, "You get to decide to be whatever you want to be! If that means you're going to go through life letting men use your face as a cum target, well, we're going to support your choices, and help you be the best cum target you can be."
She took Kayla's yearbook photo from the wall, the girl with the pretty sweater and the bow in her hair, and dropped it to the floor. In its place was now the shocked girl with her face coated in a glaze of semen, the tip of a man's cock resting on her lower lip.
"There we are," Marie said, "come and look everyone," she beckoned over her shoulder, "come and look at my beautiful daughter. Doesn't she look so pretty with her face covered in spunk? I could NOT be prouder of her life choices."
Kayla clenched her fists at the sarcastic, biting tone. It was so unfair. The Professor and Rich had joined Marie at the wall, where they all observed the photo together, as though it were some work of modern art to be considered for meaning. For a few moments they stood in silence and just looked appraisingly at Kayla's facial, before they returned to their seats.
"Oh," Marie continued, "and apparently you have some sort of work assignment that you haven't completed, yet? Mr. Johnson said it had to do with product testing. He suggested that we could help you if you're having trouble, and that making a video of the testing process might be the easiest way to complete it quickly. Why don't you tell us about it? We're your supportive, loving family, and we're happy to help."
Kayla stared dumbly, wracking her brain, and then it clicked. The kit of sex toys that she was supposed to test. Her mouth worked as she tried to think of some excuse, while everyone watched her for some explanation.
"I can do it myself!" She said, quickly.
"No, no. Please, let's just give you a hand and we'll help you stop procrastinating. Come on, Kayla. What is it that you need to test? It will be just like when we had to film all those science experiments for your sophomore class, remember?"
Kayla did remember. This would not be at all like that. She sighed, shoulders sagging. It was pointless, she knew. Her mother wouldn't drop the subject, and if she didn't do the testing she'd probably face worse from DomCo.
"I'll be right back." She mumbled, and retrieved the kit from her room. A moment later she was back, and presented the little black box to her mother.
Marie opened the case and looked over the collection of dildos and vibrators.
"Oh, well this will be fun, won't it honey? Look at all the pretty things that you can stick in your bald, sticky, wet cunt. Here, come sit on my lap."
Marie patted her knee, and Kayla shuffled toward her, shaking with anxious arousal. She knew that once she sat down, her mother would spread her legs. Her brother and the Professor would stare at her shaved pussy...no, her cunt. Good girls have pussies. Sluts have bald, sticky, wet cunts. They'd stare at her cunt while she let her own mother touch it with the toys. She felt disgusted with herself for wondering how the toys were going to feel in her very hot and aroused, teenage hole.
Kayla sat on her mother's lap, and just as she expected, Marie pushed Kayla's legs to either side of her own, exposing her soaking wet panties. Marie's hand worked the panties down Kayla's legs and bunched her skirt up higher, so that she was now completely exposed to everyone in the room. Kayla's breathing quickened. She could feel her mother's breasts pressed into her back.
"That's just how you like it, isn't it?" Marie whispered in her ear, "your bare cunt out there, no panties in the way, so everyone can see?"
Her fingers traced the inside of Kayla's thigh, just a hair from her tingling box.
"Rich, make sure you record this for Kayla's boss," Marie said.
"Mom!" Kayla tried to protest, but then something hummed to life between her legs and she felt one of the toys press against her swollen, wet cunt. Her protest died on her lips, turning into a moan of pleasure as the sensations seemed to wind their way from her between her legs, all the way up her body.
Rich zoomed the image in closely to capture the perfect little peach of his sister's cunt, that tight and delicate little slit glistening with arousal. His cock hardened in his pants as he watched Marie slide the slim, black vibrating toy through that slick slit, coating it with clear, sweet, teen cum.
Marie found Kayla's opening and slowly pushed the toy inside. Kayla gasped, her body trembling, legs trying to close and capture that feeling. However, her legs remained open, parted on either side of her mother's.
"You seem to really enjoy this one," Marie said, "can you tell the camera how it feels, honey? Remember, you need to give details for your report. This isn't just some slutty porno video you're making. People at work are going to watch this."
Kayla pictured Master Johnson sitting at his desk watching Marie shove a vibrator into her daughter's snatch. He'd probably watch it while he put his penis into her mouth, and the image of her own degradation made her cum on the toy.
"Tell the camera how it feels, honey." Marie reminded her.
"So...good...Oh, God! It feels so good!"
She was only slightly conscious of Professor Miles handing her mother another toy. This one was bigger, thicker, and had a little arm that extended from the top of it.
"This looks fun," Marie commented, and pushed a button on the base. The shaft of the toy began to squirm like some kind of latex snake, and the tiny arm vibrated. The small silver toy was quickly replaced with the new one, and Marie slid the bulbous head into her daughter's spasming twat.
"Ooooh!" Kayla moaned, relaxing back against her mother and spreading her legs wider.
The toy slid further into Kayla's excited cunt, and then the vibrating arm rested against her engorged clit. Kayla's body went rigid with the pleasure of the vibrations. Her constant state of arousal from the Obsequium and all the depravity that she was constantly surrounded by culminated in a massive burst of mind-blowing pleasure, and she shrieked unintelligibly. The sensation could have lasted only seconds, but her sense of time had been completely warped by this point.



"She really does have a slutty cunt, doesn't she Miles?" Marie hissed, holding the toy deep inside Kayla's quivering quim.
"Yes," Miles agreed, "it seems you were right about her all along. Perhaps it's not just a phase, but a state of being."
He stroked his goatee casually with one hand, and his growing bulge with the other.
"What else do we need to test?" Marie asked.
The Professor presented her with a 3-inch diameter black butt plug. Kayla had seen this kind of thing in the "All-Access Anal Adoration" series on her TV, but the repercussions of what it meant for her were foggy. Her whole head seemed to be swimming with stars as the vibrating toy in her cunt squirmed about, and the arm on her clit continued to send waves of extreme pleasure throughout her being.
The Professor took a seat on the couch, and the next thing Kayla knew, her mother was pushing her off of her lap. Her buzzing head landed in the Professor's crotch, and then she was rolled onto her front, big tits mashed against the couch, in the spanking position she was so recently familiar with. Still, Marie continued to slowly rotate the toy inside her cunt. Lost to the pleasure, Kayla allowed herself to be positioned and posed like a sex doll, her mind completely focused on the incredible feelings that had taken over her body.
"Rich, make sure to get a good view of your sister's anus, now." Marie instructed.
Kayla's own secretions had left a slick, wet puddle down the crack of her ass, which Marie coated the butt plug with. The cone-shaped tip of the plug touched Kayla's asshole, and then she felt her hole begin to part as Marie gently pushed the tip inside.
"Ugh!" Kayla grunted as the new sensation paired with the extraordinary feelings from between her legs.
Marie continued to push. Rich's phone camera captured his sister's ass opening just a bit wider as the plug began to sink in, then wider, wider, as the base of the plug reached her anal ring. Kayla gave a final groan as the plug popped inside of her. The camera caught the sight of her resilient teenage butthole accepting the plug, and then closing around the now firmly-fitted base. Kayla felt so full, now, like nothing she'd ever experienced. The feeling of tightness all throughout her lower body was incredible. She could feel the vibrating toy in her cunt through the thin wall inside her, causing the vibrations to continue inside her ass as the plug stretched her anus.
Professor Miles' thick and rigid penis squirmed against her cheek, much as the toy squirmed inside of her cunt. She could feel the big organ jumping with excitement against her face, and she was barely conscious of herself drooling onto his slacks. Then, the Professor unzipped his slacks, reached in, and pulled his cock free with a sigh of relief. Through her bleary vision, she saw the long, thick slab of cockmeat spring free as though it were spring-loaded and gasping for the air of freedom. Freed from its confines, his heavy penis rested against her face, settling just under her nose. She could feel the heat of it against her upper lip.
Kayla orgasmed again, sweat beading on her brow as her curly brown locks fell into her eyes. The squirming, vibrating toy in her cunt had, now, obliterated any other thought from her mind other than the rising wave of her next cum.
"Go ahead, honey," she heard Marie say, "we all know that she wants to have her face painted with semen. We may as well support her."
Then, the head of the Professor's penis was inside of her gaping mouth. Professor Miles moaned, but simply held the head of his cock just inside of her mouth. Some piece of her mind felt disgusted by the fact that this weird man's penis was anywhere near her, but then the mantra of the training tapes from the last several nights reinforced the fact that this was fine. This was good. This was acceptable. She was just like the girl's in the porno movies, with an open mouth and plump lips that were designed for pleasuring men's penises.
Rich zoomed the camera in closely to his sister's mouth, stretched so lewdly around the Professor's pulsing cock. Miles cradled Kayla's head lovingly, brushing her stray curls out of her eyes, his warm hand on her forehead as he firmly held her in place, slowly pumping his hips. The warm head of his penis slipped in and out of Kayla's mouth while the stimulation of the toys brought her off once more. Her mind was in a whirl. She'd lost all sense of what was happening. There was too much going on, too many new sensations all at once. Then, she felt the plug pop free of her anus with a sticky, squelching sound. At the same time, Professor Miles groaned and pulled his penis from her mouth. The angry, purple head flared and a powerful shot of semen rocketed forth from the tip, striking Kayla in her open mouth, followed quickly by another spurt that sprayed hot jizz across her nose, cheeks, into her hair. All of this caused another orgasm to rip through her young body. She heard herself shrieking something that resembled words, and then her body felt limp and her vision clouded.
A moment later, the vibrations in her cunt stopped and she felt very empty. The salty taste of the Professor's cum in her mouth stayed on her tongue. She licked at her lips, and tasted even more of it. Her whole face felt wet with the cooling sperm, and she was so tired. Her brain tried to process what exactly had just taken place, but all she could recall was wave after wave of pleasure like nothing she'd ever felt. Despite it all, she began to giggle uncontrollably. What the fuck had she just let them do to her? Suddenly, she felt hot ropes of cum spray across her exposed bottom, and leak down the crack of her ass into her open slit. She knew that her brother had just jerked off on her, but she was too tired to care. She just accepted it. She was a cum target, just like her mother had said.
Open to Suggestion
Kayla's bleary eyes fell on her erotic alarm clock, which read 12:37 am. The training recordings still played in her earbuds, while the vibrating egg in her cunt filled her with more good feelings. On the TV, a muscled jock held the ponytails of a busty blonde in each of his hands, using them as handles to plunge his throbbing shaft repeatedly into the woman's mouth. Rivulets of thick spit coated her face and naked tits. While Kayla could not hear the squelching and gagging sounds the woman was making over the repeated mantra in her earbuds, she could plainly see the effects of the abusive facefucking on the blonde's reddened face.
Kayla felt in her leaking cunt for the vibrating egg, fished it out, and dragged herself out of bed in the nude. She quietly padded down the hall to the bathroom, past her mother's room, the earbuds still filling her head with the hypnotic music and dirty phrases that she now understood to be brainwashing away any shred of morality and dignity she may have had. After relieving herself, she carefully headed back to her room, but as she approached her mother's bedroom door, a flicker of curiosity made her pause. The image of the Professor's big penis in her mother's mouth came back to her. The door, again, was slightly ajar. Kayla removed her earbuds, and the nocturnal sounds of the house came to her. Under the sound of the wind sighing outside, she caught a slight murmur on the other side of the door.
Curious, as ever, Kayla crept to the door and peeked through the crack. There, sitting with her legs spread on the bed, was her mother. Her spread legs showed a shaven cunt, which caused a slight twinge of anger to flare inside of Kayla. Sluts have bald, sticky, wet cunts. Her mother was a slut. Stranger, though, was the fact that her mother stared forward into space, her hand between her legs, and she was playing with her very aroused cunt. Still stranger, was Professor Miles, who was dressed in a set of cotton pajamas. He stood in front of Marie, speaking softly and quietly. Kayla strained her ears and listened.
"Your daughter is a slut," Miles said.
"My daughter is a slut," Marie repeated.
"You've been a good mother, and tried to raise her right, haven't you?"
"I've tried to raise her right." Marie agreed.
"But, she has a very horny cunt, and despite your best efforts, you have not been able to stop her from behaving very wickedly, have you?"
"No."
"Some girls just have very horny cunts," Miles stated, "and rather than shame them for who they are, it's important to support their choices, so that they can be taught what kind of life a slut will have."
"Yes."
"You've been a very supportive mother. Being a supportive mother is very important to you, isn't it?"
"Yes."
"You want to continue supporting your daughter, don't you?"
"Yes."
"Sex is a natural function for all people, isn't it?"
"Yes."
"You enjoy having sex, don't you?"
"Yes."
"Mastubation is a natural function for all people, isn't it?"
"Yes."
"You enjoy masturbating, don't you?"
"Yes."
"It's natural for your son and daughter to masturbate, isn't it?"
"Yes."
"It's natural for your son and daughter to want to have sex, isn't it?"
"Yes."
"You want to support your son and daughter to do things that are natural, don't you?"
"Yes."
"You love your children, and want to support them and encourage them." Miles stated.
"Yes."
"Being a good mother means supporting your children, and encouraging them to do those things that are natural for all people. Your children are naturally curious about sex. Good mothers help their children to understand those things about the world, of which they are curious, don't they?"
"Yes. Good mothers help their children to understand things about which they are curious."
"You're a good mother, Marie." The Professor praised her.
"What will you do as your children become more sexually curious and expressive?"
"I'll support them and help them to understand things about which they're curious."
"That is what a supportive and good mother would do." The professor agreed.
"Your daughter is a slut."
"My daughter is a slut."
"Your daughter is a slut because she's curious about sex, isn't she?"
"Yes."
"You're a good mother. What should you do when your daughter is curious about sex?"
"I should encourage her and help her understand the things she's curious about."
"Your son is very curious about a woman's body, and wonders what it would feel like to have sex with a woman. You're a good mother. What should you do when your son is curious about having sex with a woman?"
"I should encourage him. Sex is a natural act that everyone enjoys. I should help him understand the things that he's curious about." Marie stated.
"Your son only has you and his sister to help him understand sex, doesn't he?"
"Yes."
"If he looks for understanding outside of his home, he might become a deviant, like Kayla. He might get the wrong answers about sex, and become a deviant. You don't want him to become a deviant."
"No."
"You want him to understand and learn from someone that cares about him learning the right information, don't you?"
"Yes."
"Your son is curious about sex with a woman, and he needs the right information. Who has the right information?"
"I do."
"You want to help your son understand things about which he's curious."
"I want to help my son understand things about which he's curious."
"You're a good mother, and helping your son understand things he's curious about will help him succeed in life."
"Yes."
"How can you help your son to learn about a woman's body, and how to enjoy sex?
"I can make sure he has the right information, and encourage him to explore sex at home, where he will get the right information."
"You're a good mother." The professor agreed, again.
"Your daughter is already learning about these things at home, isn't she?"
"Yes."
"She's learning to enjoy sex, and you're helping her to understand that it's ok to be a slut and like sex. You're a good mother."
"Yes."
"You like sex."
"Yes."
"You are a slut."
"Yes."
"You like masturbating and having sex."
"Yes."
As Kayla listened, the Professor went on, reinforcing her mother's belief that she was a good mother for supporting her children to have sex, to masturbate, to explore and enjoy sex. Her head swimming, Kayla backed away from the door. She couldn't watch anymore. She crawled back into bed, staring up at the ceiling as the sounds of another woman, this time a redhead, being savagely facefucked, came from the TV. What the fuck was happening to her mother? Clearly the strange changes in her were being caused by something that the Professor was doing. Some kind of hypnosis? What should she do about it? What could she do about it?
The questions went back and forth in her head, until finally, she couldn't stay awake any longer.
Flair
Early in the morning, Kayla wobbled tiredly down the stairs, tottering on a pair of heels. While she was getting better at wearing the things, it still wasn't easy. Her oversized teenage breasts practically spilled forth from a banded top that seemed more like an infinity scarf that she'd wrapped around her chest. A pair of neon pink panties peeked from beneath an all-too-short, black, denim skirt. The house was quiet this morning. Perhaps the whole family had so much fun abusing her mouth, ass, and pussy the previous evening, that they'd decided to sleep in.
As she reached the foot of the steps, she flipped on the light, and made a little strangled noise in her throat. The wall of family photos now had more new additions. Gone were the "normal" photos that had hung for so many years. Apparently, her brother had been busy with the photo printer overnight. Last year's yearbook photo was now an 8x10 framed picture of her round, bubble butt covered in a film of her brother's sperm. A photo taken at the Grand Canyon, where she'd been seated on a donkey and wearing a cowboy hat, was now a large 11x17 printout of her thick lips stretched around Professor Mile's big penis. Her father had photographed her in front of the Washington Monument two years ago during a summer vacation to D.C. In its place was her jizz-coated face, mouth open, rivulets of cock cream streaming from her plump cocksucker's lips.. A large photo of her ass and pussy stuffed full of sex toys now hung in place of her cheer photo from her junior year. The photo of her riding a horse was now a photo of her spread legs as she sat in her mother's lap. The squirming toy was lodged deeply into her cunt, and Marie was cupping her big tits from behind.
Her phone pinged, beckoning her to tear her gaze from the newest horror in her life. She was presented immediately with a new one.
Rich: Hope your review goes well.
The message from her brother included an attached video. She already knew what it was. She knew, too, that she was going to be downloading it to her computer at work, to submit for Master Johnson. The thought should have disgusted her. She should have been appalled. Instead, what she felt was a naughty twinge of excitement at the thought of her boss watching her own mother shove sex toys into her cunt, while a man she hated used her mouth to jerk himself off. What the fuck was happening to her?
Kayla arrived at work and plugged her phone into her computer, where she downloaded the filthy video from her phone. A moment later, it was attached to an email and sent to Master Johnson. She, then, booted up her algorithm matching application and began going through the presented list for the proactive rape allegation database. She began matching a demure photo of a strawberry blonde girl named Rosey Lincoln, with that of the same girl having her anus plugged by a muscled Hispanic man, when her email notification pinged. The simple message from Master Johnson popped up with a one line reply, reading, "Great job. Will review."
Kayla glanced at the photo on her desk, showing Johnson's semen coating her surprised face, sighed, and went back to Rosey Lincoln. As usual, she drank from her third bottle of Obsequium from that morning, letting the relaxing sedative warm her cunt. She didn't need to think about the twisted reality in which she now resided. She just had to match the photos and be a superhero.
"Oversexed blonde asswhore lives up to her potential by taking Hispanic dong up her backdoor."
The next hour progressed much the same way. Her cunt continued to soak her panties. The algorithm fed her more images of sweet and innocent-looking teens, who turned out to be closet fuckholes. She was in the midst of labeling Misty Lowenstein as a carpet-munching cockgobbler, when she felt a hand on her shoulder. She jumped, turned, half-expecting to be confronted by a spurting penis. Instead, she faced a smiling Suck Pet, who promptly stuck her tongue into Kayla's mouth and groped her boobs. Kayla squealed as the girl pinched her hard nipple and continued to explore her mouth, making Kayla's cunt gush with a happy feeling.
Seemingly contented, Suck Pet let her mouth free and stroked back her brunette curls, leering at her hungrily.
"Just wanted to say," the girl began, "that I'm gonna miss you when you move to Media and Marketing next week. You have a real knack for Social Media Outreach, and I hope you get assigned here permanently. If you don't, though, don't forget about us."
"Um...I won't..." Kayla stammered.
"God, that shell-shocked look on your face never gets old."
It was at this point that Kayla noticed something new. Around the girl's neck was a slim, black collar with the words "Suck Pet" imprinted in glittering silver letters.
"Oh, you haven't gotten yours, yet!" Suck Pet exclaimed, happily.
Kayla felt a cold sense of dread. Yet.
"Company flair!" Suck Pet said, "Isn't it gorgeous?"
Kayla did not look thrilled.
"Oh, it's ok, Cumhole," Suck Pet said soothingly, "It doesn't even hurt when they put it on."
"Hurt?" Kayla gulped.
"Oh, well, it's got this small implant that's injected into the base of your spine so that they can deliver a concentrated form of Obsequium directly into your brain. I'd imagine that producing all those bottles of the stuff gets pretty expensive, so this is the next logical step. Besides, you'll have to pee less this way--unless you're into that sort of thing, which is fine--and it serves as a behavioral monitoring system to help you reinforce using proper language, like that shocking egg thing they make us put in our cunts, only this way they can deliver corrective action straight to the nervous system!"
"Is that...legal?" Kayla wondered aloud.
Suck Pet gave her that cold stare that she recalled from their bathroom adventure, and said, "You do remember where you are, right?"
They...own...everything.
Kayla choked back a sob as she considered what was, undoubtedly, in store for her near future.
"Don't worry, Cumhole," Suck Pet said, patting her head kindly, "You're going to be a great slut."
With that, the girl strode away, her ass jiggling in her tiny skirt. Kayla turned back to the computer, where Misty Lowenstein's face was buried between the legs of another girl, while two men jerked themselves off onto her ample teenage bottom. Could this really be happening? A week into working with DomCo, and her entire life now revolved around the most depraved acts of sexual subjegation that she could have never imagined less than a month ago. Yet, here she was, her life now ruled by bodily pleasures.
The computer pinged with another message from Master Johnson, reading, "Please see me at your earliest convenience."
Kayla felt sick. This was it. When she walked into that office, she was going to walk out with a shiny collar that read, "Cumhole." Her hands trembled. She should run. She should just get up, and run, now. She could find her dad, tell him everything about what had happened. Surely he could help. Even as she thought it, she knew that it was stupid. She had no idea where her father was. Even if she did find him, what could an architect do against a multinational entity with billions of dollars? No. This was her life.



Instead, she walked to Master Johnson's door, and waited as Suck Pet buzzed him, then sent her in.
"Good morning, Cumhole," Johnson greeted her, standing up from the desk.
In his hand, he held a thin, black collar. Kayla began to cry. Johnson rounded the desk and put his arm around her shoulder comfortingly, leading her toward the desk.
"There, there, Cumhole," He said soothingly, "What are these tears for? There's nothing to be frightened of here. Did the other girls scare you and tell you that the new company flair would hurt?"
Kayla looked up into his face, and saw only a sense of perverse joy at the sight of her tears. She shook her head.
"Good. Good. Nobody here wants to hurt you. We just want you to be the best that you can be. Now, here you are. We'll just fit this right here," he slipped the collar around her neck, and snapped it into place, "and we're done."
The collar fit snugly around her neck, but wasn't uncomfortable.
"Now, you might feel a slight sting," Johnson said.
Kayla gasped as the collar constricted, and then a pinprick of pain lanced through the back of her neck. She choked with surprise, but the sensation faded quickly. The collar loosened, and then it was back to being only a snug fit.
"You see," Johnson said, "Nothing to worry about."
The effect of the concentrated mixture coursing into her brain was near-immediate. Johnson watched as Kayla's pupils dilated and the euphoria started to hit her. For Kayla, it was like the feeling of Obsequium, but much more potent. Her skin flushed as the pleasant feelings worked their way down her body. The same happy, fuzzy feeling invaded her brain, and she felt very warm all over. She shook her head as she tried to follow what Johnson was saying to her.
"...a quick calibration for the reinforcement software. Cumhole?"
"Yes," Kayla said, focusing, "I'm sorry. What?"
"I was saying that we need to quickly calibrate the reinforcement software. Will you repeat after me please?"
"O...Ok."
"Tits." Johnson said. Kayla repeated.
The overwhelming wave of euphoria from the initial injection had started to level off, but as Kayla repeated the word, it came back, making her feel wonderful again.
"Cunt," Johnson said. Kayla repeated the dirty word, and the good feeling continued.
Johnson rattled off more vulgar words, which Kayla repeated with the same glowing effect.
"Kayla," Johnson said, and she repeated her name. This time, there was a blinding agony that caused her to double over. Her vision swam and she clutched at the collar, but it wouldn't budge. The horrible feeling lasted only a moment, but it was enough. She looked up at Master Johnson with a look of horror.
"Cumhole," Johnson said, and looked back at her expectantly.
Kayla's lips quivered, but she hesitatingly repeated her new name, "Cumhole."
The pleasant feeling flowed back to her brain, and she was able to stand up straight again.
"Excellent," Johnson said, "Everything seems to be working fine. Off you go, now." He said dismissively.
Cumhole tottered away on her heels, and left the office. When she emerged, Suck Pet took her hand and led her to the restroom, where she stood her in front of the mirror. Together, they looked at the black collar, where her new identity shimmered under the vanity lights. Cumhole.
"What's your name, honey?" Suck Pet asked, and Kayla felt the girl's hands creep under her skirt, where they massaged her soaking panties.
Kayla sniffled. This was her life. There was no going back now. She couldn't even say her own name anymore.
"What's your name?" Suck Pet repeated softly into her ear, "Tell me."
"Cu...Cumhole," Cumhole said, and she felt the tears start to stream down her cheeks.
"That's right, Cumhole," Said Suck Pet soothingly, stroking her wet cunt.
Positive Reinforcement
Throughout the rest of the morning, Cumhole worked through the never-ending list of subjects on her screen. She sulked, then fumed at the unfairness of her situation, taking out her resentment on the images the algorithm fed her. She set the image metatags to the filthiest things she could imagine.
Lana Burnstone is a fat-titted cock cow with a rapeable asshole, who takes piss showers from unwashed brutes.
Brianna Hummel is a submissive meathole with pin-tits that's only good for semen injections.
Sophie Vargas is a filthy suckslave for hillbilly meatsticks, whose only purpose is draining the balls of strangers.
When lunchtime came, she slogged her way to the cafeteria and picked at her food, robotically, dreading the end of the work day, when she knew she'd have to go out in public wearing a collar that said Cumhole. Combined with her current lack of dress, there was no way she was going to be able to go anywhere with other people and keep herself from being molested. Or, worse. It was an hour after lunch, when the day took a turn for the worse.
Master Johnson called an all-hands meeting in one of the presentation rooms on the lower floors. Cumhole and Suck Pet, along with the other girls and several male staff members, filed into the room. A buzz of murmuring filled the crowded space as they all took seats. Soon, Master Johnson entered the room, taking up a position at the front, where a large flatscreen hung on the wall. Conversation around the room died down as everyone's attention shifted.
"Good afternoon, everyone!" Johnson said, "Recently, many of our newest Scout Program employees were given a task to review some upcoming products from Product Development," He announced, and Cumhole felt a lump in her stomach. Johnson continued, "I'm pleased to announce that the final submission is in, and as a teachable moment, we're going to present the product reviews that we feel showcase both the best and the worst entrants. Now, this exercise is only to help us all understand what it means to show diligence in our work. Our company has a reputation for excellence, and it's our intention to take the best of these reviews for use in future marketing campaigns. With that in mind, please pay close attention to these two reviews, and we can all learn what sort of material the company expects to see for future projects."
Johnson's eyes scanned the crowd, and finally fell on a tall girl with strawberry blonde hair that fell straight down her back, like a waterfall. Cumhole thought that it was some of the most perfect hair she'd ever seen.
"Sugar Puss, would you come to the front, please?" Johnson said to the girl. She looked as though she wanted to crawl under her chair as all the eyes in the room fell on her.
The girl stood, walking slowly to the front, her heels clicking on the hard floor. Her tits jiggled delightfully in a banded white crop top, and the cheeks of her well-rounded ass made an impressive display as she hiked up the steps to join Johnson.
"Sugar Puss," Johnson said, "after reviewing your submission, we have decided to mark it as unacceptable," The girl looked as though she might cry, but Johnson went on, "Now, we are going to give you a chance to make it up, and we think the best way to do so would be for you to conduct a new review here in front of your supportive teammates!"
The girl's legs began to shake with fright, as the implications of what Johnson said sunk in. A door to the side of the stage opened, and a technician wheeled out what looked like a massage chair, parking it next to Johnson.
"Please, have a seat." Johnson ordered.
The girl sat in the chair. Johnson parted her legs, looked under her skirt, nodded in approval at her lack of undergarments, and stepped back. The screen behind him came to life suddenly, filled with a still image of Sugar Puss, sitting on (presumably) her bed at home. She held a small, black vibrator in her hand.
"This is your original submission?" Johnson asked. The girl nodded, her face red.
The video began to play. Sugar Puss' bubbly voice came over the speakers around the room, "This tiny toy is clearly meant for vaginal stimulation. One would insert it, and power it on to achieve orgasm," she explained, and then picked up the next toy, which was recognizable as the rabbit, and she went on to describe it, "While this one stimulates the G-spot and the clitoris through vibration," lastly she displayed the butt plug and said, "this item is meant for the anus, and can be used to adapt the anal ring in preparation for anal intercourse."
The video ended. Johnson wore a frown as he said, "The assignment was to review the products and their function, however, this submission simply describes the products and their intended function in terse, clinical language. Sugar Puss," he turned to the girl, "do you believe this submission would entice you to purchase these products for your own use?"
The girl shook her head, her jaw quivering.
"Correct. It does not," Johnson agreed.
Johnson motioned the tech forward. The man moved behind the seated Sugar Puss, reached over the chair and removed her top, baring her substantial and firm breasts to the room. He moved to the front, where he placed her feet into the chair's stirrups, and strapped them in. Next, he maneuvered a tripod near the chair, made some adjustments to a small digital camera mounted on the tripod, and then nodded. Johnson clicked the remote in his hand, and the image on the screen changed to an enlarged view of Sugar Puss' sugary puss, which was clearly aroused and secreting girl cream.
"The device you are sitting in is a prototype unit for home use," Johnson explained, "It has multiple massage functions, as well as a few hidden treats for customers that desire a bit of extra stimulation! Sugar Puss, would you please describe the product in the best detail that you can, as well as the experience you're having as we display these functions?"
Without waiting for the girl to respond, Johnson took a proffered remote from the tech and studied it, then clicked a button. The hum of the chair vibrating filled the room.
"The massage function consists of multiple zones and rollers, as well as a heat function. Would you please describe the experience for us?"
The girl said something inaudible.
"I'm sorry, dear, but no one can hear you."
The tech fished in his pocket, then offered Johnson a clip-on microphone, which he took, switched on, and then attached the alligator clip to the girl's left nipple, making her squeal loudly into the microphone. Oddly, this made Cumhole's cunt twitch and she pressed her legs together.
"Please repeat your previous statement." Johnson instructed.
In a trembling voice, the topless girl repeated, "The massagers feel wonderful on my back and thighs. The heat is just right and it's loosening the tension in my muscles."
"Tension in your muscles?" Johnson queried, "Are you tense because your big, round tits are on display to everyone here?"
"Yes"
"And they can see your excited cunt on the TV, can't they?"
"Yes." The girl agreed, and began to cry.
Johnson clicked another button. On the screen, the audience could see a small protrusion rise from the seat and press against the girl's anus. Her face showed a look of surprise.
"Can you tell us what you're feeling?" Johson asked.
"It's...There's...something rubbing my...my asshole. It's warm and slippery, and feels good."
Johnson clicked again on the remote, which sent a phallic device out of the seat, and into the girl's spread cunt. She moaned into the microphone as the device pushed its way into her body.
"And now?" Johnson asked.
"Oooh, it's...in...my...pussy!"
The machine began to fuck the girl slowly as the audience watched the close-up view of her spread lips on the TV. The device pushed in and withdrew in a robotic rhythm, then began to vibrate and twist, sending the girl into shuddering orgasms. The gathered crowd watched her pelvic muscles clench, her hips bucking against the invading machine that was now driving her crazy. Sugar Puss' sultry moans echoed out of the speakers around the room as she was forced to cum repeatedly in front of her coworkers.
"Please try to convey what you're feeling, Sugar Puss." Johnson said calmly, and increased the speed of the machine so that it was mercilessly hammering the girl's splayed cunt to the point that all she could do was grip the arms of the chair and grunt.
"Fuck...oh, fuck!" she said, "Fuck me harder! Harder! Right there! Oh, God, fuck!"
Johnson clicked again, and Sugar Puss' knuckles on the chair turned white. She gritted her teeth, her head pressed back against the chair.
"Please tell us what's just happened." Johnson said.
"Oooh, it's...it's...fucking...in my fucking...ass!"
"Is this a new experience for you?"
"Oh fuck...oh fuck! Yes!"
The two heads on the machine now worked in tandem, stuffing the girl's fuckholes tirelessly as she trembled and came again, then again.
"So good...oh shit, that's so...good!" She squealed.
"You're enjoying the experience, yes?"
"Oh, fuck!"
"It would be safe to say, then, that you are well on your way to becoming an anal whore. Is that right?"
"I...Ohmigod!"
Johnson increased the speed again.
"Is that right?" He repeated.
"Yes!" The girl screamed and bounced herself back against the fucking machines.
"Would you please tell the audience that you're an anal whore?"
"Fuck! I'm...I'm an...an anal whore!"
As Cumhole sat amidst the other girls, she was acutely aware of the thick musk of aroused cunts all around her. Some of the girls were openly masturbating themselves as they watched Sugar Puss' abuse in the chair. Others attempted to remain stoic, legs pressed firmly together. The hum of the chair continued to fill the room, but Johnson removed the microphone from the girl's nipple. The chair continued to pummel her ass and pussy, but the screen went dark again. The technician continued to film the quivering teenager in the chair, who was now a drooling mess muttering to herself as the machine fucked her, puncuated periodically by cries of orgasmic bliss. Johnson, now, ignored her.
"We can see that this is a much more successful marketing message," He said to the crowd, "Now, let's move on to our best entry. Cumhole, would you please come to the front?"
Cumhole felt sick. Everyone in the room would be looking at her. They would all see the video. Still, she did as ordered. On wobbly legs, she made her way to the stage and climbed the steps. On the screen, a giant image of her naked twat appeared, the small vibrator pressed against her shiny slit, held in her mother's hand.
"This next submission," Johnson announced, "is exactly the kind of marketing material that gets across the departments' message. As you'll see, there is thorough use of the equipment, and examples of the effects they provide."
Cumhole stood next to Johnson, biting her lip and trying not to cry.
"Cumhole, would you please tell us who this is, holding the product against your wet cunt?"
She mumbled an answer, but of course the audience could not hear her. Johnson reached out and pulled the band of her top up, causing her large teenage udders to burst into view and bounce wildly. Then, he clipped the microphone to her nipple, which made her squeak and begin to cry.
"Would you repeat that, please?" He asked
She choked out, "My...my mom."
There were some murmurs in the crowd at this admission, but Johnson ignored these and started the video. The sounds of her excited moaning poured from the speakers as her mother slid the vibrator through her pussy slit, and then the groan of the penetration as she slipped it into her fuck channel.
"And, can you tell us who the studious cameraperson is that took this delightful video?"
"My brother," she sobbed.
"Well, I commend your family for being so supportive of your chosen profession," Johnson said with an approving nod, then to the audience, "You can see here," he continued as the Kayla in the video began to orgasm, "that Cumhole's very aroused twat is gripping the product quite tightly, even eagerly. It's as though her cunt has completely taken over her senses, and is acting only in the interests of its own greedy pleasure. Would you say that this is an accurate observation?"
She nodded in agreement. They watched the next few minutes in silence, observing her over-sexed cunt as it spasmed and dripped clear nectar all over her mother's hand. Then, she spread her legs wider as the rabbit toy was pushed up inside of her.
"The next product," Johnson went on, "Seems to have an even greater effect. You can see, here, that our subject's legs widen in anticipation of further enjoyment. Her vocalizations, likewise, lead us to conclude that she has entered a state of utter euphoria, in which all conscious thought of her actions has fled. Was this the case, Cumhole?"
She buried her face in her hands and cried as she nodded agreement.
"In fact, such is her aroused state that she becomes completely pliable, allowing her helpful family members to take whatever liberties they wish with her."
Just behind her, she heard the sound of the girl in the chair mumbling through another orgasm. It seemed that the relentless pounding of the fuck machine had reduced her to little more than animal grunts now, as it continued working away at her sore fuckholes. On the screen, Kayla had been maneuvered into her prone position now, and an enlarged image showed the butt plug sliding into her ass.
"Finally, our last product has added a new level of stimulation, which has caused our subject to completely submit. We can observe this effect here," he pointed out, as the camera panned from her stuffed butt to the image of her sweaty face, where her lips were wrapped around the head of the Professor's fat penis. Johnson continued, "This portion in particular showcases wonderfully the effects of using products in concert with one another to reach their maximum potential. The endowed male specimen also receives a significant benefit from the products, as we'll see."
The gathered employees watched for minutes as the Professor slowly fucked her mouth. Then, they saw in crystal-clear high definition, the veins on the underside of his cock pulse. In the background the sound of the butt plug being removed came from the speakers, and then the shocked look on her face froze as she was blasted by a jet of thick, hot jizz. The image, paused to perfectly capture her degradation, hung gigantic in front of the audience.
"Finally, we can see the culmination of the experience at this moment," Johnson said, "and we, also, can see that Cumhole's moniker is quite well-deserved. Apt, even. Wouldn't you agree, dear?"
Cumhole nodded in agreement. Of course, he was right. She'd just lay there and let her naughty cunt control her actions. She'd let a man she despised pump his semen into her mouth, and all over her face, while she orgasmed like a filthy cumhole.
"We hope that in future projects, all of you will be so keen as to show ambition toward excellence," Johnson praised, "and I'm happy to announce that we've chosen this submission for the marketing campaign for these products. Excellent work. You may take your seat"
Another grunt from Sugar Puss signaled that the girl was still cumming in the chair.
Cumhole had difficulty concentrating the rest of the day. The constant trickle of aphrodisiacs and sedatives being pumped into her body, as well as the shame of having over 50 of her coworkers watch the filthy video led to alternating waves of horror and arousal. While she struggled to make sense of why this turned her on, the ever-present warmth between her legs made it hard to puzzle through her mixed emotions.
On the one hand, it was horrible. DomCo was exploiting her, forcing her down a path of sexual submission and servitude. They'd taken complete control of her life, making her nothing but a puppet. They delighted in her humiliation and suffering, encouraged it at every opportunity, or created opportunity for it. At the same time, she reflected, the situations in which she was embarrassed or being controlled were always the most erotic and thrilling.



Just a few weeks ago, she'd been the naive, fidgety, bland girl with the stupid bow in her hair and an ivory sweater. Today, she was still naive and fidgety, but she was desirable, lusty, experiencing pleasures that she'd never have even imagined a month ago. When people used her for their pleasure, she felt an odd sense of purpose. She was making them happy. They loved her body, her silly, embarrassed looks, her natural nervousness. When they were playing with her, though, the nervousness seemed to fade. It felt natural for her to be an object of pleasure. In the same odd way, it increased her own pleasure.
As the work day came to a close, Cumhole shut down her computer. As she picked up her purse to leave, Suck Pet seemed to materialize in front of her. Cumhole was consciously aware of herself checking out the other girl's big tits and lean legs, remembering how her sexy tongue had felt inside her mouth just that morning.
"Hey Cumhole," Suck Pet said, "Just wanted to say goodbye."
She wrapped her arms around Cumhole and stroked her back as she slid her tongue into her mouth again, this time kissing her slowly and sensually. Her hands fell to Cumhole's ass, and she groped her cheeks under the denim skirt as her lips smacked hotly with her own. Cumhole's excited quim leaked sex cream into her panties as she became more aroused at the sexy treatment. Finally, Suck Pet pulled away with a dreamy look in her eyes.
"If you're not doing anything tonight," the girl said, "some of the girls are going out Baiting tonight. You should come, and maybe we can totally lez out afterwards."
Cumhole still couldn't get a grip on how other girl's could so casually discuss these things, as though it were perfectly normal to invite your co-workers out after hours to have steamy lesbian sex.
"Um, thanks, but I have some plans with a friend," She answered, and then asked, "What's Baiting?"
"Oh!" Suck Pet exclaimed, "Baiting. Like, rape-baiting. We go out and cocktease to see who can get raped first. Of course, it's not really rape, since we're asking for it, but you haven't really been fucked until you've had a guy just take you like he deserves that pussy simply for being male. I mean, he does, but it's amazing because he's just so turned on that you're basically just a receptacle for his hard cock to jerk off into. God, it's hot. I'm fucking soaked just thinking about it. There's something psychologically stimulating about being dehumanized to the point that you're essentially a wet hole to satisfy his penis."
Cumhole had heard her fair share of weirdness since starting at DomCo, but she was pretty sure that this was the most bizarre thing she'd heard yet. She just stared, open-mouthed at Suck Pet, who casually sipped a bottle of Obsequium as though what she'd just said was the most natural thing to roll off of someone's tongue. While Cumhole herself was still, mentally, fighting against her unwilling brainwashing from average teenager to fucktoy, Suck Pet had--literally--drank the Koolaid. She was a complete company girl.
"I'm just...gonna go now, but I'll...see you around?" Cumhole said, edging around the other girl.
"Cool. If you change your mind, text me!"
She tapped her phone against Cumhole's and a contact card appeared on the screen. She saved it, just so she didn't seem rude, of course. There was no way that she was going to text this girl so they could go out and get raped together, she told herself. Suck Pet drifted away, to join a small group of other girls, where they began talking excitedly. She pushed the elevator button far too many times in her haste to get away, until finally the doors opened.
As she got into her car, her phone pinged again, this time with a notification from her banking app. She flicked it open, put her thumb to the screen and was logged in. There, she saw her first deposit from DomCo. $961. She just looked at the numbers. One week, $961. These past few days she'd been so focused on going from one embarrassing situation to another, that she'd nearly forgotten that there was actually going to be a paycheck from all of this. Here it was, though, all hers.
For a moment she forgot all about the collar on her neck, pumping sedatives and aphrodisiacs into her body. She forgot about the brainwashing hypnotic recordings and the fact that she had just been stripped of her given name. For just a moment she allowed herself to dream of having a little apartment where it was just her. Nobody was waiting at home to spank her or shove toys up her cunt. She wasn't watching a strange Professor brainwash her mother into becoming an incestuous slut toy. She was free. Maybe she'd even get a puppy. For this moment, just this moment, she closed her eyes and everything was normal.
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A Note from the author:
The following is a complete work of utterly ridiculous fiction.
This is an awful story, filled with awful people. You should not read it. If you do read it, you should not like it. If you like it, well, I'm sorry. There isn't really anything else to say.
***Last Chance***
In the history of unfortunate names, perhaps one of the most unfortunate was Holes. Though her parents insisted it was pronounced "Hawless," they knew from the start that nobody would actually pronounce it this way. It was intentional. Holes had the additional misfortune to be born to a pair of perverts, and to further add to the ordeal that would become her adult life, these perverts were of the surname Ferbonin. The woeful tale of Holes Ferbonin, though, did not begin with her unconventional naming. It began with an incident in the kitchen of the Most Almighty.
Prologue: My Father Who Art in the Kitchen
The day the Good Lord brought forth His Son into the celestial kitchen, a clumsy mistake would set the stage for the creation of a new life--ultimately, that of a young woman destined to become a plaything for all those around her.
"Just a pinch now, Jesus," Thundered The Lord, "sugar and spice, everything nice for the girl. Good. That's just enough. Now, a sprinkling of the stardust for the sparkle in the eyes. Yes. Good."
The iridescent dust fell from His Son's fingers, adding to the mixture that would form this new life.
"The captured nebulous gasses, next, if you please, Son." Said The Lord.
Jesus reached up to the higher shelf, pleased to have finally been allowed to assist His Father after so many millennia. Unfortunately, his newest pair of celestial sandals were taking some getting used to, and in one clumsy motion, this new life forming before them was forever altered. Jesus' foot slipped, just slightly, causing his robe to brush against the lower bottles of ingredients. Two of the bottles tottered, tipped, and fell, directly into the mixture.
The Lord gasped in horror as the contents in the bottles spilled forth.
"Sweet Jesus, Jesus!" The Lord boomed.
"Apologies, Holy Father!" Jesus said, aghast, "What...what was it? What have I done?"
"My entire bottles of Rape Magnet, as well as Ire of Man. We'll need to create at least a dozen new nebulas to replace those." The Holy Father said, shaking his head in dismay, "For any beautiful woman, even one grain of Rape Magnet is more than enough. I used two for Megan Fox, and even that was a bit much. A whole bottle, though...not even in the time of the 12 tribes, at my most sadistic, did I think to use so much."
"Shall we start over, Father?" His Son asked.
"No, no. I must admit to being curious about the result. It won't be an easy path for the poor creature, but she shall receive her reward in Heaven. Hand me that bottle of Eternal Lubricant. I think she's going to need it. And, the Gag Reduction powder, if you please."
Chapter 1: Cause for Celebration
Holes had been told that when she became an adult, things would be very different. Her parents hadn't gone into specifics about it, only that there were certain expectations of adults. She'd gone to bed with her stomach in knots, wondering what was going to happen, and awoken to a new set of rules.
Rather than being awakened by her alarm clock, Holes was roused by the sound of her mother puttering about her room, going through her drawers, and putting all of her underwear into a garbage bag.
"Mom? What's going on?" She asked, wiping sleep from her eyes.
"Oh, good morning, honey." Lacy replied, "Well, you're an adult now. Happy birthday, by the way. That means that there are going to be some changes, and that starts with how you're going to dress. Adults don't wear certain things, Holes. Panties. Bras. Those are for children."
"But," Holes argued, "that isn't fair! Everyone's going to see my...my..."
"Your cunt, yes. That's expected." Lacy stated, "And your tits, most likely."
Holes was aghast. Lacy opened her closet, and began to pile all of Holes' pants into the bag, as well.
"Second, skirts or short dresses only, from now on. No more pants. Pants are for kids, and not sexy little cock-teases."
"What?"
Lacy finished bagging Holes' old clothes, and gave her a kiss on the forehead, saying, "I'll do some shopping for you, and make sure you have lots of new clothes that are more appropriate. Go get ready for school."
She slung the bag over her shoulder and left the room.
The morning of Holes' 18th birthday was a cause for celebration. Not in the typical sense, in which a teenager legally becomes an adult, and feels excited about the possibilities that life might bring, but rather for everyone else around her. She'd awoken with a dripping pussy, which was actually quite normal. It was just the way she was. Her doctors had classified it as very healthy and active Batholin glands. Her overactive glands caused her to be wet, quite literally, all the time.
Holes showered and prepared herself for school, the usual sounds of her family also going through their morning routine, a background buzz of activity. In her room, she dressed in what was left of her clothes. Today, a white tank top, through which her hard nipples were quite apparent. Next, she donned a short, pleated pink skirt. No panties. Lastly, she strapped on a pair of wedge heels, the only type of shoes she now owned, and made her way downstairs.
Her mother was in the kitchen, half-nude in a slinky set of white lingerie. Her father, Chuck, was seated at the table, drinking coffee, reading from a tablet, and paying no mind to the fact that his son, Brandon, stood behind Holes' mother groping her ass. Holes stood at the entrance to the kitchen, mouth agape.
"Morning, Honey." Her father said, without looking up, "Happy Birthday."
"Thanks, dad." Holes replied woodenly, watching her brother molest his mother's backside.
"Big day today." He commented, "lots of folks will be by later tonight for your party!"
Before Holes could make a reply, her brother stopped molesting his mother's ass, and directed his attention to his sister.
"Birthday spankings!" he cried with glee, and was across the kitchen in a flash.
"Wait! No!" Holes argued, but a moment later she was bent over the table, her skirt hiked up.
"Holes," Her mother said, "It's not polite to tell men, no. Girls with wet cunts deserve to be spanked for being naughty."
"I'm not naughty!" Holes replied, her face pressed against the table.
"If I check your cunt, it's probably wet, isn't it?"
It was, and her mother knew that. It was just the way she was.
A sudden stinging slap against her dripping pussy made her squeal, followed quickly by another. 16 more to go. Her father continued reading, ignoring the shrieks and the harsh slapping of his son's hand against the girl's ass and cunt. She orgasmed at number 12, squirting sticky girl cum onto her brother's hand, her legs trembling as she came. He finished the remaining slaps on her ass, leaving it hot and red. Then, he stood her up and hugged her, holding her tight, his big hands palming her ass as he pressed her tits against his chest.
"There, there, gusher," he said soothingly, "Happy Birthday."
Holes sniffled at the stinging in her ass, but it felt nice to be held, even if Brandon squeezed her butt. He let her go, and stuck his wet hand in her mouth. Holes' stared back, wide-eyed, unsure why his wet fingers were in her mouth.
"Clean up your girl juice." Brandon instructed.
Obediently, she cleaned up her juices as Brandon smiled and nodded. Quietly, her ass burning, Holes sat down to eat her breakfast, conscious of the smear of wetness she was leaving on the seat. Breakfast done, she started out the door for school. Before she left, though, her mother stuck her tongue into Holes' mouth, and squeezed her bulging tits.
"Have a good day at school." She said, and swatted her on the ass.
Holes did not have a good day at school. Her first period class, biology, was taught by an imposing man named Mr. Rogerson. He always made Holes sit in the front row. Today, though, she'd been given her own seat in front of the class, facing the rest of the students.
"Today," Mr. Rogerson announced, "We'll be studying the anatomy of the female body. Holes," he pronounced her name as it was spelled, despite being told a dozen times that it was pronounced Hawless. He never seemed to remember. He continued, "will be our volunteer."
Holes was certain that she hadn't volunteered for anything. Mr. Rogerson hovered over her with a yardstick, put it between her legs, and motioned her to spread them. She flushed in embarrassment as her wet labia were presented to the rest of the class.
"I'll need a volunteer." Rogerson said, and several hands shot up. He picked a boy named Austin, who was always goosing Holes in the hallway during passing periods. He handed Austin a wireless camera, paired to the large monitor at the front of the class.
"We'll begin our study with the vagina," Rogerson said, "Austin, would you please get a nice view of Holes' aroused vagina, please?"
Austin placed the camera between Holes' legs, and the class was treated to a high definition view of her cunt on the monitor, her secretions dripping into the seat for everyone to see.
"When the woman is aroused," Rogerson said, "her vagina secretes lubrication, to ease the act of intercourse. We can see that Holes' vagina is quite excited, leading us to conclude that she is anticipating intercourse, and is prepared for it."
Holes was not, in fact, anticipating intercourse. They just didn't understand that her cunt was always wet.
"At the top of the vagina, we'll find the clitoris," Rogerson said, "Austin, please part Holes' lips, here," he pointed at the monitor with his yardstick, "and get us a good view of the little nub you find. Yes, there it is."
Austin spread Holes' pussy lips, and zoomed the camera in on her engorged clit.
"The clitoris is very sensitive, much like the head of the penis. When stimulated, say with a finger or tongue, it can induce orgasm. Austin, have you induced orgasm in a woman before? Don't be shy, son."
"Yes, Sir." Austin said.
"Would you care to demonstrate the technique using a finger?"
Austin grinned, and rubbed Holes' clit in a gentle back and forth motion. Holes' clit was an excited piece of work, much like her pussy. It was ultra-sensitive, and even a little bit of stimulation was enough to make her cum. Austin's attention, as well as the fact that his attention was being displayed on the screen to her classmates caused the poor girl to orgasm quickly. Her pussy gushed in her chair, spraying the camera lens. A mix of disgusted and shocked murmurs erupted from the class.
"Hush now," Rogerson said, "It's nothing to be grossed out by. Holes' is what we call, in technical terms, a squirter. That is, her orgasms have the potential to produce an ejaculation much like that of a man's."
Austin continued to play with her clit, making Holes squeal, her eyes rolling back in her head.
"You can stop now, Austin," Rogerson said, "let's have a closer look."
Rogerson handed Austin another camera, this one on a flexible arm.
"Please insert this into Holes' vagina, Austin."
"But..." Holes squeaked, but Rogerson swatted her across the tits with his yardstick, making her scream.
"Quiet down now!" He ordered.
Holes began to sob as the camera slid inside of her. On the screen, the class could see the contracting walls of her pussy clenching at the camera. Rogerson explained in great detail, the interior of her cunt.
"We can see that Holes' vaginal walls are contracting around our camera. Her vagina is attempting to pull it deeper and massage it pleasantly, as though it were a penis. It's attempting to coax the sperm from it, in order to facilitate impregnation. We can all be certain that Holes is eager to be impregnated, based on what we see here."
The girl brushed away her tears, her body flush with embarrassment. Rogerson stood behind her, reached over her shoulders, and pulled up her top, exposing her large, braless tits to the class. Her hard, puffy nipples stood at attention, slightly red from having been whacked with the yardstick.
"The breasts," Rogerson said, "serve the biological purpose of nursing a newborn. They, also, show Holes' arousal. We can see that her nipples are erect, a clear indication that she desires copulation,"
Between her legs, Austin had become bored, and begun to push and pull the camera back and forth inside of her. The class laughed as her cunt squeezed the camera.
"The breasts are an erogenous zone," Rogerson explained, "and serve to heighten a woman's arousal, as they are also quite sensitive."
He pinched one of Holes' nipples between his fingers, tugging it outward. Holes' cried out, but the camera fucking into her suddenly made her cum again, much to the delight of her classmates. Rogerson, then, invited each of the students to come forward and try the experiment themselves. All 24 of her classmates took turns rolling, pinching, tugging and slapping her tits and nipples. Her chair, by the end, was completely soaked in her own fluids. She'd cum a dozen times or more.
Rogerson patted her on the head kindly as the bell sounded the end of the period, and the other students shuffled out of the room, leaving Holes a wet mess in her seat, dizzy, the camera still shoved up her cunt. She slid the camera out of her pussy, set it on the desk, but before she could get up, Mr. Rogerson stuck his hard penis into her mouth and pumped it back and forth. Holes choked with surprise, but after just a few pumps bursts of his heavy, thick semen were coating her tongue.
He looked down at her shell-shocked face, eyes wide with confusion as he pulled his wet cock from her mouth. Jesus, there was just something about the bitch that made all kindness flee the human heart. She just looked so utterly rapeable with her tits hanging out, legs spread and wet, a trickle of cum on the corner of her open mouth. He'd waited all year for this.
He took a seat behind his desk, and ignored her as she composed herself, pulling her shirt down, and wiping at her mouth. The back of her skirt was soaked in her own cum as she staggered out of the room and into the crowded hallway. Rogerson could hear a chorus of laughter follow her down the hallway.
In her second period English class, she took her usual seat. Her teacher, a stern bitch named Mrs. Marks, spotted Holes' nude cunt. She wasn't used to having to keep her legs closed, since she'd never had to do without underwear before.
"Holes," Mrs. Marks barked, "come up here!"
Holes, trembling, made her way to the front of the room.
"Do you think it's appropriate to flash your genitals in public?"
"No, ma'am!" Holes said.
"Well, you're a lying slut, then. If it's not appropriate, why are you doing it?"
"I..." Holes stammered.
"I...I...Whatever," Mrs. Marks said, cutting her off, "I know all about this ridiculous 'religious exemption' that your parents filed with the school so that you can get away with displaying yourself to your classmates, and disrupting my teaching, but I won't have it."
Holes did not know anything about a "religious exemption' being filed, or what that was, but apparently the school administration had accepted this request from her parents.
"Take this chalk," Mrs. Marks commanded, gesturing to a chalkboard on the far side of the room, "The main chalkboard is for teaching students who have a purpose in life other than cock-teasing. You can use that one, and you'll spend the class writing the following: 'I will not show my nude, slutty cunt to the class.'"
Holes flushed and took the chalk. She walked over to the board and began to write, while her classmates snickered and giggled.
The teacher went to her desk, wrote something on a piece of paper, folded it into a cone, and stapled it together. She took the cone over to Holes, and placed it on her head. Once upon a time, it had been called a dunce cap. Holes' headdress, though, read "Dumb Bitch" in large red letters.
"I will not show my nude, slutty cunt to the class." She wrote.
As Mrs. Marks lectured, Holes wrote the words over and over. When she'd filled up the chalkboard, she erased the words, and started over again. By the end of the period, a yellow film of chalk dust coated her shirt, which was already spattered with drying drops of semen.
Between her second and third periods, the seniors were corralled into the gym, where they stood in line for their senior pictures. When it was Holes' turn, the photographer frowned disapprovingly at her chalk and cum-stained shirt. His assistant removed her top, and the photographer snapped a photo of her naked tits, then she was given back her top. She gratefully put it back on and ran from the gym, tears in her eyes at the shame.
Her third period was history. Mr. Bernstein, a bookish man with large wire-rimmed glasses, announced the day's lesson.
"Prostitution," he declared, "is often called the world's oldest profession. Women, and men, desperate for income, or at times, purely for their own pleasure, have sold sexual favors since time out of mind. The earliest records date from 2400 BCE, where the Sumerians record prostitution as an occupation. I know that simply reading and hearing me babble on about this topic is nothing to get excited about, so we're going to have a demonstration."
He looked over the attentive class, and set his eyes on Holes.
"Holes," he announced, "will be a prostitute."
"But, I don't want to be a prostitute!" Holes balked.
"Whore, then." The teacher stated, and beckoned her forward.
Holes sulked to the front of the class. Bernstein fished a pile of Monopoly money from his pocket.
"Holes, are you familiar with how to entice a customer?"
"Um, no." she answered.
"Since a whore cannot simply hang a menu of services about her neck, she will typically proposition a customer with some customary, veiled invitation for sexual services. Holes, please repeat after me: 'You lookin' for a date?'"
"Y...you lookin' for a date?" Holes repeated.
"I think I'd like that," Bernstein replied, "You look like a cheap date. What'll it be to have the pleasure of that mouth?"
He looked at her expectantly. Holes didn't know how she was supposed to reply.
"Holes, you need to give your customer a price for your mouth." Bernstein instructed, "Remember, you're a cheap whore."
Holes blushed furiously at being called a cheap whore.
"I...It's, um, $25, Sir." She said, fidgeting.
Bernstein counted out $25 in Monopoly money and stuck the bills into Holes' top.
"Whores should be paid in advance," Bernstein lectured.
He put his hand on Holes' shoulder, and pushed her to her knees. Holes sank down, reluctantly.
"Most whores, you'll recall, are in the profession reluctantly. While there are some few that take it up for their own enjoyment, most have done so out of a need for survival. Holes' acting should be commended. Note the feigned reluctance with which she settles into position to service her customer."
Bernstein unzipped his pants, pulling out his wrinkled, but hard penis. Holes' mouth opened to protest, and the teacher pushed his cock into her open mouth with a sigh.
"A good whore knows her job, though," he continued, pumping his stiff prick into the teen's mouth, "as Holes has demonstrated by willingly opening her mouth to receive her customer's manhood."
He pumped his cock between her lips faster, building to an impending orgasm.
His voice now strained, he continued, "It's not...customary...to release...your ejaculation...into the whore's mouth...without some prior consent. Our whore, though...did not...specify...where to finish."
Bernstein groaned with relief as his semen shot several times into Holes' mouth. She tried to pull back from her second load of the day, but Berstein held the back of her head until he'd finished, then pulled his wet dick from her mouth and cleaned it on the front of her shirt.



Holes looked up at him with shock on her face. Bernstein patted her on the head, but when Holes tried to get up, he held a firm hand on her shoulder.
"Now, as much as I'm sure we'd all like to get some practice," he said to the class, "We only have limited time."
There was a chorus of disappointed groans from the young men in the class.
"Now, now. There's always tomorrow." Bernstein reassured them.
He selected four of the young men from the class, who lined up in front. Each of them repeated the lines, as demonstrated, stuffed $25 in Monopoly money into Holes' top, and then proceeded to plunge their aching cocks into the girl's mouth. As they fucked their pricks between her lips, and then unloaded their balls into her throat, Holes noted several of the students recording her degrading episode on their phones.
By the time class ended, Holes' face and top were covered in spit and drying spunk. She stumbled through the hallway to the restroom as the passing students laughed and snickered at her, where she washed her face and rinsed the taste of sperm from her mouth.
The principal's voice crackled over the PA system as Holes left the restroom, "Attention Senior class. Following fifth period classes, all Seniors are to report to the gymnasium for an award ceremony."
Having nothing in her belly but a couple loads of cum, Holes was more than ready for lunch. When she entered the cafeteria, she was greeted by a special table with a pink banner above it that read, "Happy Birthday."
For the first time that day, Holes smiled. Finally! Someone was nice to her. The head cook was a greasy, fat man, but he'd always been kind. He prepared special helpings just for her, with a blend of his own secret ingredients that none of the other students ever got. He made Holes feel very special.
"There's my favorite little sweet tart," The fat man said, and led her to the birthday table.
Instead of pulling out a chair for her, though, he picked her up and set her on the table, spreading her legs.
"What's going on?" Holes asked.
"We've got a special treat for you, sweetie," The cook said, "you're going to love it!"
He took a seat in front of her spread legs, picked up a hot dog from a nearby plate, and slid the meat into her dripping cunt.
"No!" Holes cried, and tried to close her legs, but two of the assistant cooks held them apart as the fat man fucked the meatstick in and out of her until she orgasmed in front of the gathered crowd.
The hot dog, nicely coated in her own cum, was handed off to one of the assistants. The assistant fed Holes the slimy meat, while the fat man placed his face between her legs and began to furiously tongue her cunt. The convulsions of her next orgasm made trying to eat the wet hotdog a challenge, but she was so hungry that she did her best. Once the quaking in her cunt had settled down, the cook plugged her hole with a cucumber, and fucked her roughly until she came again. Her fellow students took photos and video, and when the cook extracted the vegetable from her sucking hole, one of the assistants cut it up and began passing the bits around for everyone to share.
Finally, the fat man produced a slice of cake with creamy, pink frosting, which the kitchen staff had each deposited a large load of semen on. The fat man fed the cake to her with his fingers, while each of the assistants took a turn at making her cum with their squirming tongues. The fat cook didn't seem to care that he managed to get more of the cake smeared on her face than in her mouth. He finished her meal off with a tall glass of cold water, the majority of which ended up coating her already messy top, making the white shirt nearly transparent. The wet fabric clung to her hard nipples.
After lunch, she had Economics, where she was due to give her presentation on the S&P 500. Holes knew she wasn't the brightest girl, but she had worked really hard on putting the presentation together. She'd done a PowerPoint presentation with lots of graphs and slides, explaining in detail what the S&P 500 was, and why it was important as an economic indicator. She felt like a fool, standing in front of the class with her wet shirt clearly showing the outline of her large tits, and the inside of her legs wet and shiny from her dripping cunt.
Shakily, she navigated the class computer and found her presentation file, opened it, and brought it up in front of the class. She was proud of the graphic she'd created for the cover slide, having pasted together several stock photo files.
"The S&P 500 index," she began, "stands for Standard and Poor's. It is a market-capitalization index of 500 leading publicly traded companies in the U.S."
She flipped to the next slide, and stared in horror. Instead of her carefully written explanation of the index, the slide showed an up-close photo of her own spread cunt, clearly taken from someone's phone during her first period class.. The class erupted in laughter. Mr. Cassidy shook his head in disgust.
Holes stammered, "This isn't right! I...It's not..."
She clicked the next slide to get the image off the screen, but the following slide showed an image of a blonde girl with a cock in her gaping asshole. The girl's face had been badly doctored to look like her own.
Mr. Cassidy turned off the monitor with his remote.
"Quiet down," he bellowed, "Quiet! Holes," he said angrily, "I guess I should have expected this kind of thing from you." He shook his head sadly.
He strode to the front of the class, took Holes by the arm and led her to his desk, where he bent her over in front of the class and proceeded to spank her exposed bottom as she screeched.
"Your parents warned us that you'd be likely to act out," the teacher said, "and have given all your teachers special permission to discipline you whenever we feel it necessary."
Her classmates watched on, tittering, as the teacher turned her bottom red with his repeated smacks. Then, he roughly rubbed her excited clit until she moaned loudly and came, spraying the classroom carpet. Mr. Cassidy instructed her to stay this way as the rest of the class gave their presentations. She quietly sobbed into the desk, and when class was over, Mr. Cassidy jerked himself off onto her round bottom and let her leave.
Overwhelmed by the degradation, Holes pleaded with her math teacher to be dismissed from class to see the nurse, claiming she felt ill. The teacher wrote her a hall pass to the nurse, which he hung about her neck on a lanyard. In red marker, the pass stated, "My tummy hurts. Please don't rape me."
Holes quickly made her way to the clinic. Nurse Jenkins took in the sight of the girl as she entered. Stained shirt clinging to her braless tits. Legs soaked in her slut juice. The delicate walk of a girl that's had her ass swatted one too many times. Her hair was a frizzy mess, and her eyes were red. While most of those in the nursing profession take it up due to an abundance of empathy and desire to ease suffering, the sight of Holes just did something to those around her. Nurse Jenkins felt a flutter in her cunt at the sight of the miserable girl, and welcomed her in. This was going to make a boring day more fun!
"Come in, sweetie." The nurse beckoned kindly, "What's the trouble?"
"I was hoping I could just lay down for a bit? I'm not feeling too well." Holes replied.
"Oh, dear!" Jenkins said, taking her by the arm, "Let's see what we can do."
She led Holes to a cot, and had her lay on her stomach.
"First things first, let's get your temperature."
The nurse took a classic glass thermometer from a nearby drawer. Holes made to sit up so the nurse could put the thermometer into her mouth, but Jenkins placed a hand on her back to keep her laying down.
"This one doesn't go in the mouth, honey." Jenkins explained.
She parted the girl's legs and slid the instrument between Holes' slick slit.
"You certainly are moist, honey," she commented, and coated the thermometer liberally with Holes' cunt cream.
She spread the teenager's ass, and began to push the device into her bottom, making Holes gasp and groan. She made a show of carefully watching the mercury rise, while she idly fingered Holes' wet pussy with a gloved hand.
Holes squirmed at the intrusion of the nurse's fingers as they sawed in and out of her slippery cunt.
"You certainly are warm." Jenkins commented.
She jammed her fingers more vigorously in and out of the girl, bringing Holes to another squealing orgasm. Her cum soaked the cot as pleasure wracked her body. Damn it! Why did it have to feel so good? She wondered.
"Goodness," Jenkins remarked, "you have the wettest little cunt I've ever seen, girl. Leaking all that slut honey, you must be getting dehydrated."
Jenkins pulled the thermometer from the girl's ass, sat Holes up, and handed her a large bottle of water.
"I want you to drink that whole thing and get some fluids back into you, right away."
Holes drank the water gratefully, and then Jenkins gave her another, watching expectantly while she chugged this one, too.
"We really ought to do something about that leaky cunt of yours, though." Jenkins pondered, then her eyes lit up.
She went to one of the cabinets, rooted about, and came back with a flat, black balloon. Holes looked at it quizzically.
"What is it?" She asked timidly.
"I think this will help sop up those juices. Spread your legs, now. I'm sure you're used to that."
Holes blushed furiously. Everyone just assumed she was a slut, even though she was still a virgin. Jenkins worked the flat balloon into Holes' quivering hole. Once she was satisfied that it was in, she began depressing the bladder and inflating the device. Holes trembled as the balloon began to get bigger, and bigger, until it was pressing against the sides of her vaginal walls. Jenkins kept pumping.
"Nurse Jenkins," Holes moaned, "It hurts."
Jenkins ignored her, and continued to inflate the balloon a bit further, until Holes began to sniffle. The sight of the girl practically made Jenkins cream her own panties. Finally, she stopped, and admired the girl's stretched cunt, bulging widely with the balloon.
"There we are," Jenkins announced proudly, "That should help. You're just lucky it wasn't your ass that was leaking."
Holes lay back on the cot. Her pussy felt so stuffed and stretched. Jenkins, pleased with herself, ignored the girl for the few minutes that remained of the period. When the bell sounded, she shuffled Holes out of the clinic, the balloon still tightly lodged in her vagina. An announcement over the speakers stopped all of the students in their tracks.
The voice of Principal Arnold came over the speakers, "Attention Seniors! An award ceremony will be held in the Gymnasium this period. Seniors, please report to the Gym. Thank you."
Holes and the other senior class altered their destinations, and made their way to the gym. Holes found it quite uncomfortable to get seated, as her ass was still sore, and the balloon in her cunt made it difficult to close her legs. Once the students had been seated, Principal Arnold took the stage.
"Welcome, Seniors!" He boomed over the microphone, "I'm sure you're all curious about this special gathering. After today's Senior photos, the administration has decided that we'll be handing out an award for best Senior class photo. If you'll direct your attention to the monitors, please."
On the giant screens used for the school's basketball games, an image of Brian Landry, the school's quarterback appeared. Brian was a handsome boy with a smug grin on his face, decked out in his letter jacket. He looked confident and assured.
"Brian Landry," The principal announced, "comes in at 3rd place. Brian, please come forward and accept your award."
Landry strode to the floor as the students cheered him. The principal handed him a small trophy, and a gift card.
"Brian, I think it's safe to say that we're all thankful for your leadership this year on the field. We wish you the best of luck in your future endeavors."
Brian shook the man's hand, and made his way back to his seat. The next image on the screen was that of Lexy Wright, the captain of the cheer squad. Lexy was a stunning blonde, dressed in her short cheer skirt, hands on her hips, and pom-poms in her hands. The Principal called her up, to a cacophony of whistles and cheers. The girl accepted her small trophy and gift card.
"The first place photo," the Principal announced, "goes to Holes Ferbonin!"
An image of Holes' naked tits appeared on the giant monitor, and she choked as all of the students laughed and cheered.
"Holes, please come up." the Principal called out.
Holes stood on wobbly legs, her skin bright red with shame, and she stumbled down the steps and across the floor.
"Holes," he said, "This is a marvelous photograph. We've already sent copies off to be published in the town paper, so everyone can see what an inspiration you are. Here's your trophy."
The principal produced a small, rubber object, shaped like a penis, with a wide base at the end. Holes looked at it with confusion. The Principal turned her around, bent her over at the waist, and pushed the object into her anus. Holes cried out in surprise, though it didn't really hurt. Her cunt had leaked so much of her own cream into the crack of her ass that she was thoroughly lubricated. Still, it was not a comfortable fit with the balloon in her cunt.
He stood her back up, and whispered, "it stays in the rest of the day or it will be detention for you."
Holes nodded grimly in reply.
"Now, a Senior sendoff!" The Principal announced, and yanked Holes' top up, revealing her bouncing tits to the gathered Seniors and staff. Each of the administration staff lined up and took a turn slapping Holes' tits until they were red as the students watched her breasts bounce and jiggle back and forth on the monitor. The experience was made even worse by the fact that she orgasmed more than once from the rough treatment, and finally pissed herself from all the water the nurse had made her drink.
When they were all finished, Holes hurried from the floor, tugging her shirt down, leaving a trail of slut slime across the floor.
Thankfully, the award ceremony had taken up the time that would have been her next two classes, bringing an end to her terrible day at school. She waddled from the building, the plug lodged in her ass, and made it to her car. Once she was home, she quickly stripped off her clothes. The remains of water, tears, crusted semen, and spit had completely ruined her top and skirt.
As she cleaned herself off in the shower, she replayed the events of the day. The sound of the bathroom door opening, though, shocked her out of her reverie. The shower door slid open, and her naked mother invited herself into the shower.
"Mom!" Holes cried.
"Shush, Honey," Lacy said, "I'm going to help you wash up."
"But..."
"You're an adult now, Holes. This is what adults do. Especially girls with horny, wet cunts."
Holes wasn't certain, but it was her first day as an adult, so she relented as her mother took up the soap and began to run it all over her body. She had to admit that the feeling was very nice.
Lacy soaped up her daughter's large breasts, paying extra attention to her sensitive nipples, while she kissed her neck and nipped at her ears. Holes shivered with pleasure at the gentle attention on her abused tits.
"Tell me about your day." Lacy whispered softly.
"Everyone was really mean to me," Holes sniffled, "Mr. Rogerson showed the whole class my vagina-"
"Cunt," Lacy corrected her.
"My cunt," Holes corrected, "and let them all pinch and hurt my boobs-"
"Tits."
"My tits. Then, when the class was over, he...he put his...his penis-"
"Cock. Dick."
"He put his cock in my mouth and..."
"And he came in your mouth, didn't he?"
Holes nodded. Lacy's hand strayed further down, between her daughter's legs, and began to clean her wet pussy. She felt heady listening to how the teacher had treated the girl, and just had to hear more. Holes trembled as her mother rubbed at her overly-sensitive cunt.
"Then, we had Senior photos, and the photographer took a picture of my tits."
Lacy quivered with delight at the thought of her daughter stripped to the tits and photographed in front of a room full of strangers.
"Then, Mr. Bernstein made me show my history class what prostitutes do. He put his cock in my mouth and came in it, and so did four other boys."
Lacy spared a hand for her own cunt, and began to masturbate herself and her daughter at the same time.
"That must have been so nasty," she hissed in Holes' ear, and Holes nodded, "I'll bet you loved all that creamy spunk in your throat, didn't you?"
Holes shook her head.
"You'll get used to it." Lacy assured her. Holes wasn't sure that she liked the implication.
"At lunch, the cook made me sit on a table and they put hotdogs and cucumbers in my cunt," Holes related, "and then the cooks all took turns licking me...down there, and making me cum."
Lacy gasped and came on her own fingers, pushing two fingers into her daughter's cunt, and holding her as Holes quaked and squirted girl cum across her hand.
"Good girl," Lacy said, "That's mommy's little slut."
Holes' head spun as she felt her mother cumming with her. She couldn't believe she was getting excited by the way the men had used her as a plaything.
"In economics, someone ruined my presentation by putting porno pictures in it, and I had to get spanked in front of the whole class." Holes said. Her aching bottom brought back those memories clearly. "And then, the nurse put a big balloon in my cunt, and when the Principal gave out awards for Senior class photos, I...I peed myself in front of the whole class!"
Lacy gave a cry of passion and came violently on her fingers. She pinched Holes' nipples with enough force to make Holes' squeal in pain, which somehow made her orgasm again.
"Oh fuck!" Lacy gasped, "Fuck, that's so hot! Jesus, fuck!"
She held Holes through her orgasm, groping her tits and sucking at her neck.
When she came down, she massaged Holes' tits more gently again and said, "God, you're gonna be such a good cockhole!"
"But, I don't wanna be a cockhole!" Holes argued.
"Hush, hush," Lacy cooed, "You are a cockhole, Honey. You're a hot, dirty little slut with a pussy that's always wet and ready to be played with. It's not a bad thing. You were just made that way, and you make everyone around you so happy. Don't you like to make everyone happy?"
Holes nodded. She did want people to be happy. She just wished they didn't need to slap her tits and ass so much to be happy. Still, she couldn't argue with the fact that she got lots of orgasms, and those sure did make her feel good.
"Well, maybe you should stop being so selfish, then. You're a sexy little fuckpuppet, and the world needs fuckpuppets to make all those hard cocks happy. Your cunt is always wet, isn't it?"
Holes nodded as Lacy stroked her nude cunt again lovingly.
"Girls with always wet cunts are horny little sluts. Say it back."
"Girls with always wet cunts are horny little sluts." Holes parroted.
"That's right," Lacy said, "Your cunt is always wet, isn't it?"
Holes nodded again.
"What does that mean?"
"I'm a horny slut."
"You're a horny slut." Lacy agreed, and fingered Holes' wet hole until she squirted girl juice once more.
Chapter 2: Birthday
Holes placed one of her special towels on the couch, and sat down to wait for guests to arrive. On account of her constantly leaking cunt, Lacy had explained, she had to put down towels, so as to not stain the furniture. Staining furniture would lead to further spankings. Well, most everything would lead to further spankings, she was told. The fact that she had an ass was cause enough for spankings.



Brandon was the first to join her in the living room, where Holes flicked through the TV channels. Her older brother plopped down next to her, pulled her head onto his lap, and kindly stroked her hair. Holes loved her brother, despite the fact that he'd spanked her and called her gusher.
While they watched TV in silence, Brandon reached under her top with his other hand, idly groping her tits and stroking her hard nipples. Holes squirmed from the pleasure. She could feel his cock writhing like it was alive inside her shorts. She was an adult, and it wasn't polite to tell men "No," so she just let him maul her tits and she enjoyed the pleasure. It was much nicer than having them slapped or pinched.
Her father, home from work now, entered the living room and took a seat on the other side of her. He casually lifted her legs, set them in his lap, then reached under her skirt and began to play with her wet slit. The feeling of his fingers running along her cunt, rubbing her clit, and pinching her pussy lips together made Holes squirm.
"That makes your cunt feel good, doesn't it?" Brandon said as he stroked her hair and molested her tits.
Holes nodded. It did feel very good. Maybe being an adult wasn't all bad.
"Your cunt is always wet, isn't it?" He asked. Holes nodded.
The three of them watched TV, though Holes wasn't really paying much attention to the show anymore. Her body was trembling and quaking from the waves of pleasure that were coursing through her. Her dad had his thumb pressed against her clit and was working it side to side. Within moments, she was gushing with another orgasm, soaking her special towel and moaning as Brandon continued toying with her tits. Her father relented, and simply stuffed one of his fingers inside her and gently massaged the inside of her cunt.
Soon, knocks on the door signaled the arrival of guests. The three of them got up from the couch, and greeted each of the newcomers as they came in. Her Uncle Walter hugged her tightly and put his tongue into her mouth as he squeezed her bottom for several seconds. Holes did not kiss back, but just stood frozen as he molested her. Before today, it had just been wolfish looks and the occasional peck on the cheek. Now that she was 18, though, things were going to be different, it seemed.
Her Aunt Abby groped Holes' tits shamelessly and snaked her tongue into Holes' ear.
"You are one rapeable little bitch, Honey!" She whispered to her.
Holes blushed. She wasn't sure how she was supposed to take that. A compliment?
The new arrivals brought gifts into the living room.
Next, her neighbor and his son came in. Father and son sandwiched Holes between them and she could feel their hard pricks rubbing against her front and back as they hugged her tightly. It was weird, but felt sort of nice. They, too, brought gifts for her.
Finally, Uncle Barry rounded out the guests. He, too, hugged her, but also stuffed two fingers into her wet cunt, and then licked them with a sigh of contentment.
None of Holes' friends came to the party. This was because Holes had no friends. Most people didn't like hanging around with a girl that always smelled of wet cunt.
Holes' followed the guests into the living room, where everyone was eagerly chatting with each other. Finally, they turned their lustful attention to the birthday girl, who was handed her first gift. This one was from Aunt Abby. While her brother videoed, Holes began to tear the shiny paper. The video was, in actuality, a livestream of the party being broadcast on the internet. Anyone tuning in could see Holes' nude cunt winking from beneath her skirt.
Holes finished unwrapping the first gift, and opened the small box. Inside were a pair of alligator clips.
"Thank you?" She said, unsure of what the purpose was.
"Oh, those will look so lovely on you," Aunt Abby said, "Here. Let me show you."
She took the clips from her niece, and tugged Holes's shirt up, exposing her bare breasts to the partygoers. Holes' gasped, and then screeched as Aunt Abby clipped first one, and then the other of the nipple clamps to Holes' tits. Holes squirmed in her seat and bit back tears as Aunt Abby flicked one of the clamps, sending a spike of pain through Holes' body.
The gathered guests complimented Abby on such a thoughtful gift, ignored Holes' discomfort, and thrust another gift at her. Across the internet, more and more perverts were being alerted to the livestream, and joined in to masturbate. Holes, hands trembling, unwrapped the next gift, this one from Uncle Walter. The box was long and thin. She cast aside the paper, and opened the box to find a metal bar. She looked up, confused.
"Spreader bar," Lacy said, "what a nice present, Walter!"
Holes wasn't sure what a spreader bar was, but Uncle Walter wasted no time in showing her. He took the bar from her hands, spread her legs wide apart, and affixed each end of the bar to her ankles. Awkwardly, Holes accepted the next gift from Uncle Barry. Her nipples were feeling numb as she tore at the paper, and found a smooth leather collar inside. The word, "Fuckpuppet" was inlaid in silver letters. Uncle Barry snapped the collar around Holes' neck, then unclamped her nipples. Holes' sighed with relief, but a second later the clamps bit down on her nipples again and she screeched.
"Never gets old." Uncle Barry said with a chuckle.
Her next gift, this one from her neighbor and his son, was familiar to Holes. She'd seen her first one earlier today. She held a bright pink buttplug up for the gathered guests to see. Holes' mother helped her stand, shakily with the bar spreading her legs so far apart, and the two men bent Holes over. While his son spread her ass cheeks apart, the older man coated the plug with a copious helping of Holes' cream. He also helped himself to a serving straight from the source, latching his mouth onto her dripping cunt and sucking at it until she trembled and came, coating his face in girl cum. As he licked his lips, he worked the buttplug into her anus until it was tightly lodged inside of her bottom.
The livestream of her party had now become quite popular. The fact that an 18 year old was being molested and made to cum by her own family was inconsequential. Once people got a look at Holes, it was clear that she deserved it. Her mother handed her the next gift, this time from her parents. As Holes unwrapped the present, Lacy removed one of the nipple clamps and began to massage some life back into it with her tongue, which sent a wave of confused sensations through Holes' body. She fumbled with the paper, but finally managed to get it off.
She opened the box inside, and found a pair of panties with a large vibrating dildo attached to the crotch. Lacy pushed her back onto the couch and lifted her legs, she removed the spreader bar, and Holes' father slid the panties up her legs. Lacy removed the other clamp from Holes' nipple and sucked her tits as Chuck slid the dildo into his daughter's cunt. Holes groaned as the big toy filled her up. Now, she was plugged at both sides and her body was quivering with an impending orgasm. Chuck clicked the vibrator on. Lacy reattached the clamps to her nipples. Holes' screamed, then gushed in spurts as she came hard from the mix of sensations. Chuck held her legs apart as her cunt squirted, and Lacy reattached the spreader. The gathered guests murmured appreciatively as Holes thrashed about in pleasurable agony, the vibrating toy driving her sensitive little pussy crazy.
"Who wants cake?" Lacy asked.
The guests filed out into the front yard, where Chuck had set up folding tables and chairs for the party. Aunt Abby affixed a leash to Holes' new collar and led the stumbling girl out the door. This was not an easy task, with the spreader bar between her legs. Holes' wobbled precariously along, and joined the guests on the lawn. Lacy carried a pink cake out to the table, where Holes blew out the candles.
As it was only early evening in the late spring, several people were out and about, jogging, cutting grass, playing in their yards, couples out for a walk. Lacy cut a piece of cake and handed it to Uncle Barry, who placed it on the table. He began to masturbate furiously onto the cake while he looked at Holes, and then coated the cake with a thick rope of jizz. He brought the cake to Holes, and placed it in front of her. Holes looked up at her mother as her body shook from the vibrator packed tightly into her cunt.
"Don't be rude, Honey," Lacy said, "eat Uncle Barry's jizz cake."
Holes took up a fork and staked out a piece of the cummy cake. Getting the cake to her mouth proved a challenge, though, as she had another orgasm. Lacy helped her by feeding the cake to her instead, scooping some of Holes' snatch juice onto it for extra flavoring. Curious onlookers began to drift over, and soon they were helping themselves to a few gropes and feels of Holes' body.
An elderly couple from next door seemed fascinated by the way she hollered and came as they removed and then clamped her nipples repeatedly.
From across the street came a middle-aged woman who was delighted by the fact that Holes' pussy squirted as she fucked the vibrating dildo in and out of her cunt.
Brandon's livestream was wracking up significant tips, now, bringing in a sizable income. He decided that this kind of thing would probably be a great business.
Once everyone had finished their cake, and the sun was going down, Holes' neighbor and his son departed. The rest of the family made their way inside, and back to the living room. Lacy helped Holes remove her gifts, first unclamping her tortured nipples, much to Holes' relief. Next, she removed the spreader, flicked off the vibrator, and slid the toy from her daughter's hole. She licked and sucked the girl's tasty cum from the toy, then set it aside, following the same procedure with the buttplug. Holes swayed unsteadily, then sat down on the couch, her eyes closed as she breathed heavily, recovering from the many orgasms.
She wasn't given much time to rest, though. Before she knew what was happening, Lacy pulled her up from the couch. She opened her eyes and saw her father laying on the floor, his hard cock erect.
"What...?" Holes began, but Lacy walked her over to where Chuck waited.
"Be a good cockhole, now." Lacy said, and lifted one leg over Chuck's body. She pushed Holes down, and guided her wet cunt over her father's engorged penis. Holes clung to her arm, but Lacy pushed firmly and Chuck's penis slid easily into his girl's pussy.
"Oh, yeah. That's good." He said with a sigh, and his hand grabbed her hips and pulled her down until she was firmly seated on his erection.
Holes had never felt anything like this. The vibrating dildo was the first thing that had ever been so deep in her cunt, but this feeling was very different. His cock was warm and fleshy, hard but spongy. Her cunt leaked out her arousal against Chuck's crotch. Then, he began to gently thrust into her, and she came again. Chuck groaned at the tight, hot little sheath of his daughter's cunt, so smooth and pleasurable around his twitching member.
Holes shivered with pleasure. Uncle Barry stood over her, took a fistful of her hair in his hand and plunged his cock into her mouth, making her squeak in surprise. Brandon moved about them with the camera, continuing the livestream. Uncle Walter knelt behind her, and she could feel his fingers probing her anus. She had a feeling about what was coming, and found herself wondering how good it would feel. Having the buttplug and the dildo in her at the same time had felt quite nice. How would two real penises feel?
Her father held her still. Uncle Barry stopped thrusting into her mouth and simply held his erection deep in her throat, her lips pressed tightly against his balls. Uncle Walter worked his cock at her asshole, until he finally managed to get it into the tight confines of her teenage anus. Holes groaned around Uncle Barry's cock as Uncle Walter's shaft burrowed deeper and deeper into her ass. She felt him stop, and then felt his cock wiggle inside of her. It was an incredible feeling. She could feel her father's cock rubbing up against the shaft of Uncle Walter's through the thin lining inside of her.
Then, the three men slowly began to move, building up an unspoken rhythm, whereby Uncle Walter would pull out as Chuck pushed in, and then reverse. All the while, Uncle Barry fucked her wet mouth gently like it was another pussy. Holes glurked and moaned as the three men fucked her in unison, until one-by-one she felt them unload great gobs of hot semen into her with satisfied groans.
For a few moments, none of them moved as they basked in the afterglow. Uncle Walter was the first to withdraw, pulling his slimy cock from her butt. Uncle Barry extracted his penis from her mouth, leaving a trail of sticky slime dangling from her lips. Lacy helped her to stand, and Chuck's penis slid from her soaking cunt. Her mother pushed her back on the couch, and then began to lick and suck at her pussy, cleaning her and driving her to another powerful orgasm, while Brandon stood over her and jerked his cock, finally emptying another load of cum onto her reddened nipples.
Her mother continued to clean the cum off Holes' tits as Chuck saw his brothers off. Then, Lacy helped her stumble up the steps and into her room, where Holes fell into a deep sleep.
She was awakened a few hours later by the feeling of another hard cock between her legs. Of course, her cunt was wet and ready. She wrapped her legs around the waist of...someone. It was dark. She couldn't tell. The hard penis pounded into her while she hung on and moaned in pleasure.
"Fuckin' slut," She heard Brandon's voice in her ear, "Cock-teasing, fucking slut!" He hissed, "Take my dick! Fuck yeah! Get that dick all the way in there! You like being a nasty slut, don't you?"
Holes only groaned as his fat penis battered her insides repeatedly like a machine, the wet slap of his pelvis against hers echoing off the dark walls. She began to cream as his veiny shaft plunged in and out, in and out, rubbing that special spot just inside her cunt that made her squirt so much.
"Yeah, you're the family whore, aren't you? You love taking dick. Fuck you're a nasty little bitch for your big brother. I'm gonna fuck you every day, you little meatpuppet. Your big brother's gonna fuck this pussy every day. You'll love that, won't you?"
Holes wasn't sure if she'd love that, but right now it felt spectacular, and the filthy words in her ear were making her feel funny, dirty, but like she was doing something right, even if she didn't know what it was.
"Fuck, you're such a dumb bitch, Holes," Brandon went on, pumping his dick into her, "but you're so fucking hot for cock. Fuck, that pussy's so good. I'm gonna bring my friends over to try this pussy. You'll love that. All the fucking dick you can handle. Fuck, you're such a filthy bitch!"
Brandon's cock flexed, spat a big load of semen into her, and he groaned, holding himself rigid as he unloaded his balls deep into his sister's cervix. He sighed with relief, pulled his cummy member from her, then straddled her chest, pinching and groping her tits. Holes panted with arousal. Her tits were so sensitive! Her brother slid his slimy cock into her mouth, using it like a toy as she glurked and swallowed.
"Oh, fuck, you're a good cocksucker, sis. I'm gonna love this. My friends are gonna love fucking your slut mouth, too. You like that idea, huh? You like the thought of all my buddy's shoving their dicks in your hot mouth until they bust? Yeah, you do. Horny bitch!"
Within a few minutes of plunging his dick into her mouth, Brandon was hard again. He crawled back between her legs, shoved his prick back inside her. He gripped her ass tightly with his hands, crushing his weight onto her, and fucked her hard, again.
"Goddamn you're a good fuck! Like a hot little sexdoll. So fuckin' good. Take that dick, bitch. Take that fuckin' dick and cum on it."
Her brother pounded her relentlessly into the night, until she was so tired from cumming, that she just lay motionless, half asleep by the time she felt him bust again. As she drifted off to sleep, she remembered the words of Mr. Bernstein to the students who hadn't been able to treat her like a whore. There's always tomorrow.
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Synopsis:
To 20-year-old Stacy, other people are just toys to satisfy her perverted need for sexual control. Home for the summer from college, and having already conquered her parents, Stacy has her sights set on her 18-year-old brother, Trevor. Only a few obstacles stand in the way. The first is Trevor's cute little girlfriend, Mary. The other is that Trevor has never viewed his sister in a sexual light. Unfortunately for him, Trevor is a sweet, sexually inexperienced boy with the usual raging hormones. Will young Trevor and his girlfriend be able to resist his seductress sister, and her cadre of equally hot and slutty friends? Trevor's summer vacation is about to get a lot... harder.
Prologue: Cute
Mary was just so damn cute, but just that. Cute. Trevor's hand slid up her tummy to cup her small breast, but she delicately pulled his hand away, allowing him to continue kissing her, but hesitant to go any further. After a year of dating, Trevor was finding it difficult. He was always horny these days, just out of high school, with the whole summer break ahead, and his girlfriend was cock-blocking him again.
Trevor was a gentleman, though. He respected girls, treated them politely, and Mary was no different. If she wanted to wait, he would hold out, take care of himself, and be patient. That was one of his greatest qualities, he was told. Patience.
Mary kissed her boyfriend back and placed his hand back on her tummy. Trevor contented himself with the feel of her soft skin, teasing as it was. She knew she couldn't hold off Trevor's advances forever. Boys wanted girls to put out, but she wasn't ready for that.
She was supposed to save it and be sure that he was the one. That was what they had drilled into her, and that was what was right, she knew. It was getting more difficult, though. Whenever he kissed and touched her, it didn't feel exciting. It felt scary. She'd imagine his penis, big and hard and angry, ready to shove its way into her body, where he'd pump her full of a billion tiny sperm.
Trevor pulled away, looking flushed, then suggested, "Maybe we should hit the pool for a while?"
"Yes! I'll go change!"
She flew from the couch and ducked into the bathroom, her backpack in her hand. Trevor went to his room, changed into a pair of swim shorts, and then returned to find Mary waiting in a cute one-piece suit. He looked her over, from her cute freckled face, down her slim body, to her lean legs. Everything about her was just cute. So cute.
Chapter 1: Home for the Summer
Stacy wheeled into the driveway of her parents' home and parked the car, snagging her bag from the back seat before heading inside. The house was quiet and empty, both of her parents gone to work, but as she looked out through the glass doors of the living room, she caught the sight of her brother and his little girlfriend splashing in the pool.
Stacy smiled and felt a flutter in her stomach. This was an opportunity she could not miss. She cut through the hallway and up the stairs to her room. She found it, just as she'd left it on her last visit from college. Neat. Tidy. Everything in its place. She rooted through her drawers and found the perfect suit. It was a few years old, and her tits had grown a bit since she'd last worn it. It was just right. She stripped down and donned the too-small suit, then tied her black hair back in a ponytail.
Trevor and Mary floated lazily on their backs in the summer sun, the warmth of the pool water enveloping them pleasantly. Insects hummed. Birds called. A slight breeze drifted across the backyard. They were at peace. One with nature.
The sound of the glass door sliding aside broke the tranquility of the moment. Mary was the first to look up, and she couldn't help but stare. She wasn't a lesbian or anything, but she could acknowledge beauty when she saw it, and Trevor's older sister was certainly a beauty. Her long, black hair, tied back in a ponytail, swished back and forth as she stepped across the concrete patio. The suit she wore-what little of it there was-exposed more of her body than it hid. And what a body.
Mary flushed as she caught herself looking at the bulging mounds of titflesh barely concealed by the tiny suit. Stacy's flat, toned stomach was like a chiseled statue, and her lean legs were sculpted to perfection. She'd met Stacy before, briefly, and she'd felt completely inadequate as a woman, then. Now, though, seeing just how incredible her naturally tanned body actually was, she felt like a little girl. She was a little girl, compared to that. Her own tits were barely mosquito bites, more nipple than tit. Her freckled face had nothing on Stacy's clear, unmarred beauty.
Trevor called from behind her, "Hey, sis! When did you get home?"
Mary heard him splashing through the water behind her. Stacy took a leap into the pool, sending a splash of warm water into Mary's face, and making her sputter. She came up, slicked back her hair with a grin, and waded towards her younger brother. He caught her up in a hug that lasted no more than was appropriate.
"I just got in," Stacy answered. "Then I saw you two dorks in the pool, and it was just what I needed after the drive. I swear my ass fell asleep, and my back is killing me."
"Oh!" Trevor exclaimed. "I'm sure Mary could help with that. She's going to start massage therapy classes over the summer. She's fantastic."
They both turned expectantly toward Mary. Stacy draped her arms over Trevor's shoulders, pushing her big tits into his back, and stroking her fingers casually over his muscular chest. Mary felt a flush creep over her. She caught herself thinking that the two of them looked... a bit sexy together.
"I... Um, sure." She stammered.
"Really?" Stacy asked, her voice rising. "That would be so awesome. You can lotion me up," then she added, "If you don't mind."
"No, it's fine."
Mary followed Stacy out of the pool. As the older girl mounted the steps, Mary was treated to the sight of her blatantly exposed ass. God, some girls just had it all, she thought, with a twinge of jealousy. They moved under the shade of the awning, where Stacy snatched a towel and sunscreen from a cupboard, threw the towel down on one of the loungers, and laid on her chest. She offered the bottle to Mary, who took it.
Mary squeezed the bottle of lotion as Stacy unsnapped her bikini top and let it fall away. Even her bare sides were perfect, Mary thought, not a flaw in the skin. She bent down and went to work, smearing the lotion from the small of Stacy's back up to her shoulders, and then down again, giving her a nice, even coating to lubricate her motions. Then she got to it, kneading, rubbing. She felt the tension drain out of Stacy's muscles and she purred happily.
"God, Trev was right. You are good at this. I can only imagine what those hands do to him." She said, eyes shut as she grinned.
"Yeah. He seems to like my massages," Mary agreed, oblivious to the innuendo.
"He's looking good," Stacy said. "It's pretty amazing what a year and some time in the gym can do, don't you think?"
Mary glanced over to the pool, where Trevor had resumed his lazy floating, soaking in the sunshine. Stacy was right, of course. Trevor had filled out, gaining definition and muscle. He was damned good looking. She felt that brief surge of fear in her gut.
Stacy caught the familiar quaver of uncertainty in her voice, and knew it immediately. Inadequacy. Mary knew that her boyfriend was way out of her league. There were dozens of girls like her in school. Stacy had turned a few of them into dedicated little pussy slaves. It couldn't have been more perfect.
"Yeah," she agreed, "He's been working really hard on it."
Stacy chatted with her idly, asking about her upcoming classes, how long she'd been doing massage, just making pleasant conversation. From the pool, Trevor gave the two of them an occasional glance. It was kind of hot, he thought, watching Mary's hands glide across his sister's skin, her face pursed in concentration. He knew from experience what Stacy was feeling. Mary was great.
"Those cute little hands feel amazing," Stacy said honestly. "Do you think you could do my glutes, too? And the legs?"
"Um, sure."
Mary's hands shook a bit, making Stacy smile inwardly. She squirted more lotion into her hands.
"Let me help." Stacy said, and lifted her butt into the air, hooking her fingers into the band of her bottoms, and sliding them down, completely exposing herself to Mary's stunned eyes. Mary swallowed. She was going to have to get used to this, she thought. There would be plenty of nude massages in her future if she was serious about this. Stacy dropped the little thong next to the lounger and parted her legs slightly. Mary's trembling hands tentatively touched Stacy's bare ass and then spread the lotion across her firm cheeks.
Stacy groaned delightfully as Mary's hands dug into the muscle and worked, then slid down one leg, back up, then down the other, spreading the lotion in an even coat. Trevor took note as well, trying not to be too obvious, but... wow! He'd seen Stacy remove her bottoms. Even now, he was sure that his girlfriend was getting a look at his sister's pussy. Maybe she was even touching it. No, that was just his hormones talking. He must be worked up from his earlier make-out session with Mary. Mary would never touch another girl. That was something slutty girls did, and that was not Mary.
Still, it didn't stop him from fantasizing a bit as he floated along dreamily. As they got older, things might change. Maybe Mary would find that she enjoyed doing things with girls. Maybe they'd do other things with girls together, like the swingers in pornos did. His dick hardened a little at the mental image of Mary touching another girl's pussy. Another girl with long, black hair, who was definitely not his sister.
After several more minutes, Mary felt that she'd completed her task, and wiped her hands with a towel. Stacy turned around and sat up, facing away from Trevor, but completely exposed to Mary. Mary's mouth fell open as she took in the sight of Stacy's exposed breasts, big and round, topped with small, dark nipples. Stacy, outwardly, took no notice, but inwardly she was exultant. She ignored Mary's look of shock as she snapped her top back together, then fished for her bottoms. Stacy spread her legs, giving Mary an unobstructed view of her shaved pussy, while she casually slipped her bottoms back up her legs. She stood and gave Mary a quick brief peck on the lips.
"Thanks so much, baby. That was great!" She said, honestly, with a little wink, "I am definitely gonna get a lot of use out of you over the summer."
Mary felt a quiver of arousal shoot down her body at that light, friendly little peck. It was the words that followed, though, that made her flush. More massages. Stacy was going to need more massages over the summer. Stupid, she thought. What else could she mean? Stupid, Mary.
Stacy shouted, "Cannonball!" and made a rush for the pool, dove in. She heard Trevor sputter and yell as he took an enormous splash to the face. Mary followed, but took the steps into the water. The three of them lounged in the water chatting, and then played Monkey in the Middle with a beach ball. When Mary was the monkey, though, she stood no chance. She was too short compared to the two siblings. She attempted to leap for the ball, but failed each time. Finally, Stacy pulled her throw and let Mary win. While Mary thought it was nice, it made her feel foolish.
Then, it was Stacy's turn in the middle. Trevor threw the ball high over his sister's head, treating Mary to the sight of Stacy's tits bouncing wildly as she leapt for the ball, missed. Mary retrieved it and was successful in passing it back. Again, Mary stood transfixed by the way those bulging boobs bounced as she leapt. Stacy managed to get her fingers on the ball on the next pass, though, which put Trevor back in the middle. The time slipped away, until they'd finally had enough of the pool, and they hauled themselves out of the water.
Stacy put her arm around Mary's shoulders as they walked back into the house, and that made Mary feel good. Like she'd been accepted.
"Come on upstairs and clean up with me," Stacy said invitingly, "let's girl talk!"
Mary did not do much in the way of "girl talk". Her friends mainly comprised other girls from her mother's church group, which she was forced to attend each Wednesday evening and Sunday morning. Mary didn't mind church. It was ok. It just wasn't all that fun. The girls were nice, but they didn't talk about much other than TV shows, Jesus, and their cats.
Mary threw a glance back at Trevor, hoping for escape, but her boyfriend just waved with his silly little grin and said, "have fun!"
He spread a towel on the couch and reached for the remote as Mary was practically dragged away by his sister. It would do good for Mary to have a girl who wasn't a Churcher to talk to, he thought. Maybe it would loosen her up a bit. Stacy was thinking the same. Almost.
Chapter 2: Dolly
Mary's heart was in her throat as Stacy dragged her into the bathroom and shut the door. The college girl started the shower and let the water run. Mary stood in shocked silence. Stacy expected them to shower together? In their suits, surely. She knew other girls did stuff like that, changing together and seeing each other naked, but Mary wasn't one of those girls. Stacy was older, though, an experienced college girl. She was so hot that she probably had lots of other hot girlfriends who were naked with each other when they changed and talked about boys. Maybe they did other things with each other, too. Stacy certainly wasn't shy.
Stacy stripped off her bikini, and Mary drank in the sight of her nude body. She was trapped in a tiny room with a girl she'd only met previously for a few hours over Christmas, and here she was, completely naked. Stacy turned to frightened Mary, a look of casual expectation on her face. Oh, God! She expected Mary to get naked, too!
"Oh," Stacy said, suddenly, "you're a little shy?"
"I..."
"Oh, baby, it's ok." Stacy cooed, and hugged her naked body against Mary. "You've got nothing to be shy about. Look at you!"
She peeled the straps of Mary's suit off of her shoulders, and Mary shivered. She let Stacy pull the straps down and pulled her arms free of them. Stacy peeled the suit down, exposing Mary's tiny tits and hard nipples.
"Oh, my God! You have the cutest little boobies!" Stacy squealed.
Mary blushed in embarrassment. Little boobies. She didn't have big, gorgeous tits like a woman. Like Stacy. She was 18 and had little girl boobies.
"Oh, honey," Stacy said, "They're so perfect. Why are you ashamed? I'll tell you, it's not all it's cracked up to be toting these big, heavy things around."
She cupped her big tits and shook them enticingly to emphasize the point. Then she took hold of Mary's suit again and pulled it down her legs, exposing the rest of her lean body.
"You're like a precious little dolly," Stacy said, and stroked Mary's cheek with the back of her hand. "I could just eat you up!"
Mary looked away, embarrassed, as Stacy's eyes raked over her body.
"Come on," Stacy commanded, taking Mary's hand, "Let's get cleaned up."
Mary allowed herself to be led into the shower with the other girl. The hot spray of water pelted down over their bodies. Stacy squeezed out a thick dollop of shampoo into her hands and smeared it into Mary's red hair, lathering it up. The older girl smiled warmly at her, and Mary felt a little better. Then Stacy took a bottle of body wash and squeezed it into her hands, rubbing them together. She smeared the wash onto Mary's neck, and then across her shoulders.
"Let me return the favor." She whispered and turned Mary around.
Mary let herself be turned, and felt Stacy's soft hands rub the gooey wash into her tense shoulders, down her back, up her sides.
"Just relax, baby," Stacy said in her ear, breath warm, her tone soothing.
The feel of the older girl's hands on her body was making Mary feel funny, like she did when Trevor tried to feel her tits. No, her boobies. She felt herself relaxing, melting into the feeling of Stacy's stroking hands on her body. Stacy's bare breasts pressed against her back, and she could feel her hard nipples poking into her shoulders. Her hands spread the lather over Mary's flat tummy, and then up, up, until her hands passed lightly over Mary's excited nipples. She let out a small moan. Stacy's hands stayed where they were, working the lather over Mary's breasts as she continually pinched and massaged her nipples.
Mary was so confused. How had she got into this situation? There was something about the older girl that just made her want to follow. Like she was a pet. She'd never felt anything like what was happening to her right now. It felt so good!
"Do you like that?" Stacy asked in her ear. "It feels so nice, doesn't it?"
Mary nodded, unable to speak.
"I'll bet Trevor just loves these little boobies, doesn't he?"
Mary panted with excitement.
"I'll bet he sucks on them every chance he gets." Stacy said.
"No... he... we haven't..." Mary caught herself stuttering.
"Oh my God," Stacy hissed, "You totally haven't done it with him, have you?"
Mary shook her head.
One of Stacy's hands stayed on her nipple, gently pinching and rolling it in her fingers, but her other hand slid lower. Mary knew where it was going, but she felt powerless, like she was Stacy's toy. Like a little dolly. Stacy found her target, slipping her hand between Mary's legs. Mary parted her thighs for her, like it was Stacy's right to touch her there. She hadn't even let Trevor touch her like this, but here she was, giving his sister full access to her body like she owned it.
"Doesn't my little brother want to touch your cute little cunny?" Stacy said, stroking her.
"Yes... he... he wants to..."
"He's so big and handsome, isn't he?"
"Uh huh..."
"I'll bet he'd be a beast in bed," Stacy mused in her ear. "Do you think he'd break you? Cute little Mary and her precious little cunny. Do you think you could handle a man like that? So big, strong, all those hard muscles."
Mary twitched against Stacy's hand as she found her clit and teased it.
"I'll bet he's got a really big cock," Stacy said, "but you're scared of it, aren't you?"
"Yes!" Mary admitted.
"You're afraid of how much it might hurt when he puts it in you, aren't you?"
"Yes!"
Stacy worked Mary's clit gently, back and forth, her fingers sliding easily through the younger girl's wet slit.
"You're afraid you'll do it wrong, and he won't be happy, right?"
Mary agreed.
"You think you won't be good enough for that big man cock." Stacy stated.
Mary bit her lip and pushed her pelvis against Stacy's fingers. God, she was going to cum! She was going to cum on her boyfriend's sister's hand!
"You'd feel so bad if he didn't enjoy your little cunny, wouldn't you?"
"Oh, God!"
"It's ok, baby," Stacy cooed. "It's ok. Just let it happen. It's all ok. I'm right here."
Mary squeaked, and rubbed herself against Stacy's hand, and then in a burst of pleasure, she orgasmed, biting her lip to hold in a scream. She'd masturbated before, but this was so different, so much better. She'd never felt anything like it. It was like fireworks in her head. Stacy rubbed her, pinched her nipples, and held her close, the heat of her skin against Mary's as she quaked and shuddered, letting herself go.
"That's it," Stacy said, "Just let it go. Cum for me, baby. That's so good. Good girl. That's my little dolly. You're so cute, baby."
Chapter 3: Familial Dynamics
Mary left in a hurry, following her shower with Stacy.
"Gotta get home for dinner." She said to Trevor, giving him a quick peck on the lips before rushing out the door.



On the drive home, she was a mess of nerves. She'd just done something really dirty. It was so dirty, but it felt so good. That was how the Devil tempted you, though, she thought. She'd hear it tonight at church. Her mother wouldn't know. Her father wouldn't know. Jesus would know, though. Jesus would know she'd done some dirty lesbian sex thing. She prayed for forgiveness as she drove.
Trevor cleaned himself up after Mary left, and dressed in a pair of shorts and a tee, then returned to the couch to continue his lazy summer. Shortly thereafter, he was joined by Stacy, who had changed into a tight, black tank top and a pair of cotton lounge shorts. It was apparent that she was braless. She'd wrapped her hair up in a towel. She joined her brother on the couch.
"So, tell me about college life." Trevor invited.
Stacy did, talking about her classes, some parties she'd been to, the general feel of the town. She was excited by the freedom of being away from home, but admitted that she'd missed him as she ruffled his hair in the way she knew he hated.
"I'm working at Fredericks," she replied in response to one of his many questions.
"The lingerie place?" He asked, curiosity piqued.
"Yeah. It's so cool! I get a hellacious discount on the stuff. If you want, we can hit up the one at the mall, and we can get you some stuff for Mary." She teased.
Trevor scoffed and rolled his eyes. "Yeah, that'll be the day."
"It might take a little work to find something that fits her," Stacy said casually, "but I'm sure we can find a few nice pieces."
"Yeah, I don't think that kind of stuff is really her style," Trevor said with a frown. "I mean, not that I'm against it. I just... nevermind. Thanks, anyway."
"Aww! Come on! She's so cute and tiny! It'd be like pumping your dick into a little toy!"
Trevor choked, "Jesus, Stacy!"
Stacy laughed, holding her sides.
"Oh, man! Your face! You about fuckin' died!" She said, poking at his ribs.
The sound of the front door opening drew their attention. A moment later, their mother, Lena, entered the room.
"Hey, mom." Trevor waved.
"Hey, mom!" Stacy yelled, and quickly rounded the couch to embrace her mother.
Trevor turned back to the TV, so he did not notice Stacy's none-too-familial groping of her mother's ass, or the small look of frightened panic veiled just beneath the mask of warm greeting on his mother's face. He most certainly did not hear Stacy's whisper. "Did you miss me? We're going to have so much fun this summer!" He was, likewise, oblivious to the little kiss that Stacy planted on her mother's slightly parted lips, and the wicked grin on his sister's face that followed it.
"When will dad be home?" Stacy asked, and their mother shivered in her embrace.
"S, soon. I should get started on dinner."
She quickly fled the room, and Stacy returned to the couch. Her pussy was getting soaked.
Less than an hour later, Stacy was in the kitchen, helping her mother with dinner, when Trevor's father got in. To the casual observer, there was nothing strange about this. A mother and daughter preparing a meal for the family was a quite normal occurrence. The slight flush to Lena's skin could have easily been explained by the bustling activity after a long day at work. However, had said casual observer paid close attention, they would have seen those things that had brought out the flush in Lena's cheeks.
Each time Stacy passed her mother by, she might stop to caress her bottom, or quickly tuck her hand between her mother's legs. As Lena worked over the sink, Tracy hugged her from behind, and cupped her breasts, or softly kissed her neck, or her ear. During these hugs she would whisper things such as, "Do you think dad missed me?" or "I can't wait to spend some mommy-daughter time together." The words themselves may have been nothing but familial, sweet even, had it not been for the seductive tone in Stacy's voice, or the fact she openly molested her mother's body while saying them.
Trevor's father saw none of these things, though. Instead, he saw a dutiful, even helpful daughter with her mother in the kitchen. When Stacy noticed her father, she greeted him as any dutiful daughter should, with a loving hug. This, again, seemed completely natural. What might have been missed, though, was the same veiled panic in her father's eyes, the tremor that ran through his body as Stacy pressed her body against him, and the way that Lena cast a sidelong glance at the two of them.
"Hey, Honey." Don said, his heart quickening as Stacy pressed her body against him.
Stacy's hand slid down the front of her father's slacks and rubbed his cock teasingly. She whispered in his ear, "Did you miss me, daddy? I missed you sooo much."
Lena paused at making dinner, her heart in her throat, watching her daughter rubbing Don's crotch. Stacy then took his hand and guided it to her ass. He squeezed that one firm, round butt cheek in his hand, and shot a glance at his wife. Lena blushed furiously, wanting to look away, but she couldn't. Stacy turned her face up and snaked her sexy little pink tongue into her daddy's mouth as he palmed her ass. Finally, she broke away, and grinned wickedly at her daddy, turned her superior smirk on her mother, and giggled as Don squeezed her butt.
Don finally came to his senses and snatched his hand back as if he'd been burned.
"I should... I need to go get changed." He excused himself, without even a welcome home kiss for his wife.
Don quickly fled the room. Stacy turned her full attention back to her mother and watched her shrink back against the counter as she approached. Stacy put her hands on Lena's hips, leaned in and softly asked, "has he been fucking you?"
"Stacy..."
Stacy reached between her mother's legs and rubbed her playfully back and forth.
"Has he? Has he put that big dick into your used up, old hole?" Stacy asked mockingly, and Lena quivered.
"No," she admitted, "no he's... it's just like you wanted... he..."
"You've been taking care of him how I showed you?"
Lena nodded.
"That's so good, baby," Stacy said, and kissed her tenderly. The boiling water muted the sound of their smacking lips, and the low music on the nearby radio covered Lena's moans. Finally, Stacy pulled back and hissed, "I'll make sure you get some before the summer is over, mommy. Don't worry."
"Stacy... please," Lena begged, "not here. Your brother could see."
She glanced over Stacy's shoulder fearfully toward the living room, where Trevor watched TV.
"Trev?" Stacy said, and grinned, "Oh, don't worry about him. I'm going to take good care of him and his little girlfriend."
Lena could only look at her daughter with a curious mix of worship and horror. She couldn't even protect herself. How was she going to protect Trevor? Stacy's hand found its way into her panties, her soaking wet panties, and toyed with her.
Chapter 4: Tempting Trevor
Trevor made his way down the stairs, sleepily wiping at his eyes. Another lazy summer day ahead. Oh, if only every day was summer break, he thought cheerily as he padded down the carpeted steps. The sounds of some soothing instrumental tune drifted from the living room. Curious, he poked his head in on the way to the kitchen. The sight of Stacy's round ass greeted him, poking up in the air, packed into a pair of tight lycra shorts as she went through some kind of yoga routine.
He could not remember ever having anything but familial thoughts about Stacy before. Of course, he knew well that his sister was hot. His friends had all been very vocal about the things they'd like to do to her, and he was a horny young man himself. Stacy was hot. More than hot, really, but there had always existed some sort of a mental block in place that shielded his dirty porno thoughts from crossing over into thoughts of his sister. He was a good kid, after all. He had a sweet girlfriend. Jerking off to porno didn't constitute disloyalty. That was just a biological necessity. And Stacy was just his sister.
For the first time, though, seeing Stacy's amazing posterior presented to him in such an inviting fashion tripped a switch and the mental block slipped. It was like Stacy was presenting herself to him, her backside in position to be mounted, just like the porno girls in the videos he liked. Then, the view was taken away as she changed position. The change brought her gaze around to him.
"Morning Trev!" she said, and stopped her posing, paused the video.
"Hey."
"What's up?" She asked.
"Nothing. Just gonna get some breakfast and head over to the gym for a while."
"Oh, hey! Ever try yoga?"
He shook his head, saying, "Never really thought about it. Just running, weights, you know."
"I can show you, if you want. It's actually really good exercise. It'll help you with your workouts. Mobility, flexibility, breathing, control. Wanna give it a try?"
Trevor thought for a moment, and then said, "I guess so. Can't hurt to try something new."
He put his thoughts of breakfast on hold and stepped into the room.
"Great!" Stacy said, and got to her feet. "If you get serious about it, we can get you some new clothes, but the shorts and a tee will be fine just to show you a few things."
He nodded, and asked, "What do I do?"
For the next hour, Stacy showed him how to sit quietly and focus. She went through some basic breathing exercises, then some stretching, beginner poses. As Trevor worked at putting his body in the right places, Stacy's hands pressed against his back, rubbed his thighs, and spread his legs when appropriate. All the while, she pressed her body against him. Each time her big tits pushed against him, he felt a familiar tingle of arousal, but tried to stay focused. Jesus, he really needed to do something about his damn hormones.
When they'd finished, he found he was sweating, but it felt good.
"That wasn't so bad," he said. "Thanks. I might have to try it again as part of my routine."
"Told ya'." Stacy said.
"You know," He stretched and cracked his joints, rolled his neck, "You're right. I do feel more relaxed. This could be really good."
"I do it every day, so join in any time. I'll show you the ropes, and really work your body over." She winked. "It will be the best thing you've ever felt."
"Cool. Hey, I'm gonna make some eggs, and hit the shower. You want some?"
"Eggs or a shower?"
Trevor laughed, "Eggs, stupid. Though, if what I'm smelling is you, you could use the shower, too."
He held his nose and wafted his hand. Stacy punched him playfully and shot back, "No, that's you, retard. I smell like fucking roses all the time."
He made a show of sniffing his pits and screwed his face up in disgust.
"Ugh! Yeah, you're right. I'm funky."
"Go serve my breakfast, slave!" She said and swatted his ass.
"Yes, your royal bitchiness."
He ran away quickly, ducking out of the way of a thrown couch pillow.
A short while later, freshly showered, he made his way back downstairs. He flopped down on the couch, flicked the TV on, booted up his PlayStation, and grabbed the controller. Ah, summer! He was speeding along a racetrack, fighting for first place, when Stacy made her next appearance. He glanced away from the screen, just for a moment. She sat beside him and watched in silence, until an AI driver battered the side of his car, and sent it spinning off the road, over a cliff, putting an abrupt end to the race.
It was only when his Game Over screen came up that he finally acknowledged his sister. He offered her the controller, but she shook her head.
"I prefer the ones with big guns," she said. "Hey?"
He raised an eyebrow.
"Dummy me, forgot my laptop back at school. Would you mind if I use your computer for a little while to check email and take care of a few things?"
"Nah. Go ahead." He agreed.
"Thanks. What are you doing today? Going out with Mary?"
"No. She said she isn't feeling well."
That made Stacy almost giggle. The poor girl would probably be too afraid to come back for days. She also knew that the little mind game she'd played with her would, eventually, have her coming back for more. It was a certainty. Mary was terrified of penis, and now Stacy knew it. Mary was about to switch her sexual preference. She just wasn't aware of it, yet.
Instead, she said, "That sucks. Guess you're gonna have to whack off all by your lonesome."
Trevor scoffed and stuck his tongue out at her.
"Can you go be gross somewhere else?" he said, but he was grinning, "I've got a race to win."
Stacy said, "Thanks." gave him a kiss on the cheek, and went back upstairs, presumably to use his computer.
Trevor returned to his race. It was mid-afternoon when Stacy returned to the living room, dressed in a pair of tight denim shorts and lacy blouse.
"I'm gonna head out for a while to see some friends." She said.
Trevor nodded, his eyes glued to the screen.
"Don't whack off too hard." She teased and left.
Trevor heard the door shut, and a moment later the sound of Stacy's car pulling away. He lost his next race and set the controller down with a sigh, covering his eyes. Oh, what to do with himself? The house was quiet and empty. He ran through a mental checklist of options, but Stacy's parting words did what they were intended to do. He settled on whacking off as a suitable option. All alone. Nothing pressing for his attention. Slight boner in his shorts. Yes, masturbation.
He made his way up to his room and locked the door, then shucked his shorts and settled into his computer chair. He wiggled his butt in the warm chair. Yes, it was already warm. And slightly wet. Curious, he stood back up. The chair was indeed wet. Odd. He remembered something about Stacy using his computer. Had his sister left a sweaty ass stain on his chair to mess with him? He could believe it. He sighed, got a towel from his hamper, and put it on the chair. Opening a desk drawer, he retrieved a bottle of Astroglide, his preferred masturbation solution.
Now he was ready for porn. He tapped the mouse, and the monitor kicked on. He shifted the chair closer to the desk, and his bare foot came up against something soft. Peeking under the desk, he saw a small, black piece of cloth by his foot. He hooked his toe into it, and pulled it closer, bent, and picked it up. It was a pair of tiny, black, silk panties.
"What the fuck?" He whispered to no one.
He held the panties up and looked at them. Where did these come from? Mary certainly wore nothing like this. At least, he assumed she didn't. He'd never actually seen for himself. He, of course, did not own any female undergarments. One didn't have to be fucking Sherlock to deduce that these were Stacy's panties. His sister's panties. He was holding his sister's sexy panties in his hand.
"Jesus!" He exclaimed, and threw the panties into the corner.
Why the hell were Stacy's panties under his desk? Sherlock tracked the clues back, putting the mystery together. The warm, wet chair. Using his computer for who knew how long. He'd been distracted. Oh, God! His sister had been sitting in his computer chair masturbating, and she'd left her fucking panties under his desk.
Strangely, this knowledge was not accompanied by the wave of revulsion that he knew he should feel. That was probably because his cock was hard in his hand. Wait. When had his cock gotten hard? When had he wrapped his hand around it? He was sitting right where his sister had been, recently, while she played with her pussy. She'd been sitting right here with her legs spread, playing with her pussy.
He stroked his cock. What had she been watching? What did his sister masturbate to? He knew it was wrong to even pose the question, but once he'd asked, a morbid curiosity took over. He had to know. For academic purposes.
He moved the mouse, and then he noticed that there was still one, minimized browser window open on the taskbar. He was certain, absolutely certain, that he had left no windows open. That meant that it was Stacy's window. He moved the mouse to the icon, clicked, and the browser enlarged, filling the screen.
Trevor's eyes scanned the page. There were two open tabs. One was Stacy's email, showing recently sent messages. The most recent email had attachments. Photo attachments. Photo attachments that Stacy had uploaded to a storage service. Trevor looked about, making sure that he really was alone. He was. He clicked the email with a trembling hand. This was so wrong. He shouldn't be in his sister's email.
The email opened, and he saw 4 attachments. He clicked the first one and nearly choked. It was an image taken with the selfie cam of Stacy's phone. She was sitting in this very chair, and she was topless. Her big, naked tits filled the screen. Trevor stared at his sister's tits, but now he had to see the others. He clicked the next one. Stacy's naked tits, again, but this time the image also showed her spread legs, covered by the black panties. The third image was the same, but this time the panties had been removed, and Stacy was shoving the little things into her very wet pussy.
"Oh, my fucking God!" Trevor said quietly and clicked the next image.
She'd replaced the panties with a pink dildo, which was halfway inside of her cunt. The image burned into Trevor's mind. He would never unsee it. He had seen his sister's tits and pussy. He was stroking his dick and wondered when we'd started doing that. Fuck, this wasn't right. He shouldn't be jerking off to his sister's tits and pussy. His sister's big, gorgeous naked tits and wet pussy.
There was more, though. There was another tab. He stroked his cock, moved the mouse, and clicked. The page was one of his favorite amateur porno sites. Apparently, it was also one of Stacy's, because it was logged into an account named "Raven_Bimbo". The video on the screen was titled, "My Little Bro the Peeper."
"Fuck, Stacy!" Trevor hissed, and his brain wheeled.
His sister wasn't just watching porno. She was watching incest porno. Holy shit! He should turn it off. Close the browser, and forget about this. Instead, he clicked the play button. The video was from one of those "amateur" fauxcest places. Trevor had seen them before. They were so obviously not real that it made them acceptable jerk off material, simply because the girls were hot.
Considering this recent revelation, though, the video took on a new meaning. The "sister" in the video had long black hair, like Stacy's, and she was in a living room, dressed in some tight fitness apparel. Oh shit, Trevor thought. The similarity to this morning's yoga routine was not lost on him. The girl had her ass in the air as the camera's view (presumably that of her "brother") peeked from around the corner.
The oblivious sister continued to contort her body into other sexy poses that had little to do with any actual forms that Stacy had shown him, while the brother watched, mumbling quietly to himself as he stroked his cock through his pants. Sister, naturally, became very horny while working out, and soon, she was pulling off her shorts and laying in the middle of the floor, masturbating. This proved too much for Brother to handle, and he entered the room.
Sister looked surprised and quickly snapped her legs shut.
"Oh my God!" she said in mock surprise, "What are you doing Brother? Were you spying on me?"
"Well, you're the one playing with your pussy in the family room!" Brother countered.
The camera panned down to show his bulging cock tenting his loosed pants.
"Wow! Your dick is so hard!" Sister exclaimed. "Is that because of me?"
The scene devolved into a completely contrived scenario, and soon Sister was tugging down Brother's pants and stroking, then sucking his big, angry penis.
"You can't tell mommy and daddy about this, Ok?" she said, as she stroked his wet cock.



"They'd kill us!" Brother replied, and then sister returned to her sucking.
"Cum on my face, Brother!" The actress begged, and Brother obliged, spraying his load onto the girl's mouth, lips and chin.
Trevor slowly stroked his lubricated cock, and the mental block he'd put in place his whole life eroded. The girl with the black hair didn't really look anything like Stacy, but to his sex-drunk mind, it was. He still couldn't bring himself to be Brother, though. Stacy was getting sprayed in the face with some random stranger's semen, not his own.
He continued pumping his cock, and moved the mouse, then clicked the Favorites icon. He looked down the list of saved videos.
Spanked by Daddy. Dicked Down in Denver. Mom is my Pussy Slave. Hot Wife Sucks my Buddy's cock. My Brother's First Blowjob. Blacked in Bangkok. Asian Schoolgirl Anal. Giving my Horny Bro a Handy. Cumbucket for my bad Daddy. Busty Latina Gangbang. Addicted to my Sister's Pussy. I can Fuck Better than Mommy. Daughter's Delightful Derriere. My Sister is a Slut.
My sister is a slut, he thought. Was she a slut, or was this just her little dark fantasy? People had those little kinks. He had them himself. There were times he'd felt really kinky while he jerked off and he'd looked up shit that he'd never be into in real life. Hell, he'd even watched a couple of gay porn vids, but that didn't mean he wanted to get a cock stuffed in his butt. People just had kinks. That was all. Trevor suddenly felt bad. This was Stacy's private fantasy, and he had no right to intrude. He wouldn't want her knowing about how he'd watched a couple of guys butt-fucking, after all. And it's not like all the videos were incest. She had a variety of interests, and that was normal.
He was a terrible brother. He'd whacked off to his sister's tits. He didn't cum, though, which made him feel better. At least he wasn't a total pervo. He felt so embarrassed that he closed the browser and couldn't finish. He sighed and put away his jerk off lube, pulled his shorts back on, and threw the towel into the hamper. The panties lay in his corner, forgotten.
Chapter 5: Changing Room
Trevor did not see Stacy for the rest of that evening. He kept to himself, bringing his PlayStation to his room and secluding himself inside, only coming down for dinner.
"Where'd your sister get off to?" His dad asked over dinner.
"Dunno. Said she was going out to see friends." He shrugged.
He was so engrossed in his own thoughts and the food that he didn't notice the look that passed between his parents. After dinner, he texted Mary to see how she was feeling.
"I'm ok. Just didn't feel all that well today," she replied.
"Want to come over tomorrow? Maybe we can swim, or go to the mall."
There was a pause, and then, "Ok. How's your sister?"
"Good. Haven't seen much of her today."
He tried not to think of just how much he'd seen of his sister today.
"Think she'll be home tomorrow?" Mary asked.
"Don't know," he wrote back, "Why?"
"Nothing. She was really nice. Just asking."
They texted idly back and forth as Trevor watched TV until finally he fell asleep.
The next morning, Trevor made his way downstairs, much the same as the day before. The sound of that soothing instrumental music came from the living room and he froze. Stacy must have come home late, but she was already up and doing her yoga. He crept forward, determined not to be "My Little Bro the Peeper."
He edged his way down the hall, and carefully peeked around the corner, unconsciously becoming the peeper. Yes, there was Stacy standing on one leg, hands folded at chest level, her eyes closed, and her big breasts struggling for freedom in a tight sports bra. Trevor made a mental effort to dismiss the sight of his Sister's hard and excited nipples from his memory, and stepped into the room.
"Uh, hey." He said quietly, unsure of the protocol for disturbing someone who was becoming one with everything.
Stacy let the pose go and opened her eyes.
"Hey, Trev." She said, no trace of incestuous lust in her eyes. "Want to do the thing with me?" She asked.
She did not specify what thing, which led Trevor's mind to conjure up the image of Brother spraying his semen on Sister's face. Clearly, this was not the "thing".
"Yoga?" he asked, stupidly.
"Uh, yeah. I wasn't asking if you wanted me to suck your dick." Stacy fired back, acutely aware of what she was doing.
Trevor flushed with shame, and Stacy laughed at him, saying, "Come on. It'll be good for you."
She waved him in. It would be good for him. The yoga. The yoga would be good for him, not the dick sucking. Fuck!
He took up a position next to his Sister, and she started the music again. Today, her hands on his body took on a new feeling. She gently pushed his legs apart and straightened his back.
"You ok? You're pretty tense."
"Yeah," he answered, "Just kinda slept on my back wrong."
"Oh, well, this will be great, then." She said, and squared his shoulders. He mimed her actions as she went through her forms, doing his best to focus on how his body should move, and not the way in which Stacy's body moved.
"How's the little girlfriend?" Stacy asked as she posed.
"Good. Said she's feeling better. She might come by a little later to swim, or maybe we'll go to the mall."
"Cool. Maybe she can work on your back today."
He shrugged, then remembered his pose and relaxed his shoulders. From the couch, Trevor's phone rang.
"Oh, bad form!" Stacy chided him playfully. "Phones off beforehand next time."
Trevor blushed and nodded.
"Sorry," he said.
"I think we're done, anyway. I'm gonna go shower."
Trevor nodded as he picked up the phone and answered Mary's call.
A short while later, Mary pulled into Trevor's driveway. The sight of Stacy's car made her stomach flutter. Trevor hadn't asked Mary about her dirty lesbian encounter with his sister, so she assumed Stacy hadn't told him about it. Why should she? It was a naughty secret, and that made Mary feel excited and dirty. She'd made it through the whole day without God smiting her over it, though, so she figured Jesus must have forgiven her sin. She'd be better now, and it wouldn't happen again. She would be good. She would resist that sexy feeling, and not let Stacy touch her little boobies or her cunny ever again.
She found Trevor inside on the couch, watching TV, and gave him a light kiss on the lips, then snuggled against him.
"Hey, babe." He said, putting his arm around her, "You look like you're feeling good."
She nodded.
"What do you feel like doing?" Trevor asked, "Swimming? Maybe hit the mall? We can see a movie. Go out to the trails?"
"I forgot my suit," Mary said, without adding that it was intentional, "but whatever else is fine, as long as I'm with you."
Trevor grinned and kissed her, then kissed her again, harder this time, his hand sliding down to her leg. Mary's tummy did a little backflip. His hand was so strong. Despite her efforts, she couldn't help but recall all the naughty things Stacy had said to her in the shower.
"He's so big and handsome... you're afraid that he'll break you..."
Stacy entering the room gave her the excuse she needed to break off the kiss.
"Hey, cutie!" Stacy said, and leaned down to kiss Mary's cheek like they were old friends.
"Hi, Stacy," Mary said, blushing.
"Did I hear something about the mall?" She asked, cocking her hip.
Mary looked up Stacy's long, bare legs to her tight shorts, and along her exposed tummy, to where her big breasts swelled beneath a cropped top. She'd pulled her dark hair back into a ponytail. She was gorgeous. Mary remembered the way those big breasts had felt pressed against her back, and the way Stacy had touched her body, the way she'd made her cum. Dang it! She was supposed to be good!
Trevor spoke up, answering, "Yeah, we were thinking about going to the mall. I have my graduation money to blow, so I thought I might afford one of those lollipop rings for my girl. You know, give her something nice."
Mary punched his arm playfully and laughed.
"You wanna come with?" Trevor asked.
Mary's stomach clenched.
"I don't wanna be the third wheel," Stacy said.
Trevor waved that away. "Come on. It'll be fun. Remember how we used to go into Spencer's and try on the most outrageous stuff we could find?"
"Oh, God! You looked so adorable in that little green leprechaun hat, with the giant mustache, clown wig, and fat nose! I still have the picture."
The two of them cracked up at the memory, and Mary felt a little silly. They just went so well together, she thought, feeling awkward. She didn't know why. They were siblings. Of course, they'd share a lot of jokes. She was just stupid. Stupid, Mary.
"Mary and I did it once," Trevor said, always so polite, doing his best to include everyone in the fun. "You remember the hat?"
Mary laughed. Of course she remembered the hat. It was a dunce cap, and she'd felt stupid wearing it while Trevor took her picture. Of course, anyone wearing a dunce cap would feel stupid. That was the point.
"Ok," Stacy relented, "I'll go."
"Great. Let me get my keys."
He went upstairs, leaving Mary alone with Stacy. Stacy towered over the seated girl, who looked up at her with wide eyes. Stacy smiled at the look of fear and arousal on the girl's face.
"You didn't..."
Stacy shook her head.
"Of course not, baby," Stacy said, and leaned close, tilting Mary's chin up. "That's just for us." She brushed her lips teasingly against Mary's and thrilled at the little gasp and tremble from the other girl. Stacy favored her with a little wink and stood back up. A moment later, Trevor returned with his keys.
"Ready?" he asked.
The three of them piled into Trevor's car, Stacy taking the back seat.
"Hey, Mary," Trevor said, "Stacy works at the Frederick's place. She said she can get a discount for you on some clothes, if you want."
Mary blushed hotly. She knew what Frederick's was, and they didn't sell "clothes".
"Oh, that would be so cool!" Stacy chimed in from the back seat. She rested her hand lightly on Mary's shoulder, saying, "We can find you a new swimsuit! You'll look like such a doll, trust me."
A doll. A cute little dolly, Mary thought, and shivered at Stacy's touch.
"Well, maybe..." she said noncommittally.
As they drove, she looked out the window and wondered what was wrong with her. She prayed, asking Jesus for strength to resist her own naughty feelings. She hadn't even let her boyfriend see her in anything less than appropriate, and here she was thinking about his sister's hand touching her naked body in the places that she'd denied him, over and over. She was such a bad girlfriend.
Trevor pulled the car into a parking space and followed the girls inside. He enjoyed the view in front of him. Mary's tiny bottom in her jeans was a sharp contrast to Stacy's full, round ass in her tight shorts. A brief memory of that ass, poking up into the air so enticingly, popped into his head. Sick, he thought, and quickened his pace, so that he walked beside his girlfriend. He found her hand and squeezed it affectionately. Mary favored him with a smile and a kiss on the cheek.
True to his word, Trevor stopped them at a candy machine, popped in a quarter, and bought a candy ring with a big, sugary ruby. He offered it to Mary.
"A token of my undying affection," He said gallantly, slipping the ring on her finger.
"I will lick it with love." Mary replied, putting her hand to her forehead in a mock swoon.
"Will you, now?" Trevor said cheekily.
Mary slapped him playfully and said, "Don't be dirty."
They milled about the mall, window shopping, and then the inevitable happened. Frederick's. Stacy turned to the couple with an expectant look.
"I don't know," Mary said. "Everything looks so small and... sexy."
"Just like you!" Stacy chirped, winking at her, and making her blush.
"Let's just look." Trevor suggested, clearly more excited than she.
Mary allowed herself to be dragged into the store. The sales girls were all like Stacy. Tall, slim, sexy, with real tits. Mary felt like a child. This place wasn't for her. She should be in a Carter's store. Trevor, meanwhile, was content to observe all the eye candy. Not only were the employees total babes, but so were the customers. He glanced about surreptitiously, examining the assortment of fine ass and tit flesh all around him.
Stacy led them to the swimwear section, where she began sorting through suits of varying sizes and colors, giving Mary's body the occasional scan. Finally, she selected three suits, one for her, and two for Mary.
"Let's go have a look!" She said excitedly and took Mary's hand.
"Here?" she asked dumbly.
Stacy did not reply, but tugged her along toward the dressing rooms with Trevor in tow. A moment later, Mary somehow found herself inside a dressing room with Stacy. She looked up at the older girl, eyes wide with fright. Stacy leaned in close to her ear so her voice wouldn't carry.
"Don't worry," she cooed, "Just trust me. You know I won't make you do anything you don't want. I just want to make sure my little dolly looks so sexy."
Mary trembled at the soft hiss of the girl's voice in her ear, that seductive, breathy hiss that positively dripped with the unspoken promise of pleasure. Oh, Jesus, she thought, how did I get myself into this again? Stacy peeled off her own shirt, displaying her bra-clad breasts to Mary's eyes. She unhooked the bra, set it aside. Mary looked like she'd suffered a shell shock, her mouth agape as Stacy bared her naked tits to her as though it were the most natural thing in the world. Next, she slipped off her shorts and watched Mary's gaze follow the movement. Her eyes stopped at the shaved V of Stacy's hidden pussy.
Stacy reached out and took hold of the hem of Mary's top, peeling it up and over her head, as though it was her right to strip her brother's girlfriend whenever she pleased. Mary quaked with arousal at her touch, and couldn't find the will to disagree. Mary, of course, did not wear a real bra. She wore a band across her chest to make her nipples less prominent, but she simply didn't have enough boob to require a real bra. She wondered why Trevor---or any man--could get excited at the sight of her tiny boobs. Her boyfriend probably wanted to see real tits. Big, gorgeous, round tits. Like Stacy's.
"Not all men want big tits," Stacy whispered in her ear, as though reading her mind, "some of them like precious little nipple-tits, like yours. It makes them feel like they're fucking a little girl."
Mary bit her lip to choke off a squeal of surprise. Or was it a moan of pleasure? She wasn't sure which. Stacy was so blatantly vulgar with her expletives. It was shocking. People Mary knew just didn't talk like that, and the sound of the dirty words coming from the mouth of someone so sexy sent a tremor through her, straight to her pussy.
Stacy slipped the band off of Mary's nipples, brushing the hard little points with her fingertips as she did so. They sprang to life instantly, betraying her excitement. Stacy grinned at her knowingly. She crouched down, and unbuttoned Mary's jeans, unzipped them slowly, and slid them down her legs. She looked up, and Mary lifted one leg, then the other, letting Stacy pull the pants off.
Stacy's smooth hands glided up her legs sensually until they came to rest on the band of her white, cotton panties. Mary's heart thudded in her chest as the college girl looked up into her eyes. Stacy kissed her tummy lightly, nuzzled her face against Mary's warm skin, and slowly peeled the panties down her legs. Mary shivered, biting her lips. She wanted to scream! What was Stacy doing to her to make her feel this way? It was like she was controlling her mind with nothing but her hands, and her eyes, and her perfect, gorgeous body. Was Stacy some kind of real life witch? Did magic exist? Had she cast some kind of spell on Mary?
Stacy's tongue snaked from her mouth and gave Mary's little peach a long, slow lick. The poor teenager squeaked and bit her lip harder. Stacy stood and offered Mary the first of the suits she'd selected. She watched her put it on. The first suit was much like the underwear she'd had on. A thin band of white fabric stretched across her nipples, revealing just how hard they were. The bottoms were a tiny set of strings, which ran between her puffy pussy lips and through the crack of her tiny bottom. It showed off more of her skin than she'd ever let another human see. Aside from her mother. And Stacy.
"Oh my God!" Stacy exclaimed. "It's so perfect."
Mary blushed. She seemed to have lost her voice. Stacy pulled another suit and put this one on herself. She pressed her breasts into the keyhole top, which pushed her tits together and offered a view of her impressive cleavage through the keyhole. The bottoms were a high-waisted band, which barely covered her pussy, and left her entire ass virtually nude.
"Let's show Trev," Stacy said, and before Mary could protest, Stacy opened the door of the dressing room.
Trevor's mouth fell open in awe as Stacy stepped out, pulling a reluctant Mary behind her. Mary hid herself behind Stacy, peeking around her in embarrassed fright, watching the way her boyfriend's eyes drank in the sight of his sister's perfect body. Stacy twirled around to show him the back, then asked, "What do you think? Boner-inducing?"
"It's... um... yeah, it looks great." Trevor replied diplomatically and then shifted his eyes to Mary.
Mary held one hand over her chest and cupped the other over her sex. Her skin was flushed crimson from head to toe, and she was visibly shaking. Stacy moved behind her, took the poor girl's arms and gently pulled them to her sides, exposing her nearly nude body to Trevor's eyes for the first time. She saw desire cloud his vision as he eyed her over, but it wasn't the same look he'd given Stacy. Of course it wasn't, she thought. Stacy was, like, a million times hotter. She couldn't even blame Trevor for ogling his own sister. She was the physical embodiment of sex, and he was just a boy with crazy hormones. Anything with big tits was going to give him a boner.
"Ok," Stacy said, "Who wore it better?"
Trevor quickly replied, "I have to give it to Mary. Sorry, sis."
Stacy ruffled his hair playfully and said, "Right answer. Such a good boy. Be right back."
She pulled Mary back into the dressing room and shut the door. Within seconds, she pulled the tiny band off of Mary's boobies, leaning in to whisper, "Did you see how big his cock got looking at us? You're lucky we're in a store, or he probably would have whipped that monster out right here and made you take care of it."
Mary gasped as Stacy's fingers found one of her nipples and rolled it in her fingers.
"Do you think he'd want that? Do you think he'd want to feel your little hand around his cock? It would be so fat and angry, wouldn't it? So big in your tiny hand. Would you know what to do with it?"
Mary shook her head as Stacy played with her nipples, making her gasp.
"I think he enjoyed looking at my big tits, too," Stacy continued. "I'll bet he wants to slide that fat cock right between them. He's so horny. Do you think he'll go home and jerk his cock, thinking about my tits?"
Stacy clapped her hand over Mary's mouth as she squeaked and trembled.
"Oh, God!" Stacy exclaimed. "You liked that idea, didn't you, baby? Your boyfriend jerking off to his sister's big tits? Oh my God, you little slut!" She giggled in Mary's ear.
Stacy crouched and pulled the suit bottoms down Mary's legs. She could smell the girl's aroused pussy, and knew that she'd have to buy the suit now. She showed Mary the wet crotch of the bottoms, put her finger to her lips like it was their little secret, giggled, and winked at her. She stood back up and retrieved the second suit.



This one was slightly more modest, offering a full coverage top that tied behind her neck. Stacy turned Mary around to help her tie the strap in the back, softly kissing her neck behind the ear as she did so, and running her hands down Mary's sides to her slim hips when she finished. The suit bottoms, likewise, covered the whole of Mary's bottoms and fit snugly, lifting her butt cheeks invitingly, while also protecting her shaven treasure from predatory gazes.
Stacy opened the door again and gently nudged Mary out ahead of her. She rested her hands on Mary's hips and presented her to Trevor. The sight of his little girlfriend, with his sister behind her, hands resting on her hips possessively, showing Mary off like she was her new toy, caused a spike of arousal in Trevor's brain. He was already hard from the show a few moments ago, but something about the way Stacy was holding Mary, the contrast of her tanned skin, dark hair, and generous curves as she held his girlfriend's fragile, pale body close to her, looked incredibly sexy.
"Isn't she just a doll?" Stacy asked, and ran her hand up Mary's side sensually.
Trevor just nodded, at a loss for words. The previous suit, while great, was clearly a slutty look. It wasn't really Mary. This one, though, actually made her look kind of sexy. Stacy turned her around to show him the back, and he flashed a thumbs-up in approval.
"Wow, babe," he croaked, "it looks awesome. Super sexy!"
Mary felt a thrill course through her body. No one had ever told her she was sexy before. She was cute. She was pretty, never hot, or sexy. Stacy pulled her back into the changing room and undressed Mary again. The older girl pulled off her own suit and shimmied back into her street clothes. Mary stood naked, watching her.
"I don't think you can, legally, go out to the mall like that." Stacy commented, her eyes roving over Mary's petite body.
"What? Oh!" Mary exclaimed and flushed.
She fumbled with her clothes, feeling like a fool. She'd been standing naked, gawking at Stacy's body. She hadn't even considered that she should dress herself. Was that because she was too distracted by staring? Was she expecting Stacy to tell her it was ok? She was so confused.
"Not that I mind," Stacy whispered in her ear. "I'd keep you naked all the time."
She winked at her devilishly, and then threw the door open, the three suits in her hand. Mary followed her out. Stacy led them all to the register, where she laid out their wares on the counter.
"Hello!" The sales girl welcomed them. "Did you find everything you needed?"
"Yes," Stacy replied, and fished in her purse. She opened her wallet, pulled out a black card with the store's logo, and set it on the counter.
"Oh, cool!" The sales girl exclaimed, "Which one do you work at?"
Stacy told her, and she nodded. The girl held up the black suit Stacy had picked for herself, and gushed, "Oooh! Nice choice. I wish I had the girls for it," she said with a giggle. "I'm sure your boyfriend here will love it." She winked.
Mary blushed, standing next to Trevor. Of course, the girl would think Trevor was Stacy's boyfriend. Why would some strapping stud like him be with a little girl like her? Trevor did not correct the girl, nor did Stacy.
"I'm sure he will!" Stacy laughed and elbowed Trevor in the ribs.
The girl scanned the suit, then checked the other two and cooed, "Awww! These will be so darling on your little sister." She scanned the purchases and bagged them.
Mary could understand how the girl could assume Trevor and Stacy were a couple, but a little sister? She had freckles and red hair. Stacy was tanned and dark-haired, not a mar on her skin. Mary stewed. The girl was a stupid bimbo. Trevor pulled his wallet from his pocket and stepped forward, but Stacy shook her head.
"I've got this." She offered, "It's the 21st century. I can't let my boyfriend pay for everything, right?"
Trevor scoffed and said, "Thanks."
"You can make it up to me later," she said, and mimed a blowjob, laughing at Trevor's discomfort. Mary thought about Stacy's plump lips wrapped around her boyfriend's dick, and felt a naughty rush of shame. He should have a hot girl that would suck his dick.
The sales girl squealed at Stacy's audacity and handed her the bag. She scribbled something on the receipt and then handed it to Stacy with a sly wink. In purple pen was a phone number. Stacy grinned and winked back.
Trevor took Mary's hand. The sales girl thought it was so cute that he was keeping his girlfriend's little sister safe.
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Chapter 6: Things Left Behind
Stacy bumped into some of her old friends at the mall and made the spontaneous decision to spend the rest of the day with them.
"I'll have Tara drop me off later," she said. "Thanks for letting me come along."
"Sure thing. Thanks for getting Mary some stuff." Trevor replied.
Stacy gave Mary a hug, pressing her tits into Mary's face.
"Now, don't go wearing the new suits without me. I just can't wait to see how good they look!" She said, but there was a hint of command in her tone.
"Thanks, Stacy." Mary said, shuffling her feet nervously as two of Stacy's equally gorgeous friends looked on.
"See you at home later." She said to Trevor and walked off with her friends.
Mary could hear the tall blonde proclaim, as they walked off, "She's just such a little cutie!"
Trevor bought them an early dinner at the food court. Mary picked at her food, quiet.
"You ok, babe?" He asked, having no difficulty wolfing down his own meal.
"Yeah," Mary said, trying to sound more cheerful than she felt. "Did..." she hesitated, "Did you really think I looked... sexy?"
"Oh, yeah!" He answered. "Stacy made a great choice with the swimsuits."
"Trev?"
"Hmm."
"Thanks."
Trevor grinned.
They arrived back at Trevor's house, where he suggested they go upstairs and relax, maybe listen to some music. Mary agreed, fully aware that when a boy wants to "listen to music" it just means they want an excuse to lie on the bed, make out, and paw at your body.
Still, she followed him up the stairs to his room, where he shut the door and laid on the bed with her. He swiped open his phone, found a playlist, and music played through the bluetooth stereo.
Trevor put his arms around her and nuzzled his nose against hers sweetly. It wasn't long before his mouth was on hers, and he was kissing her softly. His hands roamed down her sides, along her hips, back up, and then played along the hem of her shirt. His fingers slipped under the hem, and touched her bare skin, gaining inches as he teased his way toward his goal.
The incident in the dressing room with Stacy had put Mary's mind in a wild state of confusion. Here she was, unwilling to go any further with her boyfriend, afraid of what he might do, or afraid of what she might not be able to do. She couldn't decide which. Both? At the same time, she felt so turned on. Even as he touched her, though, she compared it to the way Stacy had touched her. Trevor was so sweet, pushing a little bit at a time, trying to make sure he went slow. Stacy just took control of her, though, like she was entitled to her body, because she was a hot and sexy woman. Mary felt a flush of desire, and as Trevor's tongue snaked into her mouth, she couldn't help but imagine what it would feel like if it were Stacy's tongue.
She quickly broke the kiss, much to Trevor's disappointment.
"You ok?" He asked, a note of annoyance in his tone.
That was to be expected, she guessed. He was a horny boy.
"I'm really thirsty." She said, just to give her spinning thoughts time to sort themselves out.
"No problem, babe. I'll get you something."
Trevor got up from the bed and adjusted his rigid cock. Mary pretended not to notice. He shut the door, and Mary breathed in and out deeply, trying to get a hold of herself. She lay on her side and glanced about Trevor's immaculate room, trying to take her mind off of her conflicted emotions. Trevor was very neat, not like a typical teenager with a chaotic and messy room. Everything was organized and in its place. Perhaps that was why something small and out of place caught her attention. The floor was spotless, clean. Except for something off to one side against the wall. She couldn't say why this one thing made her rise from the bed with a sense of curiosity. It was just so out of place with everything else.
She glanced at the door, and then hurried over to the thing, picked it up, unfolded the bunched up cloth in her hands and blinked, perplexed. Panties? Black silk panties. Tiny, sexy panties. Oh God! They were another woman's panties! Was Trevor cheating on her? No. No, that wasn't him. She was sure of that. It just wasn't in him. Another thought popped into her mind, and she knew it was right. They were Stacy's panties. What other explanation was there? Trevor had been jerking himself off with his Sister's panties!
She quickly shoved the little panties into her pocket and leapt back on the bed. It made sense. He was a horny boy with a big cock, and Stacy was so hot and sexy. He probably didn't even think of it as wrong. He was just playing with his cock, thinking about big tits and a round ass.
"Do you think he'll go home and jerk his cock, thinking about my tits?"
Stacy's words from the changing room popped back into her head. He would! He would go home and think about big tits while he jerked his cock! Was he kissing her on the bed and imagining his cock between a pair of big tits? She shivered as her mind conjured up an image of Trevor's cock between Stacy's tits, and she bit her lip. Jesus, save me! She prayed. I'm such a sinner!
Trevor returned with a bottle of water and handed it to Mary.
"Thank you." She said, and accepted it, popping the cap and swallowing it down gratefully.
Trevor looked at her with concern.
"You sure you're ok? You look a little hot." He put the back of his hand to her forehead and felt sweat.
"I don't know," she replied. "I feel a little sick again. Maybe I pushed it too hard. Will you be mad if I go home and lay down?"
"No, babe. Go ahead. Feel better." he said, genuinely concerned.
She nodded.
"Thanks. You're the best."
She got up from the bed and gave him a hug. Trevor held her with his big, strong hands, rubbing her back. He followed her down the stairs and saw her off. As she drove home, she felt the little lump of cloth in her pocket, wondering if even now Trevor was back in his room, jerking his cock to a pair of big tits.
Chapter 7: My Little Brother the Peeper
Trevor did, in fact, think about big tits. The day at the mall, being surrounded by so many hot girls, had the natural effect of giving him a raging boner. He relieved it at his computer. He consciously avoided any of the fauxcest videos, but many of the girls he focused on seemed to have dark hair and big, bouncy boobs. That was ok, though. They were just porno girls who had hot bodies, and they just happened to have dark hair.
Once he'd sprayed his cum, he spent the rest of the evening playing video games, sending the odd text to Mary just to ensure she was doing ok. She was resting. Good. The afternoon turned to evening, and the evening turned to night. Well past midnight, he finally resigned himself to sleep. Stacy hadn't come home by the time he drifted off. Man, college life must be just one big all-night party, he thought.
In the morning, the day seemed to repeat itself. The sounds of Stacy's yoga music drifted from the living room as he came downstairs. He entered the room.
"Morning!" Stacy said, her back to him as she stretched, then bent, pushing her ass out toward him.
"Hey."
"Come on," she invited him, "we'll make a yogi out of you yet."
Trevor went through her instruction. This was actually really cool, he decided. Relaxing, calming. At the end of it, he felt more... balanced, he guessed.
"Thanks, sis." He said, accepting a towel from her and mopping his forehead, "I'm liking this."
"Me, too! I didn't really think I'd like teaching it as much as I do, but you're a good student. Quick learner."
He took a seat on the couch and checked his phone, which he'd remembered to silence this time.
"Trev?"
"Hmm?" He grunted, responding to a message from Mary.
"I don't want to impose, but, well... I was hoping that I could use your computer again. If it's not too inconvenient."
Trevor stiffened, but tried not to show it.
"Uh, yeah... sure. I'm gonna shower and watch some TV, so whatever." he said, his eyes on his phone, though he wasn't really looking at anything.
"Thanks." Stacy said happily.
Trevor watched out of the corner of his eye as Stacy's ass wiggled away out of the room. He gave it a few minutes, and then showered. It was only as he got out that he realized his mistake. He hadn't actually brought other clothes in with him. He wrapped a towel around his waist and padded softly to the door of his room. Maybe Stacy wasn't using his computer yet. The door was mostly shut, but cracked. He raised his hand to knock, but then a tingle went down his spine. Was she...?
As soon as the thought entered his brain, he knew he had to know. It was just like the morbid curiosity that had prompted him to open those tabs. He just... had to know. Stealthily, he placed his finger in the door's crack and eased it open just enough to see. And, oh, did he see.
Stacy was at his computer, pushing a thick, pink dildo into herself. Trevor bit his lip. Oh, shit! His desk was essentially just a table, so there was no back to hide what was happening underneath. The rise of the dual-monitor setup ensured that whoever was behind the desk could not see the door, but anyone at the door could clearly see what was happening beneath the desk. Stacy's spread legs were quite visible, as was her busy hand, working the toy in and out of her sexy pussy. He could hear her soft moans of pleasure as she fucked herself slowly. He felt his own hand rubbing his cock through the towel, looked down, and quickly pulled it away. Fuck, this was wrong! He was looking at his first real pussy, and it was his own sister's!
He tore himself away from the door, and hurried off silently, creeping down the stairs, and threw himself down on the couch. His cock was stiff, tenting the towel. He shut his eyes and breathed, but all he could see was a pink dildo, held in long-nailed fingers, being stuffed into a wet, sexy pussy. Jesus, he was the worst fucking brother!
The sound of the bathroom door clicking shut just upstairs drew his attention. Stacy was finished. Stacy was finished masturbating with his computer. He could get dressed. Yes, dressed. He quickly went up to his room and shut the door, locked it, and went to the computer. He ran his hand across the seat. It was wet. He'd just scooped up his sister's pussy cream on his finger. Oh, God! He wiped his finger on the towel, but instead of putting the towel on the chair, he paused, and with a trembling finger he scooped up more of the wetness, and brought it to his mouth. It had a sweetness to it, but didn't really didn't taste like much.
He sat in the chair; the towel protecting him from the wetness, and took the mouse in his hand. There was one minimized browser window. Shit! He hovered over it, left-clicked, moved the mouse to "close" then to "maximize". He had to know. He clicked.
The video was titled, "Beating my Brother's Boner."
He put on the headphones and clicked play. This wasn't a fauxcest video. Chances are it was just a couple roleplaying, but it was certainly homemade. The camera was someone's phone, set to the side on a table. The couple was young, probably about the same as him, if he had to guess. They did not show their faces. The young man sat on the couch, and his topless "sister" kneeled before him.
She poured lube from a bottle into her hands, and slowly stroked the man's erection, getting it slick and shiny. She worked both hands up his long shaft, then used one to jerk on the head of his cock, and the other to stroke up and down his rigid pole. Trevor's hand found his own pole and stroked. The motion of the girl's hands was hypnotic. His eyes glued to the screen, he matched the rhythm. The "brother" moaned and gasped as his "sister" stroked.
"You like that?" She teased him.
"Yeah."
"Do I do it better than your girlfriend?" She asked, hotly.
"Oooh, yeah. Don't stop!"
"Am I hotter and sexier than she is?"
"Yes!"
"She doesn't suck your cock, does she?"
The man moaned, and somehow Trevor knew he was shaking his head in the negative.
"You could let me suck it," the girl teased. "You could let your big sister suck it for you."
"Oh, shit!" the man exclaimed, and his cock twitched wildly in the girl's hand.
The man grunted, and Trevor saw a hot spurt of cum between the girl's fingers as she worked the head of his cock. He continued to groan and buck his hips as the girl milked the cum from his hard penis, leaving her hands a sticky mess. She leaned in and sucked the head of his cock, swiping her tongue around the crown to lick up the gooey semen. Trevor's own cock exploded over his hand. He fumbled for the edge of his towel and wrapped it around his spurting cock as the guilty pleasure flowed through his groin. The girl in the video giggled and slowly milked more cum from her "brother's" cock, licking it up sexily.
Chapter 8: Lessons
Trevor, dressed in shorts and t-shirt, laid back on his bed watching TV. Well, the TV was on, but he wasn't really watching. He wasn't really doing much of anything. He was thinking about the video and feeling guilty. He'd done it again. He'd intruded on Stacy's private fantasy world. This time, he'd even jerked off and cum to it. Jesus, why had she left that stupid browser open? The thought stopped him. Why had she left the browser open? It wasn't like Tracy didn't know the difference between close and minimize. Had she done it on purpose? Had she left it open for him to find? It certainly appeared to be the case. Why else?
She'd meant for him to find it. Teasing him would certainly be something that Stacy would do. She might just be doing it as some kind of sick joke. That would be entirely like her. She'd do it just to fuck with him. Like the time she replaced his shampoo with honey. It wasn't malicious. It was just the relationship they had. Good-natured ribbing. That was all it was, he was sure. A knock at his door broke the thought.
"Come in," he called.
Stacy opened the door, dressed in her new bikini. Trevor did his best to keep his eyes on the TV, but she posed with one arm against the doorframe, legs slightly spread. The keyhole top revealed deep cleavage, pressing her breasts together like an offering.
"Feel like hitting the pool with me?" she asked. "It seems a shame to spend such a beautiful day inside watching TV."
Trevor fought with his hormones, but decided it was the right thing to do. Stacy was just being a jerk with the porno thing, after all. She was screwing with him, to see what kind of reaction she could get, probably laughing to herself the whole time. He couldn't let her win.
"Yeah, ok. Let me get dressed." He said.
Stacy did not move from the doorway. She watched him expectantly.
"Um, a little privacy pervert?" He said jokingly.
"Oh, right," she laughed, "can't divulge the location of the family jewels. Someone might steal 'em."
She shut the door. Trevor sighed and dressed in his swim shorts. He found Stacy outside, already in the pool.
"If you cannonball me," she yelled, "I'm gonna pants you."
Trevor took the stairs into the pool, and made a few easy laps back and forth across its length, while Stacy floated on her back, soaking in the sun. Trevor wondered if her boobs helped keep her afloat, then chastised himself for thinking about her tits again. For a while, they just relaxed in the water, then decided on racing from one end of the pool to the other several times. Trevor could tell that Stacy was a bit surprised at how evenly matched they were.
Eventually, they tired of the water and laid out on the loungers to dry off. As they lay in the sun with their shades on, Stacy spoke up.
"So," she said, "I hear you and Mary haven't been...intimate."
"Intimate? Wow, Stac. That was a whole sentence without the word fuck in it."
Stacy laughed, saying, "I was trying to be nice, dumbass. Ok. I hear you haven't fucked your girlfriend yet. Is that better?"
Trevor blushed, but he'd asked for it.
"Why was Mary talking to you about us?" he asked.
"We were girl talking, of course. Girls talk about dicks and clothes."
"Hey, thanks, by the way. It was really cool of you to include her like that. She doesn't have a lot of, well, regular friends. They're all those churchy girls, and I'm sure they're not talking about dicks and clothes. I know you didn't have to be so nice, so I appreciate it. Most big sisters wouldn't even try to get to know their brother's girlfriend."
Stacy reached out and touched his shoulder, genuinely touched, even if his supposition for why she was including Mary so thoughtfully couldn't have been further from the truth.
"She's a sweet girl." Stacy said, then asked, "So, why haven't you boned?"
"You're weird."
"No, I'm just embarrassed to have a studly brother that's still a virgin. I'm thinking about my reputation. Tara was telling me how hunky she thought you were."
"Tara?" he asked, thinking of Stacy's statuesque blonde friend. "The last time I saw Tara, she called me a drooling pervert sicko."
"Well, time has a way of changing one's perspective, I guess."
"In my defense," Trevor said, "her bikini was way too small."
"So was her boyfriend's dick."
They shared a laugh at the joke.
"You're avoiding the question." Stacy said, finally.
Trevor sighed. She would not drop it.
"Mary's a good girl. She's got all that Jesus in her head from her mom." He said.
"Jesus isn't what's stopping her." Stacy said.
"What do you mean?"
He rolled over onto his side, curious.
"She's afraid, trust me. I can see it."
"Afraid? Why?"
Trevor felt like he was being baited, but Stacy was discussing sex, and the prospect of something that might lead to him having sex with his girlfriend made any reservations about discussing sex with his sister irrelevant.
"Let me divulge the solemn secrets of the female gender to you," she said, "and remember, these are closely guarded. To discuss them with a man breaks all kinds of rules, so I could totally lose my vag-club card by telling you."
"Sounds serious." Trevor joked, but he was genuinely curious. Of course, he'd read plenty of things on the internet about girls, what women want, the kinds of things every guy wants to know more than anything else.
"The thing about most girls," Stacy said, "is that they're actually a lot like guys when they think about sex. Especially when a girl hasn't done it before. They get scared that they're going to do it wrong, or that they're not going to be good enough. They think that guys have these lofty expectations about what a girl should know, like kissing or touching, or giving a good blowjob."
Trevor thought about the video. "Let your big sister suck it for you," he heard the girl's voice say, and he felt his dick getting hard.
"That's stupid," he said aloud. "Why would I expect her to know about stuff that she has no experience with?"
"It's just the way people think. Let me ask you this: Are you afraid that you won't do it right, or that you won't be good enough? Don't worry. It's normal. Of course you are."
There was no need to answer. She continued, "everyone is worried about that. But really, what were you good at the first time you did it? Hell, I'll bet you couldn't even jerk off right the first time. I know I couldn't."
"Ok, that makes sense." He conceded, unable to stop himself from thinking about Stacy shoving a dildo into her pussy.
"It's like anything else. You learn with experience."
"Kind of hard to get experience," he said, "when your girlfriend won't let you."
Stacy grinned and felt her pussy juice up. It was exactly the answer she wanted. Bait set. Spring trap.
"What you need," she offered helpfully, "is to know exactly what works a woman up, so that she won't say no. She'll want it more than you do. Now, what you have going for you is that you already have most of what it takes."



He raised an eyebrow curiously, fully attentive.
Stacy went on, "You're a total sweetheart. That's a big win in your favor. Girls get all gooey over that sort of thing. A patient guy that treats her like a queen will get her into bed with you, as you know."
He nodded.
"If it's genuine, which it is with you, that's a foundation for a long-term thing. Girls are 90% mental. Guys are almost completely physical and visual. The challenge for you is that you have to be in her head and her body at the same time. It's not enough to just kiss and touch. You need to kiss, talk, and touch in just the right places to get her knees turning to jello, and her legs spreading."
Any remaining reservations Trevor may have had about the conversation were now gone. Listening to an actual desirable woman, talking about kissing, touching, and spreading legs, had his full attention.
"So, what do I do?" he asked.
Snap went the trap.
"You need someone to show you." She said.
Trevor's mind turned over, confused.
"How do I do that? She doesn't know anymore about sex than I do."
"I can show you." Stacy offered.
Trevor stared at her dumbly. Stacy looked back expectantly.
"Show me? What do you mean?"
"I mean," she said, "I can show you what to do."
Trevor's glacial thoughts finally picked up on what she was saying.
"You? I'm not... what do you mean?" he stammered.
"Ok, I'll spell it out for you, caveman. I will take you upstairs, lie on the bed with you, and teach you how to kiss, touch, and how to do it right, so that you can get your girlfriend to fuck you."
"You're my sister!" Trevor blurted, and then lowered his voice and repeated, "You're my sister!"
Stacy rolled her eyes, as though he was being childish, and said, "God, I'm just trying to do you a favor. Sisters are supposed to be used for experimentation. Don't you read porn stories?"
Trevor choked and felt his tongue go dry.
"It's not like I'm going to fuck you. You're my brother. We can't fuck. That's sick."
Trevor croaked out, "I know that. Jesus! I'm not," he realized he was loud, lowered his voice to a whisper and continued, "I'm not trying to fuck my sister."
"See? It doesn't have to be weird. I'm just showing you how to do some simple things that every man should know. Would you rather fumble through it on your own and keep getting cock-blocked? I mean, it's not my virginity on the line. I can get laid whenever I want."
She turned back onto her back, and put her arms behind her head casually, which made her swelling breasts more prominent. She feigned indifference and dropped the entire conversation. Trevor's hard penis encouraged him to accept. Having a dick was so unfair, he decided. Even when you knew something was wrong, your dick had a way of telling you it was ok. No one would know. What was the harm? Having a dick was like trying to keep a wife happy. When you didn't listen, it beat at you until you made it happy. When you finally made it happy, it just wanted to be happier. There was no winning.
Finally, Trevor said, "Ok."
Stacy ignored him.
"I said, ok." he repeated.
She turned her shaded gaze toward him and said, "Ok, what?"
Trevor ground his teeth. She was going to make him say it, just to fuck with him.
"Ok, I would like you to show me what to do." He said calmly.
"What to do?" She teased.
"You know."
"I do know, but I'm a bitch," she admitted, and smiled evilly.
Trevor sighed. "Stacy, I would like you to show me how to make a girl sexually excited."
"I could probably dig up some flash cards, or something," she said, "and show you penises and vaginas. Or are you being a little pervert, trying to get his hands on his sister's boobies?"
He huffed.
"Come on, stud," she relented, and stood up, towering over him like some kind of goddess, "When I'm done with you, panties are going to drop at the mere mention of your name."
She offered him her hand. His penis twitched with joy. His brain was not so sure, but it no longer had a say in the matter. It had been fully vacated from the driver's seat. He took Stacy's hand and followed her inside. She led him up the stairs, and he watched the way her firm butt wiggled with each step she took. His mouth had gone completely dry, and his palms were sweaty. He knew that Stacy could feel the perspiration on the hand she held.
They went to his bedroom, and Stacy locked the door, then laid on the bed on her side, and patted the mattress next to him. He hesitantly lay next to her. She could see his dilated pupils, a mix of arousal and fear. The look made her wet. She loved that look, the look of a man who knows what he is doing is wrong, but he just can't resist. This was exactly what turned her on. The game, the chase, and then the conquest. God, she could have frigged herself right there just thinking about that look.
She reached out and ruffled his hair affectionately, saying, "Hey. It's ok. First thing you need to know is that tension, nervousness, is a killer. You can feel it. She can feel it. Nobody gets excited about tension. Good sex is relaxed, fun, and playful. Nothing is going to dry a girl up as fast as a guy that's nervous. That's part of the lesson here. Confidence. Girls want a guy that's confident, sometimes even dominant. They like to be shown that they're wanted, and that a guy knows what to do with them. That's what this is all about, right? You want to know what to do, how to do it, and how to be confident about it."
Trevor nodded, nervously. Stacy took his hand and placed his palm over her heart.
"Shut your eyes," she instructed, and he did, "your hand isn't on my boob, it's on my heart. Can you feel my heart beating?"
"Yeah."
"It's beating fast, but it's steady, isn't it?"
He nodded.
"It's because I'm excited. I have a feeling of anticipation, but if I feel yours," she said, and placed her hand over his on his bare chest, "It's afraid."
He nodded again.
"Girls aren't scary. Say it back to me."
"Girls aren't scary." He repeated.
"Remember the breathing exercises?"
He nodded.
"Do it with me."
Trevor focused on the lessons, and breathed. For several minutes, he worked on moving himself into that space in his mind, where his breathing was his whole being. There was a rhythm to it, a calm and relaxing place in his brain, where there wasn't anything but the feel of his breath in his body. He could still feel Stacy's hand on his chest, and her voice saying, "good," but gradually he felt his heartbeat slow. He felt it in Stacy's chest, too, her heart calming.
"That's better, isn't it?" Stacy asked. Her voice had taken on a softer, more breathy tone, one that made Trevor's spine tingle.
"Believe it or not," she said, "breathing is one of the most important things you can do. Your breathing controls your blood flow, and your brain, and your body. If you're going to rock a girl's world, you're going to have to remember to breathe. You're in control. She's yours."
Stacy moved her face closer to his, and he felt the warm skin of her cheek against his own. She nuzzled her cheek against his, and her voice in his ear said, "Start slow, and soft, like this. Light, teasing your touch and your voice. You want to be in her head, or you'll never be in her body."
She took his hand off of her heart, and placed it on her bare side, just about her hip.
"Fingertips light, right here," she instructed, "move from my hip, into the small of my back. Light touches, like a butterfly's wings on my skin. I'm not Stacy. I'm just a sexy girl that wants to be seduced."
He traced his fingers along her hip, into the small of her back, and felt goosebumps rise on her skin. He smiled to himself.
"Let them roam, like that, along my back and my sides. Don't go for the ass or the tits. You want her to want it. It's a tease." She said as she continued to nuzzle his cheek.
Trevor did as he was told, letting his fingertips slide along her curves, up her back, along her spine, down the top of her arm, and back along the underside, and then down her side, making a circuit back to her hip, where he gently squeezed, and Stacy trembled.
"Good," she praised him, "That was so good, baby," she cooed, "Make her eager to have more. Her body is full of little spots like that. Get into her head at the same time, though. Tell her she's yours. Tell her she belongs to you."
"You belong to me." Trevor said softly in her ear, and his hands continued their circuit along her body, raising the little hairs on her body.
"She's your sexy pet," Stacy said, "and she belongs to you. Now, include the neck, soft, slow, and up behind the ear, where it's really sensitive."
He did as instructed, his cock hard in his shorts, his mind focused on his own breathing, and the feel of Stacy's skin under his fingers. His eyes were still closed. Stacy's cheek slid along his, and then she moved down, until her lips were brushing against his, and she pressed lightly. He responded and let her lead. Her head cocked just slightly, and their lips melted together, parting. He was clumsy, sticking his tongue into her mouth with too much eagerness.
"Not yet," she said, "lips first, slow, but with desire. The tongue teases the lips first, coaxes hers out to yours."
She kissed again, and Trevor took his time, playing his tongue across her lips, and he was rewarded when Stacy's slipped out to touch it. He couldn't help but make a mental comparison between Stacy and Mary. She was right. He could feel Stacy's confidence in what she was doing, and the fear that Mary's kisses held. Mary was too much in her own head, focused on her insecurity, just like he was. Stacy was in his head, showing him she owned him.
The sound of their wet lips smacking filled the room. Trevor became a bit more bold, and on his next pass down her side, he moved his hands down her bare leg, brushing his fingers just behind her knee. Stacy moaned into his mouth, and he felt genuine excitement in her. He allowed himself an exultant thrill at having given her pleasure, and continued his path up the back of her leg and over the flesh of her ass, palm flat, gripping her glute with just a touch of the animal aggression that was building up inside him. Stacy moved her leg over his and hooked it behind his knee.
Her hand finally moved on his chest, and traced its way over his body, exploring it in the same way her tongue and lips explored his mouth. He could feel her breathing become more excited as he continued to let his hands roam up her back, along her neck, behind her ear, brushing her hair lightly out of the way, cupping her cheek as their tongues slipped across each other.
Trevor broke their kiss and nuzzled her cheek. He flicked his tongue lightly across her earlobe and kissed that spot just behind her ear, whispering, "You're so sexy."
He felt Stacy quiver delightfully and felt proud of himself for remembering to get into her head.
"Good, now you can be a little dirtier," she encouraged. "Tell me what I'm doing to you."
"You're making my...my cock so hard," Trevor whispered.
Stacy purred, and kissed him, then said, "Now, you can go for the tits, just a little. Don't assault them. Be gentle, brush the nipples, squeeze them softly."
Trevor focused on his breathing, and let his hands wander up to Stacy's breasts, where he cupped one in his trembling hand. God, they were so much bigger than Mary's. The feeling was incredible. Her nipples were hard little points beneath the suit top, and he played his fingers over them, making Stacy exhale excitedly into his mouth.
"Just like that," she encouraged, "you're making my pussy so wet, baby."
Trevor felt his dick lurch at the mention of Stacy's wet pussy.
"Now, keep going. Don't push the dick on her," Stacy said. "She wants it. She'll let you know when she needs it."
While he continued to rub her breast through the top, Stacy slid her hand down to his shorts, where she found his engorged penis. She caressed it and fondled it lightly through his trunks, making him groan. It was getting more difficult to focus on his breathing as Stacy's fingers wrapped around his shaft and stroked gently.
"You're so hard," she said breathily, "and so big."
She kissed him again as she stroked his cock through the trunks, cupping his balls, squeezing his shaft. He wondered what her thick, smacking lips would feel like sliding up and down his cock, rather than her hand, but that was stupid. She was just teaching him to kiss and touch. She was being helpful, and he was being a pervert.
Stacy's handling of his cock was quickly pushing him toward cumming, and it was getting harder to focus on keeping his breathing even. The overwhelming pleasure in his penis, the first time a real woman had ever touched it, was quickly pushing his mind out of his mental space that had kept him calm. Now, his excitement was peaking, and he knew that if she didn't stop, the end was imminent. Stacy could feel his penis twitching in her hand, growing fatter as Trevor approached his orgasm.
"Stac..." he croaked.
"It's ok. Just let it happen," she said, and smacked her lips against his again, slipping her tongue playfully into his mouth.
Trevor's hands on her body had stopped moving. One hand clung tightly to her ass as his body trembled. She could feel how he was holding back his need to cum, wanting the pleasure to last as long as possible, but he was losing. He didn't stand a chance; she knew. It was the first time a woman had really touched his cock, and he was young. He didn't have staying power. He would, though. She would make sure of that.
"It feels so good, doesn't it?" she breathed in his ear.
Trevor couldn't reply. If he opened his mouth, he would cum. His complete attention was focused on fighting it off. She was right. It felt so fucking good that he didn't want it to end.
"You're thinking about my pussy, aren't you?"
Trevor shuddered. He was thinking about her pussy. He was wondering how amazing a warm, wet pussy around his cock would feel if just a hand was this good.
"You want to fuck it, don't you, baby? You want to put your big, perverted cock in your sister and cum."
Trevor gasped and lost control. His cock erupted into his shorts, semen soaking through the fabric onto Stacy's hand, while she continued to milk him dry. She pushed her tongue back into his mouth and felt his hot breath, panting and grunting into her mouth as he unloaded his balls for her. She stroked back his hair as he enjoyed his first orgasm from a woman. When he'd stopped twitching and his cock softened, Stacy pulled her lips away, but continued stroking his hair.
Trevor regained his senses, and felt the cum drying and cooling in his shorts, a sticky mess that made his limp penis cling to the fabric of his swimsuit. Stacy watched his face turn beet red from embarrassment, and his lips quivered as though he might cry. God, she wanted to plunge her fingers into her cunt so badly. There was nothing like that look of shame in a man's eyes once he's realized what he's done. She knew he'd be telling himself that it would never happen again. He wasn't a cheater. It had been a moment of weakness. Then, he would have an erection, and he would think of her.
She was absolutely right. Trevor's mind was a jumble of emotions. He'd cheated on his girlfriend, cheated on Mary with his own sister. Was it really cheating, though? He hadn't had sex, couldn't have sex with Stacy. She was his sister. He wasn't going to fuck her. He was learning. He was learning how to be a good lover, and it just happened to be Stacy who was teaching him what he needed to know. This was a good thing, he reconciled. It was a good thing for both of them. He would be able to please Mary.
He'd have experience, and know how to make it good for her, so she could enjoy it. He was a good boyfriend, and he had a good sister who loved him enough to help him learn. It was him that was thinking perverted thoughts about sinking his throbbing cock into her mouth and pussy. Stacy was just trying to make it realistic for him, so he'd be good at it, like she was good at it. She was so good at it.
Stacy released his cock. Trevor quickly removed his death grip on her ass cheek and blushed.
"Sorry," he said weakly, "I didn't mean to... to do that."
"Hey," she said, and made him look at her, "don't be sorry. Never be sorry for having a natural reaction to being excited. Remember, tension, nervousness, they're killers. When you fight what happens naturally, you get tense and it will show. Men cum. Women cum. It doesn't matter if they're brothers or sisters or the fucking President, they all cum."
Trevor laughed at that and felt a little better.
"Thanks," he said, not really sure if it was for her words or the handjob. Probably a blanket to cover both, but Stacy seemed to understand.
"It's ok to get turned on," she said, "when you're touching someone. If you hadn't, I'd have felt awful, and you turned me on, too."
"Really?"
"Yeah! I wasn't just trying to rile you up when I said my pussy was wet. You did great. You need more practice," she said, with no hint of commitment, "but that will come with time. You're a natural lover, Trev. Like I said, you really are sweet, and that comes across in the way you touch. Once you have the experience, you'll have that little girlfriend addicted to spreading her legs."
She winked and grinned at him, making him smile back sheepishly. Just like Stacy to follow up a compliment with something outlandish and dirty.
"You should probably go clean up," she said, her eyes flicking down to his crotch.
"Uh, yeah. Um, thanks again."
As shocking as the afternoon had been, what Stacy did next completely blew his mind. She brought her cum-covered hand to her mouth, and licked at the semen on her fingers, sampling it like she was testing a wine. Trevor gaped openly, at a loss for words.
"What?" she asked, as though it were only natural to put her brother's semen into her mouth. She looked at her hand and said, "Every sister is curious. It's just a little cum, after all. Incest sperm doesn't really taste any different from other sperm," she concluded with a shrug. "Go take a shower."
Trevor shook his head and rolled off of the bed, then fumbled in his drawers for a clean pair of shorts and a shirt. As he went for the door, Stacy said, "Trev?"
He turned back.
"Do you mind if I use your computer while you're in the shower?"
He slowly shook his head and fled from the room.
Chapter 9: Daddy's Cake
Trevor took his sweet time in the shower, letting the water run down over his body until it was ice cold. It still couldn't wash the filth from his mind, though. Now that he had time to think, alone, away from the smell and the heat of Stacy's body, her gentle touching, plump lips, and seductive curves, he was conflicted again. He thought of how much better he was going to be at making his girlfriend horny.
When he thought about how his hands would feel tracing the curves of Mary's tiny body, sliding his fingertips along those sensitive areas, how wonderful the little points of her nipples would feel as he stroked them, Mary's small buds ballooned in his imagination, into full mounds he couldn't even get his whole hand around. When he imagined how she might moan in pleasure, or what she might say when she was aroused, it wasn't Mary's soft, lilting tone in his head. It was a honey-dipped, confident voice saying, "My pussy is so wet... You're thinking about my pussy, aren't you?"
He shut off the shower, dried and dressed. As he approached the door to his room, he stopped. It was open. When he looked inside, was he going to see Stacy at his computer, openly masturbating, plunging that pink toy into her wet pussy? He suddenly found himself excited at the idea, and then immediately felt bad. It was all so confusing. He slowly approached, peeked around the doorframe. The room was empty. He felt a curious mix of relief and disappointment.



He shut the door and locked it, then made his way to the computer. Yes, the chair had the telltale signs of Stacy's wetness on it. He sat down and moved the mouse, waking the monitor. He felt somewhat disappointed again when he did not see any tabs left open this time. Instead of stopping there, though, he opened the browser and accessed the history. He should stop, he knew. It was enough that he'd fallen for her little trick to mess with him by leaving the tab open, but what he was doing now verged on an actual invasion of her privacy. He was actively seeking what she'd been watching as she masturbated. He just couldn't help himself. He had to know.
The history was empty. He sat back in the chair and crossed his arms. Yeah, Stacy knew exactly what she was doing. She'd pranked him good. She'd won. He, however, had no desire to get her back. Instead, he went to his bed and took a nap. The smell of Stacy's hair on his pillows filled his nostrils as he closed his eyes.
When he awoke, it was to the sound of his phone pinging on the dresser. He blearily opened his eyes and rolled over, staring at the ceiling and giving the grogginess time to subside. Finally, he hauled himself off the bed and checked his phone.
"I love you." from Mary.
"I love you. How are you feeling?" he wrote back, and stretched.
"Ok. Still not tip-top." Came the reply.
"Need anything?" He asked.
"No. Just gonna take it easy. Love you. TTYL."
He shot back a kiss and went to the next message. An invitation to a movie by his friends. He agreed, and made plans, then checked the time. Nearly 6:00. He made his way downstairs, and followed the smell of food coming from the kitchen, where he found Stacy helping his mother finish dinner. His father sat at the table, reading from a tablet.
"Hey, champ," his dad greeted him, "what's up?"
Trevor shook his head, saying, "I'm gonna go out to a movie with Rob and some guys. Cool?"
"Sure," his dad shrugged.
Trevor sat at the table and bantered with his dad while the two women brought dinner to the table.
As they ate, Stacy said to her mother, "Trevor's learning yoga."
"Really?" his mother asked. Her voice held a quaver that Trevor did not detect.
"Yeah," Trevor agreed, around a mouthful, swallowed, "Stacy's a great teacher."
He flushed a bit, as he remembered his most recent lessons, and caught Stacy's wink across the table.
"I'm gonna go get ready to leave." He snapped, and took his plate to the sink. "Don't wanna be late." he added.
"Have fun." His dad said.
Trevor scurried from the room.
Once Trevor was gone, Stacy's mother let out a squeak of pleasure that she'd been holding in for minutes, making her husband glance up. He noticed that she'd hardly touched her food. Stacy looked back across the table at him, and he swallowed, unable to look away. He could see, now that he was paying attention, that Stacy's hand was beneath the table, in her mother's lap.
"Mom's old hole is really juicy today, daddy," Stacy said, grinning wickedly, "she must really need some action," she rested her head on Lena's shoulder and flicked her tongue against her mother's neck, just behind her ear, bringing another moan from her.
"How long has it been since you got to cum, mommy?" Stacy asked, her fingers sliding through the wet gash between her legs. Her mother hadn't worn panties, or pants, for nearly a year. That was Stacy's rule. Skirts or short dresses only. She should always have her cunt available, even though it was unlikely to ever be used.
Lena melted into her touch, arms limp at her sides as she surrendered to the pleasure, and gasped, "s... since... since Christmas."
"Oh my God, that's so long!" Stacy teased. "You must need it really bad."
"Yes!" Lena blurted.
Don could only watch from across the table as his daughter manipulated her mother's cunt. He knew that, physically, he could get up and put a stop to it, but he wouldn't. He knew he wouldn't. He knew what was going to happen when Stacy got this way, and he wanted it as much as Lena, even though he hated himself for it.
"I can make you cum really good, can't I?"
"Yes!"
"You remember just how good, don't you?"
Lena nodded as her hips bucked in the chair. She needed this so badly!
"Trevor's going to leave, and we're going to be all alone. I haven't taken care of you since I got back, have I?"
Lena shook her head.
"You've been thinking about it, though. You've been wanting it. You've been taking care of daddy, but you've been thinking about me, haven't you?"
Lena nodded, and Stacy turned her mother's wild eyes toward her own. She kissed her sexily, and from the corner of her eye she could see her father's hand drop to his crotch. Stacy continued to make out with her mother as he watched, rubbing his hard prick.
"Do you want daddy to push his cock into you?" Stacy asked.
Lena shook her head quickly.
"Why not? I thought you wanted to cum so bad?"
"I don't... I don't deserve it..." she hissed, and flushed red from the shame, her pussy pushing against Stacy's hand.
"He's a big, strong man with a fat cock, isn't he?"
Lena nodded, unable to look away from her daughter's eyes.
"He deserves to have good pussy, doesn't he?"
Lena nodded and tried to get Stacy's fingers into her cunt, but she just kept teasing, brushing, backing off, keeping her on edge.
"He deserves to fuck hot, young pussy that will do all the dirty things his bitch wife won't, doesn't he?"
"Oh, God!" Lena panted.
"Say it, and I'll let you cum."
"I'm a bitch wife," Lena panted, "and he deserves... he deserves good pussy!"
"Good girl."
Stacy kissed her again and pushed her fingers into her mother's wet hole, grinding her thumb against her clit until Lena squealed into her mouth and had a violent, hip-bucking orgasm. It had been months, and she was absolutely desperate for it. Even if her husband had fucked her, which he wouldn't, she wouldn't have cum the way she had learned to do for Stacy. She was a slave to Stacy's humiliation, her manipulation, the way she demeaned her and took control of her. She was her daughter's toy.
Stacy backed off and pulled her fingers from her mother's sucking cunt. She extended them across the table to her father, but he shook his head. Stacy laughed.
"Oh my God! He doesn't even want to taste you after 6 months with no pussy." Stacy hissed.
Lena lowered her head in shame, then Stacy put her fingers into her own mouth and sucked them clean. She rose, crossed to the other side of the table, and made out passionately with her father. Lena watched his hands eagerly cup Stacy's ass and caress her back. Her daughter's hand fell to his cock, and she listened to Don groan appreciatively as Stacy played with his package. Then she broke the kiss and slapped her father's hand away from her ass.
"You're such a pervert, dad. Don't fucking touch me." she said, and slapped his face.
She left the room, leaving her horned up parents in a state of sexual frenzy. Stacy climbed the steps and met Trevor in the hallway as he was headed for the door. He nervously fidgeted as she approached and gave him a sisterly hug.
"Have fun at the movie." She said and then went to her room.
Trevor released a breath and hurried down the stairs and out the door. Stacy took her time, selecting the right look. The last few days of working on Trevor and Mary had left her in a sexual frenzy, too, and she needed to do something more about it than a dildo. That was only useful in a pinch. It didn't satisfy her need, though. Dildos didn't look at you with awe and terror as you used them. Only people did that, and that was what she needed.
She found her parents in the living room. Her father was in his big chair, and her mother was on the couch. Stacy smiled at the wedge she'd driven between them. Before she'd completely upended their marriage with her predatory teasing, and ultimately seduction, they'd have been curled up on that couch together. Now, though, her dad didn't think of his wife as a sex partner, or even someone to be intimate with. She was more like a roommate. He still loved her, and she was a wonderful person. She just wasn't someone that he wanted to fuck. She couldn't fulfill the need that Stacy had instilled in him.
Of course, it had taken time. She'd had to lay a lot of groundwork to make her parents view her as a sexual object, instead of their daughter. A lot of teasing, innuendo, research, the right porn left in the right places, at the right time, and slowly their perspective had changed. Now, she owned them both, and that was her own addiction.
That look of worship on their faces as she entered the room sent a thrill through her. Those wide eyes, the eager anticipation on their faces, even as their minds struggled with the fact that what they were doing was wrong on every level to the outside world, but they were slaves to the animal passions Stacy had awakened in them. They were her slaves.
Lena's eyes wandered down Stacy's body, that tight, 20-year-old piece of insanely gorgeous ass with a mind that was geared only toward seduction and destruction. And, oh, was she good at it. She remembered, every day, how Stacy manipulated her mind and body to bring her pleasure like she'd never known from any man. She'd caved much faster than her husband, she thought with shame as her pussy tingled, but she didn't care anymore. She'd lick Stacy's asshole, take the abuse and demeaning dirty talk. For months now, she'd only pleased her husband with her mouth, and then only while he watched recorded sessions of himself and Stacy fucking.
He'd blast his hot jizz down her throat, while he moaned out Stacy's name, imagining that it was his daughter's warm, young pussy that he was shooting into. Her mouth was just a hole for him to empty his balls into, a receptacle until he could get his cock back into something worth fucking. Stacy had put those words into her head the last time she'd been home, and they came back to Lena now as her daughter slid into her arms on the couch and petted and pawed at her.
Don slid his pants off and watched the two women writhing in each other's arms on the couch. His wife moaned into Stacy's mouth as their daughter kissed, licked, stripped, fingered and sucked at her, discarding her clothes until Lena was naked and willingly spreading her legs for Stacy's tongue. He stroked his hard member while Stacy worked her under-sexed mother into a state of such arousal that she was practically drooling on her own tits. Occasionally, Stacy would stop and whisper things to her mother that Don couldn't hear, but knew were utterly depraved, worming their way into his wife's brain and furthering Stacy's hold on her.
It was incredible to watch Stacy work, and even though he knew he should feel horrible, all he felt was arousal at the way his stacked daughter exuded her sexual power over a woman twice her age so easily. It wasn't just Stacy's incredible body, or the filthy things she whispered, like the voice of temptation in the Garden, but her complete aura of sensual confidence, as though she knew that there was no resisting her. She was right. He'd tried. God, he'd tried, but she was relentless, and he was only a man. Now, he was hooked.
He got up from the chair and approached the couch, where Stacy had her legs spread, and her mother was submissively lapping away at Stacy's cunt as she stroked her hair.
"Daddy's so horny, mom," Stacy cooed, watching Don's bobbing penis get closer. "He hasn't had pussy for months. He's only had your stupid mouth, hasn't he?"
Lena hummed into Stacy's cunt.
"Did mommy's mouth make you happy, daddy?" Stacy asked him as he neared.
"No."
"What were you thinking about while you jerked off with her mouth?" Stacy asked, stroking Lena's hair.
"You, baby." he admitted.
"You were thinking about your daughter?" Stacy teased.
"Yes."
"What were you doing to my hot body, daddy?"
"Fucking you," Don said, stroking.
"That's so gross," she said with a look of contempt. "Why would you do that?"
"You're so sexy, baby," Don said. "I can't help it."
"You should fuck your wife, not think about fucking your daughter."
"She's no fun, and she doesn't do the things I want." Don admitted.
"What kind of sick things do you want to do, daddy?"
"I want a woman that knows how to suck my cock right," he said, "and some pussy that isn't loose and wrinkled."
Lena trembled and Stacy pushed her face harder into her cunt.
"Mom sucks your cock. You just said it."
"She's terrible at it. It's more like jerking off with a warm dish towel." Don said.
"You think I'm better at sucking cock?" She asked.
He nodded.
"That's so gross. I'm not sucking your dick, dad."
Don reached out and groped Stacy's breast. She batted his hand away and said, "stop it. Don't fucking molest me, you pervert."
Don reddened, and reached out for the back of her head, gripped tightly, and pushed his cock toward her mouth. Stacy spit on it and slapped his chest. The head bumped against her lips, but she kept them tightly pressed together, denying him access, shaking her head and humming, "Mmm mmm!"
Don pushed his wife out of the way, and grabbed Stacy by the throat, pushing her down roughly onto the couch. She snapped her legs together and pushed at his chest as she choked, his hand tight around her throat.
"Fucking cocktease!" He grunted and pried her legs apart. He pushed his lips against hers. Stacy squeaked, and then looked him in the eye. It wasn't fear that he saw there. It was victory, mocking and cruel. She knew he would do anything to get his dick into her. It had been months, and his singular source of release had been Lena's mouth and porno featuring him and Stacy fucking. There was no resistance left in him. He had to have her pussy. He had to! With a forceful push, he buried his cock inside of her and fucked her as hard as he could, pounding into her wet and sucking, wonderful, young pussy. He'd been imagining it for months, while he emptied his nuts into that old used up wife, and now his pussy was back. His pussy. It was his.
"Fucking slut," he growled, "That's my fucking pussy! I need this pussy, baby. I need it."
Stacy humped back against him now, and his grip on her throat loosened. He mauled her tits roughly as his cock beat into her over and over, while his wife watched and fingered her own cunt.
Stacy's groans turned to a chant of, "Fuck me, daddy. Fuck your little girl. Fuck your pussy. Oooh, it's your pussy, daddy. Fuck your pussy."
The months of pent up desire had Don emptying his balls into her within minutes. Hot jets of cum poured into his daughter's gripping pussy, and he felt her buck up against him as she came. She watched the bottled-up desire slowly fade from his eyes, draining along with his balls, and being replaced by that wave of regret at his own weakness. Stacy came again.
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Chapter 10: Mary and the Makeover
When Trevor opened the door to his room, the last thing he'd expected to find was his sister, laying on his bed in a pair of purple panties and a tank top, but that is precisely what he found. He stood stock still in the doorway.
"Um, hi?" He said, and Stacy looked up from her phone.
"Hey Trev," she replied, "I was waiting for you."
"Why?" He glanced over at his computer, and Stacy laughed, saying, "No, I didn't borrow your computer. I ask permission before I use things. That's actually why I'm here."
Trevor blushed, knowing he'd been caught, and knowing that Stacy knew exactly why he'd looked at the computer. She'd got another one over on him with nothing but an implication. Damn it!
"Well, let me start again," she went on, "I'm here, physically, because you have nicer TV in your room, and I'm watching the Kardoucheans. I was waiting for you to ask for permission."
"You don't need my permission to use the computer," he said, and shrugged, "whatever. Just use it. I don't mind."
"Thanks, but that actually is not the permission I was looking for. How would you like to have a hot, sexy, confident woman to fuck?"
Trevor fidgeted in the most adorable way, his mouth working, but words unable to come out.
"Stacy, we..." he hissed, then quietly, "we can't..."
"Not me, pervert," she stopped him. "We talked about this. You can't fuck your sister."
Trevor shut the door and pressed his back against it.
"Will you keep it down?"
Stacy ignored him and pressed on, "I was talking about your girlfriend."
"Mary?"
"Do you have another one?"
Stacy was struggling to contain her glee. Not only did Trevor not associate his girlfriend with the words "hot," "sexy," or "confident," he'd immediately thought of her. Fuck, it was almost too easy. She was definitely going to have to go after a married guy next. Her dad had held out for over a year, through an 18-year-old Stacy's teasing, dirty talk, handjobs, dick sucking, until he'd finally snapped and just slammed his cock into her. Now, that had been a long, fun game. She didn't think she'd ever find a challenge like that again.
"What about Mary?" Trevor asked, protectively.
Hmm, maybe not so easy, after all. She thought, then said aloud, "I wanted permission to borrow your girlfriend for a chick's day out. I'm going to make her over for you. That girl seriously needs a girly friend. What do you say?"
"It's not up to me. If you want to do something with her, just ask. I'm sure she'd be up for it. She thinks you're really nice."
"When I bring her back, she'll never be the same. Are you sure you can handle that? Can you handle sexy Mary?"
Trevor snorted, and said, "I'd like to handle sexy Mary."
"Number please?" she asked.
Trevor gave it to her and watched her type it into her phone. She locked the screen and stood up from the bed, giving him a quick, sisterly peck on the cheek and heading to the door.
"Oh," she said, "I left you some great porn up on the computer."
She bolted from the room, cackling madly. He knew he shouldn't look now. She'd just admitted to screwing with him. There was probably nothing there, anyway. She'd just said it to fuck with him further. He'd move the mouse and then feel stupid when there was a blank screen. He locked the door, then edged closer to the computer. But what if it wasn't? He rounded the desk. The chair was dry. He sat down and moved the mouse. The screen came to life. There was no porno video.
"What the fuck?" he said to the empty room.
Stacy had changed the background picture of his desktop to an enlarged image of a pair of large tits encased in a black keyhole bikini top. The zoomed in view showed the flawless slopes of cleavage, teasing him through the cut-out. Stacy's tits.
He clicked the monitor off and went to bed. She'd gotten him again. He should think of a way to get her back for that. Instead, he thought about the deep valley of her cleavage, the swell and slope of those perfect orbs of female flesh. He remembered the way they'd felt in his hands, while her tongue pressed into his mouth, and her nipples hardened under his fingertips. Instead, he thought about those things, touched his cock. It didn't feel as good as when Stacy had done it.
The following morning, his new routine repeated itself. Stacy was in the living room, waiting for him to do their exercises, dressed in tight-fitting booty shorts and a sports bra. Trevor expected, maybe, some weirdness or tension between the two of them, but Stacy acted as if yesterday's "lesson" had never happened. Trevor wondered how she could be so nonchalant about having jerked off her brother through his swim trunks. But then, it wasn't weird to Stacy. She was an experienced woman, just helping her silly little brother learn something new. She wasn't thinking about his cock in her mouth, or between her legs. He was the one having unholy thoughts about his sibling and her large, bouncing tits. Jesus, and he was getting hard thinking about it!
"So, I'm taking your girlfriend today," Stacy said, as they wrapped up.
Trevor nodded, oblivious to the double meaning of Stacy's words, and replied, "I saw the text this morning. She's really excited. Nervous, too. She's never had a real girl buddy to go do things with. What are you gonna do?"
Stacy rubbed a towel between her breasts and watched Trevor's eyes follow the movement.
"The usual. Nails, hair, clothes, lattes, talking about dicks and clothes."
Trevor said, with a chuckle, "Great," then added, more seriously, "and, thanks. Really. It's cool of you to do that. I can give you some of my Grad money, you know, to get her some stuff. I don't want you to have to spend on my girlfriend."
Stacy shook her head. "No. Not at all. Just think of her as my special summer project. I want to make sure my little bro has something sexy to bone, you know, when you finally do get to bone."
She giggled at his embarrassed flush, and then punched his arm playfully, saying, "Oh, lighten up. You know I'm just a tease, dork."
"Yeah, I know. Jerk!" he punched her back. "Not funny, by the way, the stupid computer thing."
Stacy burst out in a fit of laughter that went on for several seconds, as she imagined the look of shock on her brother's face when he'd seen his desktop.
"Oh, man," she wheezed, wiping a tear from her eye, "I'm sorry. Really, I'm so sorry. I just couldn't help myself.You're too easy!"
"Yeah, well, I'm gonna put a password on it now," he jibed, "and I'll stand behind you when you use it, to make sure you're not doing anything inappropriate that I'm going to get busted for later."
"Ooooh," Stacey crooned, "Does that mean you're going to watch me when I watch porn? You kinky little nerd." She teased, elbowing him.
"What? No! That's not... damn it. Can you at least wipe off the fuckin' chair when you're done?"
Stacy's giggles returned, and she doubled over with laughter, her hand resting on his shoulder, as though for support.
"I'm sorry," she croaked, "Really... I'm... sorry. I just, I get these things in my head sometimes, and--" she made a twirling gesture into the air, as though pulling thoughts from her head into reality, "Oh, man. I know. I'm fucked in the head. What's the use of a little brother, if you can't make him super uncomfortable, though? It's what sisters do."
"Yeah, whatever," Trevor said, and rolled his eyes. Now the thought of his sister masturbating was stuck in his head again. Shit!
"Really, I'm sorry. I'll stop leaving cum in your chair," she offered, then checked her phone. "I'm going to get ready. I have a date with your girlfriend soon."
Trevor nodded and said, "Just don't bring her back with pierced nipples and a slave collar or something."
Stacy started up the stairs, and called back, "No promises!"
Trevor groaned and went to dig up something to eat, calling Mary as he rooted through the pantry.
Shortly thereafter, Stacy pulled her car into the address that Mary had given her and knocked on the door. There was an answer from a dour-looking woman in a long skirt, wearing a thick blouse that came up to her neck. She looked a lot like an older, sour version of Mary. Stacy immediately pegged her for the mother and then thought that she could make an interesting future project. She hoped the father was still around. Later.
"Hello, ma'am," Stacy said politely, "Is Mary home?"
The woman looked Stacy up and down, and immediately pegged her for a slut, with her big breasts on display in a tight top, and a pair of shorts that barely covered her vagina.
"You must be Trevor's sister," the woman said. "Yes, Mary is here. I'll send her down. Won't you come in?"
"Thank you very much," Stacy answered, and stepped inside, then added, "I really appreciate you letting me take your daughter out today. I'm just home from college for the summer, and I'm really hoping to get to know my brother's girlfriend better. She's been so kind and sweet."
"Well," the woman said, brightening, "I have to say that your brother is a good boy. He's so polite. Just wait here, dear."
Stacy stood in the hallway and examined the family pictures. Yes, there was a father in the picture, and a handsome one. She could tell from the pictures that he wasn't as uptight as mom, but that was normal. Most men weren't. They just tended to conform to the norms of their source of pussy. She wondered, as she waited, just what little miss stuffy cunt was hiding under those flour sacks she was wearing.
Mary nervously strode down the hall toward Stacy, decked in her usual unappealing garb. Loose jeans. A flowery little blouse that covered her entire top, down to the elbows. Her red hair was pulled back in a ponytail, showing her freckled face and kind, green eyes. She had a small purse slung over one shoulder. Stacy looked down on her and suppressed a giggle at how unevenly matched they were. Mary was nearly a foot shorter than she, which put the girl's face at breast level on Stacy.
"Hey you," Stacy said excitedly, "Ready for a girl's day out?"
Mary nodded, smiling. She was nervous, yes, Stacy noted, but she seemed genuinely excited to do something... rebellious. Mary's mother soon joined them.
"When will you be home?" Mother asked.
"I don't know," Mary replied, a hint of annoyance in her tone. "Later, I guess."
"Well, just be careful," Mother answered, displeased and frowning.
Stacy clearly picked up on her insecurity. Her daughter was a legal adult now, and the woman was losing her hold on her. She wasn't happy about it. She'd beaten a lot of Jesus into the girl's head, and now here came this big-boobed harlot to rip it all out and replace it with the evils of the world. Boys. Kardashians. Naughty outfits. Nintendo.
"I will, mom." Mary agreed, "Love you."
Mother nodded and stood in the doorway as Stacy and Mary went to the car. Once inside, and pulling away from the house, Stacy said, "Your mom seems nice."
Mary laughed, "Yeah, she's nice. She's just...you know." She twirled her finger about her head to indicate crazy.
Stacy laughed and added the tiny kernel of rebellion in Mary to her checklist of manipulations.
"Stacy," Mary piped up, "Thanks a lot. You know, for being so nice."
"Oh, honey, don't even think about it. This is gonna be so much fun!"
Mary beamed at the older girl. She couldn't help it. Her excitement overflowed. She was going out on a beautiful summer day with an older girl, who was really hot, and they were going to do things that normal girls did. She was nervous, though. She was always nervous. Stacy made her more nervous, and the unholy thoughts she'd been having about Stacy made her even more so. She'd even touched herself... down there, thinking about how Stacy had so brazenly touched her body. It was shameful, she knew, and certainly not what her mother or Jesus would want her to do, but it had felt fantastic. She reconciled it by remembering that even the government said it was ok for girls to touch other girls, and if the President said it was ok, then it must not be all bad.
Stacy kept the conversation casual, discussing Mary's massage classes, asking about how she'd ended up dating her brother, safe topics that put Mary at ease. Soon, they were pulling up to the salon that Stacy had picked for them. She'd used it herself many times, and knew the stylists. Most of them were super hot lesbians, and she knew they'd just go nuts over turning little Mary into something resembling sexy.
She'd booked with a stylist named Kayleigh, Stacy's personal favorite. She was an Asian girl, a bit older than Stacy, with uncommonly large breasts for her ethnicity, and she knew how to turn a girl into a pussy-wetting dream. It was like sex watching the woman work Mary over. Kayleigh's every touch seemed pre-planned, sensual, and as Stacy watched her applying creams and lotions to Mary's skin, and delicately washing her hair, she could see the way Mary was taken in and aroused by the woman. She talked easily with Mary, making her laugh. All the nervousness seemed to drain out of her as Kayleigh made her feel, and look, beautiful for the first time in her life.
Kayleigh spent a long time on Mary's fingers, toes, and nails, her expert hands delicately toying with her skin and joints. Stacy knew from experience just what it felt like. It's why she loved this place. The girls here made love to you as they worked, and by the end of your session, you were practically throwing your money and your body at them. She could only imagine how much pussy they were getting.
Stacy lost track of the hours. She, too, had her nails redone, mani-pedi, and then waited patiently. She'd known Mary was going to be a project that could take some time. The result was well worth it, though.
The Mary that emerged was better than anything she'd expected. The soft red hair was darker now, done in waves that cascaded down over her shoulders. A few stray strands hung loosely over her eyes, giving her a slightly seductive look, which she couldn't quite pull off. The freckles were still there, but her skin was glowing, and looked so soft and touchable. A light coat of lipstick that set off the green in her eyes made her lips look utterly kissable. Mary had never had her nails done before, and she felt so excited when she looked at the color, a brilliant match for the lipstick. She examined her new look in the mirror and barely recognized herself. Suddenly, her clothes felt like they didn't fit. They looked so ugly.
Stacy stood by her shoulder, and Mary saw the look of surprise on her face.
"Ho... lee... shit!" Stacy exclaimed, "Honey, you are one sexy little piece of ass!"
Mary blushed. She'd never dreamed that someone would call her a sexy piece of ass. Kayleigh stood on the other side, a satisfied smile on her face.
"Mmm Hmm," she agreed, then said to Stacy, "You bring her in, and I think, there is no way to make her so sexy. But she had sexy in there. It is good. She is yours?"
"She is mine." Stacy agreed, and stroked Mary's new curls, sending a shiver through the girl.
She was surprised, though, as Mary turned from the mirror, wrapped her arms around her waist and buried her face in her stomach. She sobbed, saying, "Thank you so much."
Stacy kindly patted her back and said, "It's ok, honey. It's ok."
She added to Kayleigh, "Sorry. You'll have to fix the makeup."
Kayleigh nodded.
While Stacy drove them to the mall, Mary couldn't stop looking at herself in the mirror. Just the change in her hair made her look like a whole different person. She actually looked like a woman, not a cute little girl. She had makeup. She had lipstick. Stacy gushed over her, making her feel special.
Stacy took her into all the shops that she'd previously been afraid of. They sold clothes for women that showed off their bodies, rather than hiding them. Most of Mary's clothes came from the church's monthly garment swap. Rarely had she owned something that wasn't secondhand. Mary followed her through the stores, while Stacy picked out what seemed like an entire wardrobe for her. Then Stacy decided Mary needed new underwear.
"My Mary makeover," Stacy said, "Starts from the outside in. You're going to be amazed at what the new outside can do for the inside, but the outside needs some panties that don't look like my grandma's."
The many choices and styles bewildered Mary. Since she'd never been shopping for her own underwear, she did not know that there were so many styles. How was a girl supposed to keep them all straight? Thongs, briefs, G-strings, high-rise, low-rise, boy shorts, so many kinds. Stacy seemed to know exactly what she was doing, though, and was happy to continue dressing Mary, as she felt appropriate. Out of her depth, Mary simply allowed the older girl to pick what she thought was best.
Stacy took her basketful of purchases to the counter. Mary glanced toward the dressing rooms and asked, "Don't I need to try them on?"
Stacy grinned at the note of hope in the girl's voice, and Mary flushed at the sight of it. She knew she'd sounded eager, and she was. The memory of Stacy stripping her in the dressing room, and touching her body, was still fresh in her mind.
"Part of the fun," Stacy explained, "is bringing back the ones that don't fit, and getting more! Unless you'd really like to go into the dressing room with me," she lowered her voice and added, "that would be super kinky, wouldn't it?"
"No!" Mary said, "No. It's ok. I'll do it later."
Stacy smiled back, then took her turn at the counter, paid for the purchases, and led Mary out of the last store. Though she was still dressed in her frumpy little blouse and too-loose jeans, Mary noticed that as she walked through the mall, she was already receiving a different reaction. Normally, no one gave her a second glance. Now, though, men and women were following her with their eyes. It was an entirely new feeling, and not a bad one.
They returned to Stacy's car, where she tossed the bags into the back seat, then slid behind the wheel. Mary buckled in. Stacy drove, and then casually laid her hand on Mary's leg.
"Now, we get to try them on," Stacy announced. "My friend Tara is working a late shift tonight, so we're going to use her place to check out all your new stuff. It'll be like our own little fashion show!"
She felt a tremor run up Mary's leg and squeezed it softly. Mary felt aroused but scared by the idea. She was going to be alone with Stacy in a private place for the first time. There was no one else waiting outside. No Trevor, no shoppers. Just her, and the hot older girl, changing clothes, being naked together. Her pussy felt warm at the idea, but she felt her hands go clammy. What if Stacy wanted to touch her again? What if Stacy wanted Mary to touch her? Outwardly, she only nodded.
Stacy drove them across town to the apartment, where she let them in with a loaned key. Tara's little apartment was clean and cute, comprising two bedrooms and a den. Little vases of flowers decorated the side tables and kitchenette counter, but what stood out to Mary was the wall art. There were three framed images, black and white prints, of an... erotic nature.
The first showed two tall women dressed in lingerie, their bodies intertwined on a heart-shaped bed made up with silk sheets. The two women were kissing passionately, hands on each other's bodies.
The second was a woman, also in skimpy lingerie, shown only from the back. She wore a leather collar with a leash attached to it. The leash was held in the hand of a man shown only from the neck down, seated in front of her in a large armchair. The woman was on her knees between the man's legs. Though it wasn't shown blatantly, Mary could tell that the woman had the man's penis in her mouth.
The third image showed three women arrayed in a triangle, each of them had their face buried between the legs of the next, like a little train of pussy lickers. Mary was taken aback. The images were suggestive, without being pornographic, and she wondered what it would be like to be one of those girls, tall and sexy, with big breasts and a sculpted butt, being desired and wanted.



Stacy turned on the stereo and a soft jazz tune played from the speakers positioned around the room. She sat on the couch, the bags on the floor nearby, and patted the seat next to her. Mary joined her.
"Your friend seems to like art." She said, conversationally.
"She has great taste," Stacy agreed. "Which one is your favorite?"
Mary considered the images again, and then pointed to the first, showing the two women on the bed.
"Mine, too," Stacy said. "There's something that's so sexy about the intimacy,"
Mary nodded, staring at the image.
Stacy went on, "Two people, just sharing each other's bodies, like nothing matters but their own pleasure. It doesn't matter that they're girls, or what the world thinks. It's just a special moment, caught forever, just for the two of them."
Mary looked back to her and swallowed, then nodded her agreement. Stacy brushed her new hair from her face.
"You really do look good, baby," she said softly. "I can't believe how much sexiness was hidden under that old haircut."
Mary looked down bashfully, but Stacy tilted her chin back up and made her look into her eyes.
"Every woman is sexy in their own way," she said, "but sexy isn't just looking good on the outside. Sexy is inside of you. You, baby. It's inside of you. Do you think I'm sexy?"
Mary's eyes wandered over Stacy's perfect body, and she nodded, trembling.
"I have a hot body," Stacy agreed, "but I'm not sexy because I have a hot body. If I treated the world like a bitch, and was hateful toward people, or gave off negative energy, it wouldn't matter how hot my body was. I wouldn't be sexy. I'd just be a fuckable bitch."
Mary laughed, making Stacy smile.
"Being sexy comes with some confidence in yourself." She said with certainty.
"I'm not very confident," Mary admitted.
"I'm going to make you confident," Stacy stated, "and that's a two-part project. Out here," she said, waving her hand over her body, "and in here," she added, tapping the side of Mary's head, "Now, I can do a lot for the outside, but what's in your head is years of garbage that's been drilled into you by TV, magazines, commercials, and your mom."
She felt Mary bristle a bit at the mention of her mom. For all the Jesus and the restrictions she'd put on the girl, she did still love her mom.
"Just remember, your life isn't your mom's. It doesn't mean that you discard what she's taught you about being a good person. All that Jesus isn't a bad thing. Treat people well. Be kind. Love people. Give to people. Those are excellent lessons, but the only person who has to actually live your life is you, baby."
Stacy stood and opened a little mini-fridge next to the TV stand, took out two wine coolers, and handed one to Mary. Of course, Mary had never had alcohol before.
"I'm not old enough." She said and blushed. That probably sounded stupid to a college girl who got invited to cool parties all the time, she thought.
"Today you are," Stacy said, and winked, twisting off the cap of her bottle.
Mary did the same, took a tentative sip, and then another. The fruity drink tasted great. Stacy sat next to her again, draping her arm over the couch, and idly playing with Mary's hair.
"The second thing," she continued, "is this stupid expectation that you're only sexy if you have big boobs and look like a model. That isn't sexy to everyone. Men." she said with a shrug, "Men like that. Men like big tits and round booties, but men are animals that want to grope and rut like pigs while they pound their fat sausages into you. Men just want to beat that tight little pussy between your legs until they fill you up with cum. It's not their fault. It's just biology. They're made that way."
Mary giggled at the dirty picture Stacy painted, but she also felt a flutter of fear at the idea. She was tiny. She had little boobies and a tiny bottom. Her cunny was small, too. It was probably going to hurt a lot when she finally let Trevor put his cock in her, and that was scary. Stacy knew the image would be frightening, of course.
She stroked Mary's cheek with the back of her hand, and caressed her neck just behind the ear, doing it so casually that Mary didn't even notice the seduction. She nuzzled her cheek against that warm hand and felt loved.
"Girls aren't like that," Stacy continued. "We don't care about big boobs and phat booties. Those aren't pleasure. Those aren't sexy. Part three is experience. We'll get to that later. Right now, let's just stick to part one. The outside."
Stacy stood and began removing all the clothes from the bags, laying them out on the couch. She held her hand out to Mary, who took it, and stood next to her. Stacy ran her arms down Mary's sides until she found the hem of her blouse and peeled it up. Mary's heart beat faster. Stacy tossed the old blouse aside without a glance and then knelt on the floor in front of Mary. She kissed her smooth belly, and ran her hands up her bare sides, sliding them underneath the other girl's little excuse for a bra. The strip of cloth covering her tiny tits slid up, and her naked nipples popped out, hard and excited.
Stacy touched them gently with her thumbs, and slid her hands back down to the button on Mary's jeans, popped it, unzipped, and hooked her fingers into the waistband. She slid them down, letting them pool on the floor about her feet. She heard Mary's soft inhalation as she stroked her hands up the back of her legs until they cupped her bottom and squeezed. Her underwear came down next, and Stacy could smell the sweet scent of the girl's arousal.
Stacy stood back up, and Mary stepped out of her clothes, like shedding an old skin. Stacy kicked them to the side like so much garbage.
Stacy leaned down and whispered, "You're beautiful," then pressed her lips against Mary's lightly, flicking her tongue across them. Mary moaned deliciously, her body tense. Stacy took the first outfit from the couch and handed it to Mary. Ultimately, she'd have the girl dressing up like a little lesbian fuckdoll, but it was best to ease her into it. She didn't want her to feel like a slut. Not yet.
The first outfit consisted of a very sexy, but casual cold-shoulder top in white, with short sleeves that covered all but a couple of inches of her tummy. She paired it with a denim skirt, which ended a few inches above her knees, under which lay a white thong. The outfit was perfectly acceptable. She gently prodded Mary to a nearby full-length mirror and stood behind her. Mary admired the look while Stacy's hands grazed her shoulders.
"Who the hell is that?" Stacy said with glee. "Where did that cute little redhead go?"
Mary laughed and felt a thrill run through her. She didn't look like a child. She looked like a woman.
"I love it!" She cried.
Stacy ran her hands down Mary's sides and peeled the top over her head, making sure that Mary could clearly watch herself being stripped in the mirror. She embraced Mary from behind, stretching her arm across the girl's chest until she was cupping one of her tiny breasts possessively, then slipped her other hand down to the skirt and deftly undid the catch. She kissed softly on Mary's neck as she let gravity pull the skirt down. Mary shook in her arms as she watched her body, naked but for the thong panties, in the mirror, watched what Stacy was doing to it. It could have been an image for Tara's wall, she thought, and moaned out loud.
"Now, that was sexy," Stacy whispered.
She released Mary and retrieved the next outfit. This one was a black cropped top, sleeveless, with little frills around the hem. She slipped on a pair of tight, colombian jeans, which lifted her tiny bottom and lent it a look of fullness that it didn't naturally possess. Stacy turned her around in the mirror so that she could see the shapely swell of her little ass, and gave it a playful smack, making Mary jump.
"Look at that tight little rump," Stacy growled, and squeezed one cheek. "God, you're gonna have all the girls' mouths watering over this thing."
Mary giggled. The fact that Stacy specifically only mentioned girls was completely lost on her in her excited state. She finished draining her wine cooler and accepted another one from Stacy. She was stripped again, Stacy's hands wandering over her body, touching, caressing, her lips kissing lightly, like butterflies dancing across her most sensitive areas.
Next, she pulled on a tight bodycon dress in a dark maroon color that was a near-match for her new hair. The clinging dress showed the excited state of her nipples, and hugged her tiny curves, ending several inches above her knees. It was, perhaps, the most scandalous of the choices, but still perfectly acceptable for going out in public.
Mary took in the sight of herself with her dark, wavy hair and smoky eyes, lips lightly colored, and the tight dress accentuating her curves. She had curves. They weren't the full, womanly curves like Stacy's, but they were there, and they weren't the curves of an immature little girl. Stacy turned her to the side, and she saw the little swell of her bottom, like a little rounded hill beneath the clingy dress.
"That's so sexy," Stacy whispered in her ear, her hands trailing lightly over her belly, slipping down to the hem of the short dress, toying with it as Mary watched in the mirror. "Did I do good?"
Mary nodded. She couldn't have been happier. The small girl turned around and hugged her tightly.
"Thank you!" She said, "Thank you so much!"
Stacy could hear the choked beginning of a sob in her voice, and quickly pulled away, leading her back to the couch. She broke open another wine cooler for Mary, and could already see in her eyes that she was feeling the first two. She played with Mary's new curls, her hand resting lightly on her bare leg.
"Ready for the next lesson?" She asked, and Mary nodded eagerly.
"Confidence," Stacy said, "will come with experience. Guys and girls like confidence. You're afraid, baby."
She saw Mary's face fall, and she looked away.
"It's ok to be afraid. You don't have experience. There's so many things that are new and scary, right? It's ok to tell me."
Mary nodded, and Stacy slid her hand a little further up her leg, just under the hem of the dress.
"Do you like the way I touch you, baby?" Stacy asked and edged closer.
Mary nodded.
"Say it out loud," Stacy instructed.
"I... I like the way you touch me."
"It's so different from when a man touches you, isn't it?"
"Yes."
"Men can be really scary. Do you think I'm scary?"
Mary shook her head and said, "No. Not like... like that way." She didn't know how to phrase it.
"It's because I don't want to make myself feel good," Stacy said kindly. "I want to make you feel good. It's easy to let me touch you, right?"
"Yes." Mary agreed, her voice hoarse.
"Do you want me to touch you some more?"
Mary nodded. Stacy's hand slipped under her dress and brushed lightly against her panties, feeling the heat of her pussy through them. Mary parted her legs. Stacy leaned in closer and kissed her lips, pressing softly, tentative, and Mary responded in kind. Stacy kissed her like the girls in the picture, removed her hand from her dress, and placed it behind her neck, where she gently toyed with her hair. Mary trembled with a mix of arousal and fear, excited by the feelings, but terrified that she wasn't doing something right. Stacy tilted her head back and kissed her neck, flicking along it with her tongue, until her lips were right up against her ear.
"I want to make love to you, baby. Will you let me make you feel good?"
Mary moaned out loud. God, she'd never felt so excited about being touched by another person. This was so much better than with her boyfriend! She didn't have that nagging feeling of pressure, the way she did when Trevor kissed her or touched her. With Stacy, it just felt like she could melt into her. It didn't matter that she wasn't sure what to do. She didn't feel so afraid of that big, angry penis waiting to bury itself inside of her.
Stacy took her hand and led her to one of the bedrooms. She could still hear the soft jazz playing through the stereo, and her entire head felt warm and cozy, like sitting in front of a fireplace on a cold winter day with a good book. Stacy took her into her arms and gently caressed her body. Her mouth sought Mary's, and her kisses were tender, filled with passion but gentle, like she was a fragile toy that might break if handled too roughly. It was just what Mary wanted. The dress slipped over her head, and she stood naked, but for her new panties in Stacy's arms. Soon, those were gone, too. Stacy peeled off her own top and wiggled out of her shorts, kicking them aside.
Mary panted with anticipation as Stacy gently pushed her onto the bed. The older girl got to her knees and parted Mary's legs. Her hands slid up Mary's legs as she put her mouth to her pussy, and showed her what a real orgasm was all about.
Chapter 11: Lending a Hand
Stacy stumbled in late, a bit tipsy. Mary had been quiet, basking in the afterglow of their sapphic lovemaking, and utterly under Stacy's spell. It had been a good night, and Stacy felt sure that thoughts of taking a boy's penis inside of her were the last thing on Mary's mind. She was going to be craving pussy for a long time to come. Trevor would, naturally, be heart-broken when he eventually learned that his girlfriend had decided she was a lesbian, but that was all part of the plan.
She found Trevor on the couch in the living room, texting with Mary.
"Hey, Trev." She said and flopped down next to him.
"Hey! I hear you guys had quite the day," He said happily. "I don't know what you did, but Mary can't stop talking about you. And I saw the pics! Holy shit! You really did a number on her!"
Stacy smiled and thought, you have no idea. Aloud she said, "Thank you. That girl really has something sexy hidden under that old second-hand church garbage."
Trevor nodded, ecstatic.
"Man, I can't wait to see it for real! Do you think she'll let me, you know, show her what I, um, learned the other day?" he asked in a whisper.
Stacy's lips were a thin line as she said, "Trev, about that. We did some talking today."
She saw the look of fright on his face and rested her hand gently on his shoulder. "Oh, don't look so glum. Look, I know that you're super eager to get into your girlfriend's pants, but let me just tell you to please take it slow, ok? She's scared, too. Like, terrified. And she should be."
"Well, I don't want her to be scared. What can I do?" He asked desperately.
"Trev, Mary is a little tiny thing," Stacy said, "and you're a BIG boy," She added, resting her other hand on his cock.
Trevor gasped. Stacy continued, "like, really big. If you aren't careful, you're going to break her. I know it's tough having this big, hard thing that's always telling you to hurry and take care of it."
Trevor flushed.
"But," she went on, "if you don't want to be the guy that's pushing the dick on her, then blowing your load and falling asleep, you need to get some control."
"Wh... what do you mean?"
Trevor was eager to hear his sister's advice, again, especially where it concerned his ability to feel a warm pussy around his stiffening penis. Stacy's hand still rested lightly on it, fingers idly caressing it and making it grow.
Stacy lowered her voice to a seductive whisper and inched closer, until she was whispering in his ear, "You remember when I had my hand wrapped around your cock the other day, and you came really fast?"
Trevor nodded, his throat dry. Stacy continued stroking his penis with her nails.
"Think of how Mary is going to feel if you finally do get to put this big dick into her, and then you cum in her little pussy. Do you think she's going to feel excited about doing it again?"
"I...I guess not..." he admitted, but it was hard to think with Stacy's nails raking over his stiff penis.
"You still have a lot to learn. Don't rush it. I know it's so hard," she emphasized the word by squeezing his cockhead, "but you need to take the time to learn some control."
She sat back, but continued to stroke his cock through his shorts.
"Can you..." he gulped, and whispered, pleadingly, "Can you teach me?"
"As long as you remember that we're not going to fuck."
Trevor nodded quickly.
"Where are mom and dad?"
"In bed. It's like 1 in the morning!"
"Let's go upstairs."
Stacy led him up to his room. He watched her tight ass, packed into her short shorts climb the stairs, and they went to his room. Stacy turned the lights on, dimmed them, and locked the door. Trevor stood in the middle of the room wringing his hands. Stacy took his hand and walked him to the computer chair. She sat him down, leaned over in front of him, so that her ass was an inch from his face and launched his browser. She pecked at the keyboard for a bit, and Trevor just sat staring at her round ass, oblivious to what she was doing on the screen. He kept his hands tightly on the arms of the chair, resisting the urge to reach up and touch those perfect globes of flesh in his face.
Stacy finished, bent to one of his drawers, and took out his bottle of lubricant. She set it on the desk, then went to his bed and took one of the pillows from it. Trevor looked at the screen, showing a porno video titled, "My brother's first handjob". He swallowed. Stacy returned, dropped the pillow to the floor, and sank to her knees.
"Take off your shorts." she instructed.
Trevor slid his shorts down and off of his legs, his hard penis now bobbing excitedly in the air.
"Now, I want you to do exactly as I tell you, ok?"
He nodded.
"This lesson is about control. You don't have any. You jerk yourself off, and cum. This time, I'm going to teach you how to last. Now, breathe with me."
Trevor did, putting himself into his mental space like she'd taught him, calming his mind, focusing on the breath in his body, bringing his pounding heart rate down. He calmed, eyes fixed on the waiting video.
"Play it." Stacy ordered.
He pressed the button. The video played. He recognized the people as the same couple from the previous video he'd watched. Stacy's warm hands fondled his balls, cradling them, rolling them. She reached for the lube and took it from the desk. Trevor heard the click of the top opening and knew that Stacy was pouring the lube into her hands. A moment later, her slick hand wrapped around his penis, and the slippery lubricant coated his shaft. He groaned, while trying to focus on his breathing.
Stacy tugged his cock with slow, deliberate care, smearing the lube all along its length, squeezing his pulsing cockhead in her fist when she reached the top. Trevor exhaled loudly at the sensation, familiar, yet so different from when he did it himself.
"Is this how you do it?" Stacy asked, her voice a breathy whisper from between his legs.
He looked down, watching her hand slide up and down his erection. His eyes fixed on her cleavage.
"Don't look at me." She instructed. "Watch your dirty video and just pretend it's not your big sister with your cock in her hand."
That was easier said than done, he thought, but he obeyed and turned his gaze back to the monitor. The girl on the screen knelt before her "brother" in the same way Stacy was now. Her soft hands slid up and down his cock.
"I love your big dick." The girl said. "It's so dirty to let your big sister play with it, isn't it?"
Brother groaned in agreement.
"Your girlfriend never plays with your cock, does she?" the girl asked.
"No."
"She doesn't understand what having a big cock is like." The girl said. "She doesn't know how much attention it needs. I know. I love you, and I know just how much your cock needs to be taken care of."
Stacy stroked his cock more rapidly, working his cum up out of his balls. Her other hand cupped and played with his full nuts.



"She's so good to her little brother, isn't she?" Stacy asked.
"Yeah... " Trevor agreed.
"It's so hard having a girlfriend that's afraid of your big cock." Stacy said. "I know that you're so horny all the time, and you just want to know what pussy feels like so bad, don't you?"
"Yes." Trevor answered, his eyes glued to the screen, where the girl had both of her hands pistoning up and down her brother's cock as he groaned and pushed his hips up to meet her strokes, fucking her slick fist.
"I can feel your cock twitching in my hand." Stacy said. "I can feel you wanting to cum. Don't do it."
Trevor nodded and gripped the arms of the chair. The brother in the video gasped and shot his load into the air. His sister capped the spurting head of his cock with her mouth like plugging an oil gusher, and the man's groans of pleasure became the erratic gasping cries of someone whose brain has been taken over with the physical pleasure. The sight of it nearly sent Trevor over the edge, but he remained in his mental space, kept his breathing, and even though Stacy was stroking him fast, he held back with an effort of will.
"That's so good, baby." Stacy praised him. "I know that was so hard. It was so sexy watching his big sister put his cock in her mouth, wasn't it?"
"Yeah... " Trevor said.
The video ended, and the next one in the playlist began. This one had the title, "Addicted to my Brother's Cum." This was a different couple, but still a homemade video. The video was shot from the man's perspective as he lay on a bed, looking down between his legs at a very sexy girl with long black hair. The girl wore a tight sports bra, which showed off the deep valley between her breasts. She suckled lovingly on her brother's penis, sliding her thick lips over his cockhead as she stared up at his eyes.
The sight of it made Trevor's cock twitch, and he felt Stacy's stroking slow, her grip relaxing. Her hand at his balls still worked them over gently.
"Your girlfriend has never sucked your cock." Stacy said. "Do you think it would be better than jerking off? Would a wet, sexy mouth over your cock feel better than my hand?"
"Yes!" Trevor agreed, hope rising in his chest.
The girl in the video became Stacy, wrapping her lips around his aching penis.
"You're thinking about how my mouth would feel on your cock, aren't you?" Stacy asked.
"N... no!" Trevor lied.
Stacy let go of his cock, and it smacked wetly back against his chest, shocking him out of his porn stupor.
"Were you thinking about her mouth?" Stacy asked, nodding toward the video.
Trevor nodded.
"You're a big liar." She teased. "Do you want me to keep going?"
"Yes!"
"What were you thinking about?"
"I... I was thinking about you sucking me." Trevor admitted.
Stacy wrapped her hand back around his cock and resumed stroking it. The girl in the video had her brother's hard penis all the way in her mouth and down her throat. She fucked her own face with it, while rivulets of saliva drooled from her mouth out and around his crotch.
"Do you think I'd be good at it?" Stacy asked.
"Yes!"
"Do you think I'd suck it better than your girlfriend?"
"Oh, fuck! "Trevor groaned, as his dick writhed in her hand. Stacy relaxed her grip, moved her hand to the base of his shaft, squeezed and stemmed the flow of his orgasm.
"Don't you fucking cum yet." Stacy hissed. "We have a long way to go. Remember your breathing."
Trevor nodded and worked himself back into his mental space, which was complicated by Stacy's hand gripping his shaft and sliding back up to fist his cockhead again.
"That was so exciting, wasn't it?"
Trevor breathed and watched the girl in the video push her mouth down to the base of her brother's cock. The man gripped her head in his hands and came into her throat. He watched the girl gulp and guzzle as the load of sperm rocketed into his sister's clenching, wet throat.
"Do you want your girlfriend to do that for you, baby?" Stacy asked.
Trevor nodded as the next video began to play. It was the same couple, but this time the girl was on her back on the bed. Her breasts were bare, and the man was groping them as she hung her head off of the edge of the bed. He pushed his penis into her mouth and pumped it in and out. The soft sounds of the girl's "gluk... gluk... gluk..." each time he pushed it in filled the room.
"That's so sexy." Stacy said. "Look at the way his big sister pleases his cock. It's like her mouth is a warm pussy just for him. It feels so good, the way her throat accepts his penis like that. He's so lucky to have that warm mouth to fuck whenever he wants, isn't he?"
"Yeah..." Trevor said, gripping his chair as Stacy fisted his crown.
"You want your girlfriend to be able to do that for you, don't you?"
"Yeah..."
"Do you think she will? Will her little mouth be able to take your whole cock like that while you play with her tits?"
"I... I don't know..." Trevor said.
"Do you think I could take a big cock like that?"
"Yeah..."
"You're right. I love that. I've had lots of guys fuck my throat just like that while they groped my tits. It's so hot."
Trevor's cock leaked in her hand and she relaxed her fist on his head, stroked it back down to the base of his shaft. The man methodically used his sister's mouth for long minutes, stroking his dick in and out, in and out, his hands mauling her breasts, twisting and slapping her nipples.
"You can't put your cock in my mouth, though, can you?"
Trevor shook his head.
"Because I'm your sister, and it's not right to fuck your sister's slutty mouth, is it?"
"No..."
"He gets to put his cock in his sister's mouth, though. How come he gets to do that?"
"He... She let him."
"She doesn't care that it's wrong to suck her brother's cock, does she?"
"No."
"It's exciting to do things that are wrong sometimes, isn't it?"
"Yeah... "
"You let your sister jerk you off, didn't you?" Stacy asked.
Trevor shook in his chair and bit his lip as Stacy jerked him faster.
"Does it feel good, baby?"
"Yes!"
"We're going to practice this a lot, so you can learn control. Do you want me to help you practice?"
"Yes!"
"Isn't it wrong to let your sister jerk you off?"
"Yeah... "
"But you're doing it anyway, aren't you?"
He nodded.
"Is it because you think your big sister is hot?"
"Yes!" He admitted.
"You don't care that it's wrong. You just want your hot sister to play with your dick."
"Oh, fuck! Don't stop."
"Uh uh." Stacy chided and slowed her pace. "Get it together. Don't you cum in your sister's hand."
Between the stroking, and Stacy's dirty talk, and the image of the couple on the screen, Trevor was fighting with everything he had not to cum. She rolled his balls in her hand and squeezed the base of his penis gently. The man exploded into his sister's sucking mouth, burying his shaft in her throat, his hands squeezing her tits roughly. Trevor could see the girl's throat working, swallowing shot after shot of her brother's creamy jizz.
"She's so good at that." Stacy said, "You can see why he doesn't care if it's dirty, can't you? He can use his hot sister's mouth to cum in any time he needs it."
"Yeah..."
"It's not fair that he has his own mouth slut and you don't, is it?"
Trevor groaned, his cock twitching in her hand as she resumed her stroking. The next video was the same couple, but this time the brother rubbed his cockhead on his sister's wet, open pussy lips. The girl panted with excitement as he teased her cunt with his spongy crown.
"Fuck, that's so sexy." Stacy said, and drizzled more lube into her hands. "He's going to push his cock into his big sister. Watch."
Trevor watched the man push forward. His sister's soft lips parted around his penis, and the sound of their shared moans of pleasure played from the speakers.
"Sometimes I wish I had a dick, just so I could feel how good a warm, slick pussy feels around it." Stacy mused. "I love to feel cock in my pussy. It feels so good to have a hot guy pound his cock into me and treat me like his whore. If you weren't my brother, I'd let you fuck your cock into me right now."
"Oh, God!"
"Oh, my God, baby. You like that idea, don't you? You little pervert. I already told you we're not gonna fuck. You need to learn how to fuck your girlfriend, remember?"
"I... yeah..."
"Just out of curiosity," Stacy said, as though the thought had only now occurred to her, "if you had us both naked on your bed, which one of us would you fuck?"
"I... Oh, fuck... fuck!"
"Which one, baby? Which pussy would you want to feel around your cock? Do you think your girlfriend would be fun? She's so tiny and pretty. You could suck on those hard little nipples while you made her a woman. That's so sexy."
"Stacy... I... I can't...."
"If you could fuck me, I'd let you grab my tits and pound this big dick into me as hard and for as long as you wanted. I love to fuck so much, baby. God, I wish you weren't my brother so we could fuck every day."
"Oh! Oh, God! I can't... " Trevor lost his battle. His whole body convulsed as Stacy stroked him off. He gripped the chair, white-knuckled, and unleashed one of the most mind-blowing eruptions of semen he could remember. The first shot hit Stacy square in the face, and she aimed his cock downward, her mouth open, eyes shining with excitement, so that the rest of his ejaculation sprayed across her tits. It soaked into her top, pooled between her cleavage, dripping down the valley in sluggish runnels of white.
"Oh, fuck, that's so much, baby!" She said excitedly, jerking his spurting cock onto her tits.
When she'd finished milking the last drops of his cum, she pulled out her phone and took a selfie. In the photo, she held his half-hard cock in her hand. Her face, top, and cleavage were coated in semen. She showed it to Trevor.
"Wow! You did so good. I'm frankly surprised that you held out that long. There may be hope for you yet. You should get cleaned up. See you in the morning."
She left Trevor coated in his own cum, sitting in the chair, unable to process what had just taken place. Stacy shut the door, padded quietly down the hall, and opened the door to her parent's room.
Chapter 12: Shark Attack
It was Saturday morning, and Trevor stared through bleary eyes at his phone screen. He'd only just awoken, and texted Mary to invite her over, eager to see her new look in person.
"My mom is making me go to the church pantry to help this afternoon. :( " She replied, "Then we have to clean everything up and put away all the stuff the volunteers bring in."
"That sucks. I'm sorry." Trevor said. "Tomorrow after church?"
"Potluck. Tomorrow night?"
"Deal. Have fun at the pantry. Love you."
"Thanks. I won't."
He flopped back onto the bed and went to his next message. His best friend, Rob, invited him to a party tonight. He felt a little guilty, since they hadn't spent much time together the last week, and Rob was going off to college in the fall, out of state. There wouldn't be many more chances to hang out. He replied that he'd come. What else was he going to do? Stay home and play games? Let his sister jerk him off?
The memory of Stacy's dirty handjob made his dick hard. Of course, he knew that Stacy had just been working him up, trying to get him excited so that he would learn how to control his ejaculation. She hadn't really meant those things she'd said. Still, he touched his stiff member and remembered. Enough! He wasn't going to lay in bed and jerk off thinking about his sister. That was just a little fantasy for when Stacy was helping him learn. He needed to shower.
A short while later, he came downstairs to find the house empty. On the family note board on the fridge, he discovered that his father was out golfing, and his mother had been called in for a shift at the hospital. There was no mention, or sign of Stacy. Apparently, yoga classes were not being held on Saturday. He felt disappointed by that. He was enjoying them, and not just because of Stacy's form-fitting workout clothes.
He prepared a bowl of cereal and took a seat on the couch, flipping on the TV as his sleep-addled teenage brain started to wake up. He was absentmindedly flipping through channels when the front door opened. A moment later, Stacy walked in, sweat gleaming on her tanned skin. She was dressed in a pair of jogging shorts and a sports bra, a sweatband around her forehead. She flopped down on the couch next to him, and took a long pull from a water bottle.
"Morning." Trevor said, consciously avoiding ogling her sweaty body.
"Hey." She replied, winded.
For several moments she was quiet, getting her breath back. Finally, she asked, "So, what are you up to today?"
He shrugged and replied, "Mom and dad are gone for the day. Mary's at some church pantry thing with her mom. No plans until later."
"What happens later?" Stacy asked.
"Rob invited me to some party. His older brother's home from college and he's throwing a party out at their lake place."
"How is Robbie? I haven't seen him in ages."
Trevor laughed. His buddy hated it when Stacy called him Robbie.
"He's good. Leaving for school in the fall, so I don't have much more time to see him. I figured it beats staying inside and playing games or... something."
Stacy grinned, but said nothing.
"So, a party, huh?" Stacy asked.
"Um, yeah?"
"Brother from college, hmm?"
Trevor turned from the TV and said, "Yeah?"
"Maybe, brother from college also has friends at party?"
"Well, yeah, I guess."
"Could this party use some hot girls?" Stacy asked, her eyebrows perking up.
Trevor grinned and said, "What party doesn't need hot girls?"
"How would you like to be the guy that brought the pussy to the party?" Stacy asked, bouncing a little in her seat. "Maybe Tara and Amy?"
Trevor was already sending a message to Rob. The reply came seconds later.
"Why are you asking? Bring girls! Every fucking girl!"
"He seems to like the idea." Trevor said.
"When do we leave?" She asked.
"Not for a while."
"I'm going to clean up and recruit. Meet me in your room in... an hour."
"Ok? Why?"
"Do you want to practice or not?" She asked.
Trevor's penis made him nod his head.
"I thought you might. Who knows. All those hot girls at the party, you never know what can happen."
She winked at him.
"You do remember that I have a girlfriend?"
"Handjobs aren't cheating." Stacy stated, as though there were no argument, "for that matter, neither are blowjobs. 1 hour."
She dashed from the room, already dialing her phone.
An hour later, Trevor nervously sat on his bed staring at the door. His poor penis was so hard just thinking about what was about to happen. When had he become such a pervert, sitting alone with a hardon, waiting for his sister to come in and jerk him off? He told himself it was for a good cause. He was learning how to be a good lover. It wasn't just for him. It was for him and Mary.
The door opened, and Stacy let herself in. Trevor was slack-jawed as his sister approached, casually texting on her phone, as though she was not dressed only in a bra and panties, preparing to play with her brother's penis. She stood in front of him, ignoring him as she typed. Trevor's eyes wandered up and down her body. Finally, she put the phone aside and put her hands on her hips.
"You should probably take off your shorts." She said.
Trevor nodded and quickly stripped himself. Stacy crawled onto the bed, and lay on her side, head resting on one of his pillows. She patted the space next to her. Trevor joined her. She took his hand and placed it on her heart, then did the same with hers.
"Get your head in the right place first, just like we practiced."
Trevor shut his eyes and got into his mental space again.
"Good." Stacy said. "That's so good, baby."
His heart calmed, became steady, and then he felt Stacy's lips on his. He kept his eyes closed and recalled the first lesson, taking things slow, teasing her mouth with his, until he felt her little tongue snake out and begin to explore his mouth. His hands went to her hip, where the thin fabric of her panties stretched across her warm skin.
"I want you to touch me, just like that. We're going to combine both lessons, this time. Remember your breathing."
Trevor nodded, and let his hands roam over her body. Stacy cupped her hand and let saliva pool into it, then made a fist and grasped his penis. She kissed him again as her hand began to stroke his cock. Trevor made his circuit on her skin, up her back, to her neck, down her arm, back again, tracing her curves lightly as she jerked his cock.
"That feels so good. I love the way you touch me." He said in her ear, and felt her quiver under his touch. He felt proud of himself for remembering his lesson.
"I love your cock so much." She whispered back, and stroked him faster. "Were you thinking about last night?"
"Yeah... "
"You shot cum all over your sister, didn't you?"
"Yeah... "
She fisted his crown until she felt his body tense, and then stroked down and gripped his shaft, her fingers playing lightly with his balls.
"You did so good." she said. "You held off for so long, even when I was being a naughty tease."
They locked lips again and made out hotly, while Stacy worked him up to the edge. When she felt him begin to pant into her mouth, she backed off and slowed her movements.
"Did you think I was being serious, when I said that I'd let you fuck me, if you weren't my brother?"
"No... " Trevor said, a hint of disappointment in his voice.
"Good. You know that we can't fuck, don't you?"
"Yeah... "
"It's wrong to fuck your sister."
"Yeah... "
"Why can't we fuck?"
"You're my sister." He said.
Her hand pumped his shaft faster, the slick saliva squishing between her fingers.
"There are other brothers who get to fuck their sisters."
He nodded.
"How come you can't?"
"I... You wouldn't let me." He said, his cock aching in her hand.
"Why not?" She asked, stroking back his dark hair lovingly.
"It's wrong." He answered.
"It's so wrong."
He nodded as she worked her fist around his cockhead.
"Is it wrong to touch your sister's body, and let her stroke your cock?"
"Yeah... "
"Then why are we doing it?"
"So... so I can learn... how to do it right."
"I'm teaching you how to be a good lover, aren't I?"
He nodded. His cock leaked on her hand, and she backed off. For long minutes, she kissed him, her tongue writhing sensually in his mouth as she repeatedly brought him to the edge of cumming, then backed off.
"Why am I teaching you, baby?"
"So I can be good at it." He answered, his brain in a sex-fog.
"I want you to be good at fucking." She whispered in his ear. "You can't fuck me, though, can you?"
"No."
"You want to, don't you? You want to push your fat cock into me and see what it feels like, don't you?"
"I... I don't... "
"What if I wanted it? Would you fuck me if I really wanted it, baby?"
"No... I can't."
"If you weren't my brother, you could fuck me. Would you like that?"
"Yeah... " He groaned, and nearly lost it. His penis was right on the verge, again, and he knew that Stacy was ramping up the dirty talk to try to get him to blow. He fought it, focused on his breathing, and made it through.
"Good. That's so good." She praised him. "You shouldn't cum yet. This is so much fun, isn't it?"
"Yeah... "
"You've been thinking about fucking pussy all week, haven't you?"
"Uh huh... "
"Why can't you fuck your girlfriend?"
"She's... she's afraid."
"You have a big dick, and she's afraid of it." Stacy agreed, a hint of pity in her voice. "Do you think I'm afraid of it?"
"No."
"You have a beautiful cock. Sometimes I think about sucking it. I think about sucking my brother's cock like the girls in the pornos, and it makes my pussy so wet."



She smacked her lips against his again, and took him to the edge, backed off. Trevor pumped his hips, fucking her fist as he thought about how it would feel to have his penis sucked.
"I love sucking cock." Stacy said. "Why won't you let me suck your cock, baby?"
"It's wrong." He breathed.
"What if I asked you to let me suck it? Would you let me suck it for you if I asked really nice?"
"I... I don't know!"
"Lots of boys let their sisters suck their cock. I'm really good at it. Do you want to see how good I am, baby?"
"Y...yes! Oh, fuck!"
After nearly half an hour of having his cock edged by Stacy's expert hand, while she played with his mind, Trevor couldn't hold back. He growled and blasted Stacy's stomach with thick ropes of semen, coating her hand. She directed his spurting cock toward her panties, and kissed him hard as he sprayed his remaining load onto her panties, covering the crotch in hot jizz. Stacy continued milking him dry, her tongue in his mouth as he squeezed her breast in his hand.
She, at last, pulled away and stroked back his sweaty hair.
"Good job." She said clinically. "You're getting better. Just remember your breathing, and don't let all that dirty talk get into your head. Girls like to fuck with your mind. They want you to get super hard and horny, until you can't take it anymore and fuck them good."
Trevor stared back at her in awe, his mind drifting lazily in post-orgasmic bliss.
"I'm super hungry. Do you wanna order chinese?" she asked, wiping his cum from her hand onto her bra.
He nodded robotically.
"Great! I'm going to change, and then I'll order. You might want another shower."
She bounced off of the bed and left, leaving his door open.
A few hours later, suitably dressed in a nice polo, Trevor sat on the couch texting with Rob. Stacy made her entrance, and he couldn't help but gawk.
"What do you think?" She asked, and did a little twirl.
Her body was encased in a tight black dress that had long angled slits along her body, showing off plenty of skin, while keeping all the best parts hidden. It was truly boner-inducing. The doorbell rang, and she hurried off without waiting for a verbal reply. The sound of excited girls greeting each other and jabbering from the entryway signaled the arrival of her friends. It sounded like more than just two of them. Curious, Trevor edged his way toward the door.
"Hey Trev!" Tara cried, and clicked across the floor to wrap her arms around him.
"Hey Tara." He replied, hugging her back awkwardly.
He looked over her shoulder. Yes, there were certainly more than 2 friends. He saw Amy, Stacy's other bestie, a sexy brunette who he'd heard had something of a slutty reputation. She hugged his sister, filed in, and was followed by three more girls. Trevor had rarely seen so many gorgeous women in one place, and all of them dressed in similarly sexy dresses or mini skirts to Stacy's.
Tara followed his gaze and said, "I think your arrival at the party is going to be an event."
He nodded. He was going to be heralded like Jesus feeding the masses. Stacy watched each of her friends make little cooing noises over her handsome brother, pawing at his hair, giving him flirty little pats and pokes, and making him turn red with embarrassment. When they'd had their fill of teasing him, they bundled into a pair of SUVs.
Trevor found himself stuck in a middle seat in the back row of Tara's Lincoln, wedged between Stacy and Amy. A blonde girl named Rachel rode shotgun with Tara. Trevor gave her the address of the lake house, which she punched into her GPS, texted to the second car, and the journey began.
Trevor had never been in this situation, packed into a vehicle with four extremely gorgeous women, a few years his senior, all of whom were party veterans. He soon learned that girl talk did consist of a lot of dicks and clothes. Amy, in particular, seemed to have a lot to say about a lot of dicks. Dicks without clothes. On her, in her, over her, under her. Her reputation as a slut seemed to be well-deserved. The other women ate it up, squealing and laughing, joking about her filthy adventures.
Stacy leaned in to Trevor's ear and whispered, "Amy has seven brothers, and they're all fucking her."
Trevor stared ahead, his hands in his lap. Oh, God! He glanced at Amy out of the corner of his eye. Was Stacy just fucking with him again? Stacy leaned across him, pressing her tits into his side, and caught Amy's attention. The blare of the music was such that it was hard for the girls in the front to hear.
"I was just telling Trevor about your brothers." Stacy said, and grinned at him.
"Oh, yeah!" Amy exclaimed. "They call me airtight Amy." She winked. "Your sister is super hot, Trev. Are you two fucking?"
"That's so dirty!" Stacy said, and slapped her arm. "Don't try to corrupt my sweet little brother. He's a good boy. We can't fuck, can we Trev?"
He shook his head, his cock hard.
"It's just a little family fun." Amy pouted. "God, I used to tease the hell out of them, wearing miniskirts with no panties, playing with my pussy in the living room, all kinds of things. They eventually just got tired of it, and gang banged the shit out of me."
Trevor had no idea what to say to that.
"You know what they say." Amy added, "Incest is best!"
"She's a total slut." Stacy whispered in his ear. "She'll seriously blow you if you ask. Or give you pussy. You could have that sexy pussy wrapped around your cock right now, if you just asked. She'd climb right over the seat and fuck the life out of you."
Stacy's hand stroked up and down his leg, perilously close to his cock.
"Your sister is so sexy." Amy suddenly whispered in his other ear. "Why aren't you fucking?"
"I have a girlfriend." He said, knowing how lame it sounded.
"Is she as hot as Stacy?" Amy asked.
"She's... she's really cute." Trevor mumbled, and looked away.
"Quit trying to cocktease him." Stacy said with a wicked smile. "He's a loyal virgin boyfriend."
The word virgin was like tossing raw, bloody meat into a pool of hungry sharks. All of Stacy's friends looked at him. Tara turned the music down.
"Shut the fuck up!" Rachel said. "He's so god-damned cute! Jesus, Stacy. If he were my brother, I'd be riding him nightly. Just look at that puppy dog face."
Stacy laughed and wrapped her arms around him protectively.
"Back up bitches!" She said, "I'm not going to let you corrupt him." She turned to him and continued, "Trev, just ignore them. They only wish they had a guy that was actually sweet and kind. They just get dumb studs with more dick than brains, who only know how to pound pussy. You're fucking perfect the way you are."
She kissed his head, and kept her arms around him.
"Awww!" Tara cooed. "She's right, Trev. You always were a sweetie. I'm sorry I called you a drooling pervo that one time." Then, aside to Rachel she said, "When we were freshman in high school, Trevor picked flowers for both of us for Valentine's day, and made us both cards."
Trevor thought he might die of embarrassment.
She went on, "Do you remember, Trev?"
"Um, yeah."
"He wrapped them up and gave one to Stacy and I, and told us that we were way prettier than all the girls in his class."
Stacy added, "And he saved change that he found all year so that he could buy us chocolates."
"Oh my God!" Rachel said, "That's so cute! Trevor, you have an open invitation to get your dick sucked tonight. Pick any girl at the party, and I promise you, they're swallowing anything you want to give them."
Trevor looked at Stacy. The look was actually one of fear from the press of aggressive sexual energy buffeting him from every woman in the car, but the girls seemed to take it as his choice of whose mouth he wanted to cum in and broke into a fit of squeaks and laughter.
"Not me, baby." Stacy said, "Your sister can't suck your big cock off."
"I didn't... "
"Did you say he's got a big dick, too?" Tara, asked.
"How would you know, you slut?" Amy asked good-naturedly.
"His girlfriend told me." Stacy lied, and winked at him.
"Lucky girl." Rachel said, and sighed.
"That's the pretty little redhead you were with the other day, right?" Tara asked.
"Yeah." Trevor answered.
"Is she into girls? If she's not, I'd like to get her interested!" Tara said.
"Uh, no. She's not like that."
"Can we see it?" Amy asked, and the girls got quiet.
"What?" Trevor asked, as Amy dropped her hand to his lap and stroked his cock through his jeans.
"See it." Amy repeated. "Can we see how big it is?"
He looked at Stacy.
"It's your cock, baby." Stacy said, and shrugged. "No one here is gonna object if you wanna whip it out." She leaned in to whisper, "If Amy sees that thing, she's not going to be able to keep her hands off it."
"Stacy should pull it out." Rachel said with a challenging smirk.
"Yeah, Stacy!" Tara cried, "Pull that dick out for us. Please Trevor?"
Amy's hand fondled his cock through his jeans, making it harder. Oh, shit! What was he supposed to do? Stacy's friends were practically salivating at the idea of seeing his penis, and Amy was really making it difficult to say no. Stacy's hand stroked the back of his neck teasingly, and her hand was on his leg. Her big breasts were pressed against his side, and her breath was hot in his ear.
"Do you want me to pull your cock out for my friends?" She whispered. "Three hot girls are begging for your dick, baby. Four, because you know how much I love that dick."
Stacy's hand joined Amy's, rubbing his bulge.
"That's so fucking hot." Rachel said.
Amy snapped the button on his jeans, and Stacy unzipped them. Trevor tried to enter his mental space, to control his rapid breathing. The situation was quickly getting out of control. He could practically feel the heat of four aroused women all eager to get his pants off. What the fuck was happening?
Stacy reached into his pants, while Amy pulled them down a bit to give her more space.
"Do it, Stacy." Rachel pushed. "Pull your brother's cock out for us."
Stacy toyed with his hard dick, wrapping her hand around it and stroking it through his boxer shorts. She slipped her hand into the flap in the front, and he felt her warm hand touch his naked flesh. His mental space was a distant dream. There was just too much happening. His heart beat like a drum, blood pounding in his ears. Stay pulled his cock free of the confines of his shorts, out through the flap, and held it in her hand, stroking it up and down.
"Wow! Nice!" Rachel exclaimed.
"Oh, Trev!" Tara agreed.
"I guess she wasn't lying." Stacy chimed in.
"You have such a sexy cock!" Amy whispered. "Will your girlfriend mind if I suck it?"
"I shouldn't." He said. It was one of the hardest decisions of his life.
Amy took his cock away from Stacy, and began to fondle it, pushing his loyalty to its limits. With one word, he could be having his first blowjob, and not from some girl with no experience. He'd be getting sucked off by a veteran blowjob queen, in front of a car full of gorgeous college girls, two of which would eagerly switch places with her just for the fun of it.
"Ok." Stacy said, "That's enough." She put her hand on Amy's hand, and gently removed it from Trevor's boner.
"Yeah." Amy said sadly. "I know. If anyone should suck it, it should be you, anyway."
All of the girls cackled with delight, until Tara finally said, "Trevor, you really are a special guy. Your girlfriend is super lucky. That's some kind of will you have, to turn that down. Amy always wins the cum races."
"C... cum races?" He stammered, and Stacy put his cock back into his shorts.
"To see who can make a guy cum the fastest with nothing but their mouth." Rachel explained. "Want to know who usually gets second?"
"That would be me." Stacy whispered in his ear, and zipped up his pants.
The girls all squealed at the look of shock on his face.
"Tara reached around, found his knee, patted it, and said, "Sorry Trev. You can't expect a cute guy to get stuck in a car with four horny girls, and not get teased to the brink of death. Please don't be mad."
"I'm not mad." he said, trying to sound casual, but his voice quavered.
"Just think of it as preparation for college." Rachel added. "A cutie like you is going to have all the girls he can handle. I hope you've got some control over that thing."
"He'll learn." Stacy said, and winked at him.
"How much further?" Amy asked. "I'm seriously horny, now."
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Chapter 13: Blown Away
The two SUVs pulled up onto the grass in front of Rob's family's lake house. The place was more of a large cabin, with an expansive deck that led down to the lakefront, where two small boats were docked. The sound of music pumping from a stereo echoed across the water. A few people milled about on the front lawn, holding beer cans or bottles, smoking cigarettes. The majority of the hoots and hollers came from the back deck, though. Evening approached.
The small squad of women, with Trevor in tow, emerged from the vehicles. The few people on the lawn openly stared as the retinue trapsed across the lawn, and rounded the house. Trevor led the way toward the deck, his arms around Tara and Amy's waists. He felt like a king. They took the wide steps up to the deck, and the party-goer's attention shifted to the new arrivals. Trevor counted, maybe, a dozen people on the deck, including Rob and his brother, Juan.
The two of them were part Hispanic, with light brown skin and dark hair. Very handsome. Rob approached his friend with wide eyes, and pulled him in for a hug.
"Amigo," he said into his ear, "You are a fucking hero!"
Trevor smiled back, and Rob stepped aside, motioning to his brother.
"You know Juan." he said.
Juan gave Trevor a nod, and a thumbs-up, his grin broad.
"Good to see you brought the party, Trevor!" He said.
Stacy stepped forward and wrapped Rob in her arms.
"Ayi, Stacy!" He said smoothly. "Good to see you, mama. Sexy as ever."
"Robbie." She said, and ruffled his dark hair.
Juan approached and gave Stacy a friendly kiss on either cheek, saying, "This is the gorgeous Stacy mi hermano has had a crush on for so long, eh? Tan hermosa! Rob did not tell me you were like una diosa. A goddess."
"Más como un demonio." Stacy replied with a grin. More like a devil.
Juan's eyebrows raised, and his grin broadened further.
"You are all welcome here. Who are your lovely friends, mi amor?"
He put his arm around Stacy's waist, and turned to the other women. Stacy named them off in turn.
"Rob," Juan called, and his brother appeared, "You can see to drinks for all the bellas chicas?"
"Absolutely! Trev?"
Trevor and his friend took the ladies inside, as Juan swept Stacy away toward his private cooler. Soon after, the women were milling through the crowd, drinks in hand. Rob and Trevor cracked a beer. Trevor had only had a few drinks in his life, and beer wasn't very good, he thought, but he didn't want to be rude.
"Dude," Rob said, "How in the fuck did you pull this off?"
Trevor shrugged. "It wasn't really my idea. It was all Stacy."
Rob cast a glance over to where Stacy was giggling at whatever his older brother was saying to her. There was plain envy on his face.
"Of course he'd be all over her. Bastard." Rob said.
"Stacy?"
"Yeah, dude. You know your sister is totally banging. Sorry, my friend, but you know that."
"Yeah, well, I'm pretty sure she's not going to pick a guy fresh out of high school over some college dude. Sorry, bud."
Just then, Stacy broke away, giving Juan a peck on the cheek. She started over in their direction, snagging Tara by the arm on her way.
"Oh, shit!" Rob muttered. "They are coming this way. Dios me salve!"
Trevor looked a question his way, but he only shook his head and tried to act casual. Stacy draped her arm over Rob's shoulder, and Tara put hers around Trevor's waist.
"Thanks so much for the invitation, Robbie." Stacy said. "Your brother is really nice. Bad choice of cologne, though."
Rob laughed. "It's that stinky shit from the mercado." He said, shaking his head sadly. "I tell him it smells like donkey piss, but he does not listen."
That brought a laugh from all of them.
"I hear that you're leaving for school in the fall." Stacy said, making conversation.
Tara squeezed Trevor's butt playfully, making him jump. He shot her a sheepish look, but she only grinned.
"Would you care to escort me to the bar, baby?" Tara asked him. "I could use another."
"Sure." Trevor agreed, leaving his sister with Rob.
When they returned, Rob was posted up on one of the outdoor couches with Stacy in his lap. They were speaking Spanish.
Trevor and Tara sat across from them on another couch. The gorgeous blonde made herself comfortable in Trevor's lap, draping her arm around his neck. Trevor cracked a grin at his friend, who was completely under Stacy's spell.
"She's got that look." Tara said.
Trevor raised an eyebrow in question.
"That's her 'you are going to get your dick sucked' look. Robbie is in for quite the evening. Hope he jerked off today, or it's going to be a short evening."
"No way." Trevor stated flatly. "She wouldn't do that. To Rob?" He shook his head in denial, but he watched the way Stacy giggled and touched his best friend playfully. She teased the rim of her beer bottle with her tongue, giving him flirty eyes over it as she sipped.
Tara watched his face taking it in.
"Oh my God!" She whispered. "You're totally jealous!"
Trevor snapped his gaze to her.
"N...no I'm not! That's... she's my sister!"
Tara's soft, mocking giggle in his ear sent a shiver down his spine.
"Do you really think I can't tell when a guy is jealous, baby? I've made plenty of them feel that way. You want it. I can feel how hard you are right now, just thinking about your sister sucking cock."
She wiggled her ass against his crotch. Stacy stroked her nails down Rob's chest, inching closer to his dick.
"I'm not." Trevor denied it, but he knew he didn't sound convincing. He was thinking about it. He did want it to be him. After all the petting, kissing, the way she'd played with his cock, all the dirty things she'd said during his lessons. It should be him with his cock in Stacy's mouth.
"It's going to happen soon." Tara said.
Stacy leaned in close to Rob's ear and whispered something that made his eyes glaze over. He gave a quick nod of his head. Stacy pressed her lips against Rob's and Trevor knew from experience that she was putting her tongue into his mouth.
"See?" She said, pushing her ass against his hardon. "Give it just a minute. She'll make an excuse, probably to get a tour of the house. Wait for it."
Stacy's hand rubbed the bulge in Rob's pants, and then she broke their kiss. She stood up, took a swallow from her bottle, and then Rob got to his feet behind her.
"Rob's gonna show me around a bit." Stacy said, then to Tara, "You don't mind keeping Trev company for a while?"
"Of course not." Tara agreed, smirking. "He's in good hands."
"Lead the way, Robbie." Stacy said.
Rob cast Trevor an almost apologetic look, and led Stacy inside.
Once they were gone, Tara gave Trevor a teasing smile and said, "There you go."
Trevor couldn't hide the look of disappointment on his face. Tara ran her hands through his hair.
"Oh, Trev. Don't be so glum. We can find somewhere to play, too."
She kissed his lips, but he didn't respond. She sighed.
"Wow! You've really got it bad. Ok. How about we go listen in?"
"What?"
"Yeah. We follow them, and listen in. I doubt they'll be so indiscreet as to leave a door open, but it would be really hot to listen to your sister suck your buddy's cock. What do you say?"
"I... I don't know."
"Well, I know. I want to listen. Are you coming?"
She stood up and offered her hand. Trevor took it, and let her lead him into the house. Tara seemed to either have some kind of Stacy location sense, or they just thought enough alike these days that she knew the kind of place Stacy might pick. Probably both. Tara scanned the room. No real privacy here. She spotted a staircase, and led Trevor to it. A few of the party goers gave them knowing glances as they went up. On the second floor ran a hallway with four doors. The nearest, on their left, was closed. Across from it, the door was open.
The closed door did practically nothing to muffle the sounds of a girl moaning and spitting filth.
"We found Amy." Tara said with certainty. "And probably no less than four of the male guests." She added.
Trevor flushed. They walked a few more feet. The next door on the left was also open, which left only the closed door across from it. Tara put her finger to her lips and then placed her ear against the door. Her eyebrows went up, and a fiendish smile crossed her lips. She nodded, and motioned Trevor to do likewise.
He shouldn't. It was wrong. He shouldn't be spying on his sister, or imagining her sexy lips pleasuring his friend's cock. He put his ear to the thin wood of the door and heard Rob's voice muttering in Spanish as he groaned. The low sound of wet sucking reached their ears. Tara's eyes lit up and she suppressed a giggle.
"Just wait. Any second now."
A second later, they heard Stacy's voice say, "God, you don't know how long I've been waiting to do this, Robbie. You were hiding this fat cock from me for so long. Didn't you think I wanted to suck it, baby?"
"Stacy, mama, I have dreamed of you for years. I...ah! Aaaawww!"
The sounds of slow, sensual sucking continued, mixed with the low groans of pleasure.
"This is so fucking hot!" Tara whispered.
As sick as it was, Trevor had to agree. He'd never spied on someone doing something like this. He couldn't help the sick feeling in his gut, though, thinking of Stacy's soft lips being used to pleasure his friend. Tara rubbed her pussy under her skirt as she listened to Rob's obvious enjoyment. There came a wet pop, and they heard Stacy's voice again.
"Come over here." She said. "I want you to fuck my mouth."
Tara reached over and fondled Trevor's cock through his jeans. He didn't stop her. His attention was focused on painting a mental picture of what was happening from sound alone. They heard the two on the other side of the door shuffle across the floor, then the sound of a squeaky bed. A moment passed, then they heard the sound of, "gluk... gluk... gluk... " as Rob shoved his cock back into Stacy's mouth.
Trevor's shoulders slumped. He knew exactly what was happening. It was just like Stacy described while she was jerking his cock to the porno. He could see in his mind's eye his sister on her back, head hanging off the bed, her black hair sweeping across the floor as his friend mauled her tits and plunged his happy penis into her tightly sucking mouth.
"Let me suck you." Tara begged, her hand rubbing her pussy. "Please Trevor. This is so hot!"
Trevor shook his head, and said, "I... I can't. I'm sorry."
Tara rolled her eyes, shook her head, and whispered, "You really are a good boyfriend."
Instead, they continued to listen to the sounds of Rob pumping his cock into Stacy's mouth, as well as the occasional soft slap of his hand smacking her tits, and Stacy's muffled groans of pleasure. After several long minutes of this, they heard the wet squelching noises become more frantic. Rob began to mutter something in Spanish, and then he said, "I'm cumming, mama! Oh Dios mio!"
There was a quick shuffling about, and then another groan, louder this time, followed by the sounds of lude sucking and swallowing. Tara bit her lip and came on her hand as Trevor watched, his penis so stiff in his jeans that he felt like it would burst the seams. Tara took him by the arm and nodded down the hall. They crept away, and at the end of the hall she pushed him roughly against the wall and kissed him, pushing her tongue into his mouth. For a moment he was so shocked and aroused, that he simply responded out of reflex. Then, he regained his senses and pulled away. Tara looked disappointed, but she smiled at him kindly and hugged him.
"Come on." She said, "We should get back down."
They took the stairs, and Tara led him to the bar for another drink. This time, he took another beer. Together, they returned to their little couch, and resumed their position. Trevor kept stealing glances at the door. Tara was talking to him, but it seemed like it was coming from the background. He felt stupid. Why was he feeling jealous over his sister?
He knew that Stacy didn't see him that way. What they were doing was just her weird way of helping her awkward little brother. It didn't mean anything. He was just a horny idiot, letting his dumb dick get to him. Stacy wasn't his girlfriend. He had a girlfriend. His girlfriend was cute and sweet. Stacy was a slut with big tits and a dirty mouth. His cock responded happily to this thought, and that made him feel worse.
A few moments later, Stacy came through the door with a new drink in her hand. Rob followed her, but they split up. Trevor saw him walk to his brother, where they bumped fists and Juan's face broke out into a knowing grin. Stacy took a seat on the couch next to Trevor and Tara.
"Enjoy the tour?" Tara asked with a smirk.
"Yeah!" She said, "There wasn't much to see, and I don't think I'd come back, but it's a cute place."
Tara stood up and said, "I think I'm going to find Amy."
She kissed Trevor on his hair. Stacy turned to her brother, who was staring at the ground and twirling his half-empty bottle in his hand.
"You ok?" She asked.
"Hmm? Yeah. Fine."
"What's up?"
"Nothing."
"Come on. Show me the dock." She stood and held out her hand.
Trevor hesitated, then took it and stood. They walked down the steps to the dock, and stood in silence for a moment.
"Did you really have to... you know... do that... with him?"
Stacy was quiet for a minute, then replied, "Trev. I've sucked a lot of dicks. It didn't mean anything. Robbie's been lusting over me for years. I just wanted to give him a little going away present. I'm sorry if I hurt your feelings."
She touched his arm and seemed genuinely regretful.
"It's not that." He said, and shook his head, kicked a stray branch into the lake. "I'm just never gonna hear the end of it. He's gonna brag the rest of his life about how my sister gave him head." He rolled his eyes and shrugged, playing it off.
"Uh huh." Stacy said, unconvinced. "You're not jealous?"
"What? No!" he scoffed.
"This is my fault." She said. "I should have never started those stupid lessons. Now you're all hot for your sister. We should probably stop. I'm so sorry, Trev. Sometimes I get these ideas that sound great at the time, but they're actually pretty dumb."
Trevor felt a wave of panic. No more lessons?
"No!" He said, a bit too forcefully. "No. It wasn't a bad idea. I really appreciate it. I'm learning so much, and, well... I guess I just kind of felt like we were getting closer since you came home. It's my fault. I'm sorry."
She hugged him and said, "I feel the same way. It's a lot of fun, having a dirty little secret, isn't it?"
His penis hardened, and he nodded his head.
"Tell you what," She whispered, "When we get home, I'll make it up to you. I'll teach you something really special. Just remember... "
"We're not going to fuck." Trevor said, and shivered.
"Even though it would be really hot, we're not going to fuck."
Chapter 14: How to Make a Girl Your Slave
The drive home proved far less eventful than the drive in. The girls were tired now, having slaked their lust with boys from the party and alcohol. Amy, in particular, was nearly comatose, falling asleep on Trevor's shoulder. She'd borrowed someone's hoodie and a pair of sweatpants that were too big for her. Her own clothes had been so caked in jizz that they were unrecognizable, as though every man in the party had used them (and her) as a cum rag. Stacy dozed on his other shoulder as Tara drove. Rachel had her head resting against the window.
"Do you guys need to crash here?" Trevor asked kindly, as Tara pulled into the driveway.
"We'll be fine." She yawned, and gave him a tired smile.
He nodded, and walked to the house with Stacy. The lights of the SUV panned over the front door as she reversed, and drove away. Inside, Stacy giggled as she climbed the steps, holding the rail for support, slightly tipsy. Trevor, by contrast, had nursed two beers over the whole evening and was feeling no effect. At the top of the steps, she whispered, "Give me a few minutes, and I'll come to your room."
He nodded, went to the bathroom, and cleaned up. He waited in the dim light of his room for several minutes, and then Stacy crept inside, shutting his door quietly and locking it. She was dressed in a long black robe. Stacy pushed him onto his back on the bed, and crawled up next to him.
"Thanks for the party." She said softly, and kissed him.
He let her probe his mouth with her tongue, his dick stiffening in his boxers. After a few minutes of this, she pulled away and whispered, "Are you ready to learn something new?"
He nodded eagerly.
"Take off your clothes." She hissed, and he quickly complied.
She pointed to the ground, and he knelt on the floor. Stacy sat up, and undid the belt on her robe. She peeled it off of her shoulders, then let it fall. Trevor gawked openly at her naked body. Even during the previous lessons, she'd never let him see her naked. She'd always left her bra and panties on, or been in her bikini. His eyes were wide with wonder at his first look at a real naked woman.
She stroked his hair and said seductively, "Do you want to know how to make a woman your slave?"
He nodded.
"You're going to make me beg for your dick." She said.
"I am?"
She nodded and continued, "You're going to learn how to eat pussy."
He stared in wonder, eyes dropping to her closed legs. She parted them slightly, revealing her naked sex. It was beautiful, he thought.
"Come closer."
He inched closer. Stacy spread further. She took his hand and extended one finger, bringing it into contact with her wet slit.
"Slit." she said. "There's a lot of parts down there, and they all react differently. I'm going to teach you how to use them all to make me cum. Feel me."
Trevor carefully ran his finger through her slick channel, feeling the way it spread apart at his touch to reveal the soft, inner folds that were wet with her arousal. The smell of her was enticing, pleasant. He could feel the way her body trembled slightly when he touched the entrance to her pussy.
"We'll get to that part, too." She said, then took his thumb and guided it up to the top of her slit. She pulled back a little fleshy hood, and he saw a tiny button peaking out. Her clit, he knew. She grazed it lightly with his thumb and quivered.
"That's one of the magic spots." She said, "and the other one is inside. Clits are sensitive little things, and very finicky. Too much pressure and it hurts. Too little is just a tease. When you find the right balance, I'll let you know. They really like repetitive motion, so when you find the right technique, you hone in on it and you keep it up like a clock keeping time. I want you to lick me, from the bottom to the top, and then use the tip of your tongue on the clit. For me, little circles work best, but everyone is different. The fun comes from exploring, and learning what your woman likes. Trust me, there's no such thing as a bad time when getting your pussy licked, but there's also a masterful way to do it. You're going to be a master."
He nodded.
"Lick."
Trevor stuck his tongue out and licked from the bottom of Stacy's wet pussy, running his flat tongue up her moist channel, coating it with her delicious cream, until he felt the tip of his tongue touch her clit. He wriggled his tip against it, moving it in slow circles that made her sigh with delight. She reached down and took his hands, placed them on her bare legs.
"Don't ignore the rest of her." She instructed. "It's like we learned before. You can't use your mouth to get into her head, but you can use your hands to work on the rest of her. Legs, tummy, thighs, breasts. Just keep them moving and touching."



He did, sliding his palms along her legs, until he reached her tummy. Stacy lay on her back, and he moved his hands up to her belly. His tongue drew repeated circles on her clit, and she purred happily. Her hands covered his own, and drew them up further, until they touched her breasts. He rolled her nipples in his fingers, careful not to press too hard.
"Just like that." Stacy said. "That's so good."
Trevor kept up his rhythm with his tongue until he felt Stacy's body tense under his hands.
"God, you're gonna make me cum if you keep that up. Back off, and lick back down. Roll your tongue up, and push it inside me, then use the tip like you're crooking a finger."
Trevor was confused. He thought the point of this was to make her cum, but he followed instructions.
"That's it." Stacy said breathily, "You want her to cum, but you don't want it too fast. You want her to beg for the dick."
She took his hand and brought his thumb down to her clit. It was a bit awkward, with his nose in the way, but he managed to fit it in there.
"Little circles, like with your tongue, while you're licking."
He did as he was told, circling his thumb lightly over her clit as he continued to lick out her insides. His face was smeared with her juices, but he was enjoying it. His penis was so stiff, screaming at him to push it inside that warm, wet hole. Instead, he continued his motions robotically, as he'd been told, until he felt Stacy tense again.
"Fuck, that's so good!" She hissed, her hips bucking gently against his mouth. "Now switch your tongue and your fingers. I want you to take two fingers, and push them into my pussy, while you lick my clit. Yes! Like that. Fuck! Feel the top of me, inside. There's a little rough patch. Yes! Fuck! Right there! Mmmm, that's so good, baby. Now, the same motion as with your tongue, like you're beckoning with it. Yes... oh, yes... just like that baby. Keep going!"
Trevor massaged that spot with his fingers as his tongue worked at her clit. His tongue was a bit tired, and his fingers felt cramped, but he pressed on. Stacy gripped the sheets in her fists, and her instructions stopped coming. He supposed that meant he was doing it right, so he kept going. Her pelvis bucked against his face and she moaned.
"Oh, godammit, baby, that's so good! Like that... oh, fuck, just like that... "
He kept it up, and with his one free hand he made a conscious effort to stroke her body, wherever he could reach. It was like trying to conduct a symphony while blind, he thought. All of this work just to get an orgasm was incredible. Girls were so complicated! He just had to look at boobs and pull on his cock, but this was a coordinated plan of attack that took military precision to pull off. He really wanted to be good at it, though, so he kept doing it.
"Oh, fuck!" Stacy cried, "Oh, fuck I want your dick, Trevor. I wish you could fuck me so bad." She whined, humping his face. "Fuck, I want it, baby. I want that hard dick. Don't stop!"
Trevor felt his cock leak a bit, hearing his sister begging for his dick. He considered what would happen if he did cross that line. He was sure that Stacy was just working him up, the way she always did, but he couldn't stop from thinking about putting his cock into this wonderful, wet, sucking hole. He didn't want to risk her stopping the lessons, though. He wanted to be good at this.
"Yes... fuck, yes... Oh, fuck, baby... keep going... almost... there... Mmmmmm! Oh, fuck!" Trevor felt her pussy contract around his fingers, and she let out a gasp of pure joy, and a peal of excited giggling as her body went rigid, and then thrashed on his fingers. She pushed his head away from her clit, and then a hot splash of clear girl cum spurted into his mouth, coating his lips and face. For a moment, he thought that she'd peed on him, but this certainly was not pee. His sister kept riding his fingers and gasping in pleasure, until finally, she began to settle. Her body went slack, and her hands ran playfully through his hair. He withdrew his fingers.
"Wow! Now, that was good." She whispered. "You actually made me squirt! Oh, man. Just... give me a minute... fuck."
He waited on his knees, examining Stacy's wet pussy, wiping her sex juice off his face with the back of his hand. Stacy sat up and curled her finger, beckoning him toward the bed. He stood, hovered over her, his stiff cock bouncing in front of him. She pulled him down and kissed him, tasting herself, then pulled him down on top of her, kissing, her hand on his chest, devouring his mouth. Trevor felt his cock bump against her warm pussy as he came down on top of her. The slickness of her cum coated his cock, and for just an instant he was sure that she was going to tell him to put it in. Instead, she rolled him onto his back and straddled his waist, trapping his penis between her wet pussy and his pelvis.
"We're going to be practicing that a lot more." She said, her eyes predatory as she gazed down at him.
Trevor was enthralled. He couldn't believe how magnificent her body was, and that look of pure excitement and sex she was giving him was like nothing he'd ever seen on another person's face. Jesus, his sister was hotter than any porn star, and here he was with his bare dick wet between her pussy lips, while she looked at him like he was about to be conquered. Maybe he already was.
"You're a natural pussy slut." She said, and giggled, making her breasts bounce. She layed on top of him, her naked tits squashing delightfully against his chest, and nuzzled his neck, saying, "I've had devout lesbians that didn't get me off as good as you did. Really. I can't believe that was your first time."
"Um, thanks." He said. "I just did like you told me. Maybe you're just a really good teacher?"
"You're so cute. Ok. Now, I want you to relax, alright? Try to keep control, and remember your breathing, but I just want you to have fun, ok?"
Curious, Trevor nodded. Stacy slithered down his body and padded over to the desk. He sat up, so that he could see her, or rather, so he could stare lustfully at her naked breasts some more. She came back with his bottle of lube, pointed to one of his pillows. He handed it to her and she dropped in on the floor, knelt, uncapped the bottle, and squeezed some into her hand. Trevor's penis jumped in anticipation, making Stacy laugh.
"I do love a happy penis." She said, and wrapped her hand around it.
She stroked his shaft up and down, coating it liberally with the slick lube as she watched his face.
"You really did a great job eating my pussy." She said, "Did you like it?"
"Yes. It tasted really good. And I liked the way it made you move. It was sexy."
"I want you to do it again, and again. Would you like that? Would you like to lick your sister's horny pussy every day until you're a master?"
"Uh huh... " He agreed, his brain falling into that sex-fog that Stacy's voice seemed to do to him.
"I'm so sorry that I sucked off your best friend tonight, baby." She said, rolling his balls in her hand. "That was so slutty. Your big sister is such a dumb slut, isn't she?"
"N.. no! You're not dumb." Trevor said.
"So, I'm a smart slut?"
"No! You're not a slut."
"Of course I am." She argued. "That's not a bad thing. I love being a slut. I love cock. I love fucking. I love your cock. It's perfect. Not small. Not too big. Perfect." She said all this while continued to stroke and fist his penis.
"Were you jealous of Robbie?"
She stared at his eyes and waited for an answer. Trevor bit his lip.
"No? You weren't jealous at all? You didn't want me to suck your cock, too?"
"No... I mean, yes. No, I wasn't jealous. Yes, I... did."
"You did what?"
"I... I wanted you to suck it."
"That's so dirty, baby." She groaned, and played with her pussy while she jerked his cock. "What if we teach your girlfriend to suck it? Do you think she will? Shouldn't she be naked on her knees stroking your cock, instead of your sister?"
"She... she's afraid." Trevor said, lamely.
"Poor baby." Stacy said, sadly. "There's nothing to be afraid of here. Your dick is so perfect. It's so big and warm, and it feels so sexy in my hand. I wish you weren't my brother so you could fuck me with it. Would you like that? Would you fuck me with it if you weren't my brother?"
"Yes... "
"You'd cheat on your girlfriend with me if I weren't your sister?" Stacy asked. "You'd spread my legs and push this fat cock inside my slutty pussy, and cheat on your girlfriend?"
Trevor gripped the sheets and breathed, holding on as Stacy stroked him harder. He made it through, then she slowed, and gave him a smile and a nod.
"That was so good, baby." She praised him. "You can eat my pussy, though, can't you?"
"Yeah... "
"You can eat my pussy, and I can jerk your cock off for you. We can kiss and touch, and it can be a dirty secret, huh?"
"Yeah... "
"We can be naked together, and you can touch my body until I cum."
"Oh, God!" His cock writhed in her hand, but she gripped his shaft hard and held him until his near-orgasm passed. Then, she sat up, and wrapped his lubricated penis between her breasts, and slid them down his shaft.
"Oh my God!" He exclaimed.
"We can be naked together, and you can fuck my tits, baby. You can put your cock right between my big tits and squeeze them together, just like this. Would you like to fuck my big tits and cum on them whenever you want?"
"Fuck... Yes!"
"How come you can't fuck your girlfriend's tits?" Stacy asked, jerking him off with her boobs.
Trevor flushed and said, "They're too small."
"I have nice big tits that you can fuck, though."
"Yeah... "
"You loved eating my pussy, didn't you?"
"Yeah... "
"I love stroking your big cock, so much. It's so dirty letting your big sister jerk your cock, isn't it."
Trevor bit his lip as her plush tits worked his cock up and down.
"My friends weren't afraid of your cock, were they?"
He shook his head.
"They all wanted to suck it. All my friends wanted to be naked with you and suck your cock. You wouldn't let them suck it, would you?"
"N... no."
"You're a good boyfriend, and you wanted your girlfriend to suck it for you, didn't you?"
"I... I wanted... " He paused, breathing hard. Stacy released his cock, letting it bob in the air.
"What did you want, baby? You wanted your first time to be with Mary, didn't you?"
He looked away.
"You can tell me." She urged. "Just tell me the truth, baby. It's ok."
His penis was so excited, so ready to cum. He couldn't lie. Stacy would know if he lied, and she wouldn't keep going until he told her the truth.
"I wanted... I wanted you to... to do it." He admitted.
She wrapped her fingers around his shaft again and stroked it.
"You wanted your sister to suck you off?" she asked, holding his eyes.
Damn it! He did want it. Stacy was pure sex, irresistably hot. Her body was the kind men killed for, and just her hands and her filthy talk was so much more arousing than anything he'd ever experienced.
"Yes." He said. "I wanted you to suck it."
"It's so wrong to want your sister to suck you." she said. "That's incest, and it's so dirty, isn't it?"
"Yeah... "
"If I suck it once, you'd want me to do it again, and it would be incest."
"Uh huh... "
"If I suck it, then I'd want you to fuck me, too, and we can't fuck, can we?"
"We... no... "
"If you fuck me, it would be incest, and it would so nasty. Only perverts and sluts like incest because it's so nasty."
"Yeah... "
"Making out with your sister isn't incest, is it?"
"No... "
"Because I'm teaching you how to do it right, so you can make your girlfriend horny."
He nodded, watching her thick lips so close to his pulsing cock.
"Letting your sister jerk your big cock isn't incest is it?"
"No... "
"Because I'm teaching you how to last longer, so you can be a good lover."
"Uh huh... "
"Eating your sister's pussy, and fucking her big tits isn't incest is it?"
"No... "
"Because I'm teaching you how to do it right, so you can make your woman happy."
He agreed.
"If I sucked you until you came in my mouth, would it be incest?"
"No... " he said out of reflex, his head too consumed by what Stacy was doing to his cock to even think through what he'd said.
"If I suck it, there wouldn't be a lesson. It would just be for pleasure. It would be perverted and nasty, and just for pleasure. That would make it incest, wouldn't it?"
"I... I guess so." he said, sadly.
"But you still want me to do it." She stated.
He nodded.
Stacy stuck out her tongue and flicked it against the underside of his cockhead, then swirled it around his whole head.
"Oh, fuck!" He groaned. It was the most mind-blowing sensation he'd ever felt. His stimulated cockhead flared and pulsed as Stacy stroked his shaft and continued to play her tongue across his mushroom. She continued that way, stimulating the sensitive tip while he tried to hold back an unstoppable orgasm.
"Stacy... I can't... I'm gonna... "
Stacy kept on licking his head, ignoring him. Trevor practically choked on his own tongue as an incredible burst of pure heaven exploded in his brain, shooting up his cockshaft and onto Stacy's tongue. His head fell back and his hands gripped the sheets as he gasped out his pleasure, and then he let out a strangled cry as his sister slipped her lips over the head and began to swallow his bursts of semen. He made choking, gasping sounds in his throat as her lips worked his sensitive head. It felt so good that it was painful. He felt tears in the corners of his eyes from the overload of feeling emanating from his penis. The stroking of his shaft, her hands rolling his balls, her lips suckling at his head, all of it together nearly made him pass out.
"Oh, fuck! Oh, my God! Oooooh, Jesus fucking Christ!" He cursed, and still she didn't stop until he was completely dry and in agony.
Finally, she released his cockhead from her lips, and let his lifeless cock go. She gave a last swallow and then crawled up onto the bed. Trevor lay back with his eyes closed, his arm over his face as the aftershocks of that incredible feeling began to fade from his brain. Stacy wiped her hands on her robe like it was a cheap towel, and then ran her fingers through his hair lovingly.
"Did I make it special for you, baby?" She cooed in his ear.
Trevor did not have the strength for words. Stacy stroked her nails over his chest playfully, then put her arm around him. The last conscious thought he had was of her hard nipples pressed against his side as he fell asleep.
Chapter 15: I Like Girls
Trevor woke up alone, nearly convinced that the previous night had all been some kind of crazy dream. The dried mess around his crotch, and the discarded bottle of lube on the floor told him otherwise. Stacy was gone. He rolled over onto his stomach and fumbled for his phone on the nightstand. It was just after 9:00. His parents would be in church by now. He nearly laughed at the ridiculousness of it. His parents were praising Jesus, while their son was naked in bed, covered in his own dried sperm, and his sister's spit, after she'd fucked him with her hands and tits.
It had been the best moment of his life, and instead of experiencing the eroticism of it all with his girlfriend, it had been with his own sister. He was a pervert. It was nasty, and he was a pervert. Damn it! He couldn't help himself. His stupid penis just kept convincing him it was okay! But, wasn't it ok? He was learning things. Good things. Things a man should know. That was ok, wasn't it? He was so confused.
After cleaning the filth of the previous night off of himself, he went to the kitchen, fixed cereal, and took his customary seat on the couch to munch and mull. He assumed Stacy must be out running. It wasn't like her to sleep late, even after a long night. She had a body to maintain. What a body it was, too! He felt a rush of shame. He was a dirty pervert that fantasized about his hot sister sucking him off, and not even for a lesson. It was just for pleasure, and that made it incest. It was dirty, nasty and perverted. He hadn't even thought about his girlfriend in a sexual light for the past few days. His entire fantasy world now revolved around the next lesson with Stacy, and what new pleasure she would give him next.
Not today, he decided. Today, he was going to focus on Mary. She'd come over in the afternoon, and he'd hold her, and kiss her, and make her feel good, just the way he'd learned. The way he'd learned with Stacy. Shit! He set his empty bowl aside and laid on the couch to watch TV. Hopefully, he could find something to distract himself until Mary was free.
A few hours went by as Trevor flipped channels, with no sign of Stacy. It was now pushing noon. He stretched and took his bowl to the kitchen, then checked the note board to see if there was a clue. There was.
"Went to church. Be home later." The note was in Stacy's handwriting.
Trevor snorted at the absurdity of it. Stacy at church with his parents? She hadn't gone to church for years. Briefly, he feared for her safety from the wrath of the Almighty. An image of Stacy being struck by lightning as she entered the building flashed through his mind. He returned to his couch and texted Mary.
"Potluck will be over about 1:00. Can I come over and talk after?" She replied.
"Yes."
Talk? Mary rarely wanted to "talk" about anything. He felt nervous, watching the time tick away, waiting. By 1:00, there was still no sign of his parents or Stacy. His phone pinged.
"On my way." Mary's message read.
Trevor checked his deodorant and brushed his teeth again, just to be sure. Soon after, Mary arrived wearing one of her new outfits, a lavender spaghetti strap top and denim skirt.
"I love the new look, babe!" He complimented her, squeezing her in his big arms.
"Me too!" She exclaimed. "The girls at church even said I looked hot! Can you just imagine? Me, hot? My mom wasn't as happy about it, but I don't care. I'm the only one who has to live my life."
"I always thought you were hot."
"That's because you're too sweet." She said, and pushed herself away.
Trevor sat with her on the couch and kissed her, soft and slow just the way he'd been taught. Mary allowed it, but she was stiff. Maybe he was doing it wrong, he thought, worried.
"Trevor." Mary said, breaking away. "Can we talk about something?"
He nodded, his gut wrenching.
"You know that I love you, right?"
He nodded.
"You're the sweetest boy I've ever met, and you're my best friend. Even in school, you never treated me any differently from everyone else, even though I wasn't hot like the other girls, or athletic, and outgoing. When you asked me out, that's why I went with you. Because, you're genuinely good, and you have this big, beautiful heart."
"Thanks. I love you, too." He replied.
"I know that girlfriends are supposed to do, um, certain things for their boyfriend, you know? Sex things?"
He nodded. Maybe this wasn't a bad talk.
"And, you've been very patient with me. You never push me to do anything I don't want to do, but I know that you want more. It's just... "
He brushed a lock of her hair out of her eyes.
"It's ok. Go on." He said.
"Trevor, I'm so afraid." She said, and saw her lower lip quiver in that way it did, before she started to cry.
He moved to pull her close, but she stayed him with a hand on his chest, inhaled deeply and continued.
"It's not just that. Lately, I've been having these thoughts, and... and feelings... "
"What kind of thoughts?"
"The kind my mom would say are sinful."
"Everyone has those thoughts, babe." He said, grinning. "Even your mom, I'd bet."
"Not these kind." She answered, shaking her head.



"I've been thinking about... about girls." she said, and hung her head, hiding her blushing face with her hair.
Trevor was silent for a moment, then said, "What about girls?"
She mumbled something that he couldn't hear.
"What?" he asked again, as kindly as he could muster.
"About... doing things with girls." she stammered.
"Like, intimate things?" He asked, carefully, his heart hammering in his chest, mouth dry.
She nodded, and said, "When I think about it, I don't feel afraid, like I do when I think about boys. Not just you, but boys in general."
"What are you saying, exactly?"
She was quiet and began to sniffle. She wiped at her eyes with the back of her hand.
"I don't know what I'm saying. I... we just... we've always been able to talk about things that I couldn't talk to other people about, and it's one of the reasons I really do love you. You remember when I told you that Jamie Williams tickled me so hard in the locker room that I peed myself?"
He chuckled, half-heartedly, if only to try to lighten the mood.
"It's like that. I would never tell anyone that kind of thing, because it's too embarrassing. I can tell you, though. You're not like other people. You don't ever judge me. You're important to me, and I don't ever want to lose you, so I thought that I should tell you."
"Thank you." he said. "I just... I'm still not sure I understand, or what you want me to do."
"I don't either. I just know that doing things, intimate things, is important in a relationship, and doing those kinds of things with you is really hard for me. It's scary, and I don't know if I'm ready for it. I don't know if I'll ever be ready for it. But, I know that you need it, and I don't know what to do!"
Her voice rose to a high pitch at the end, and she finally broke down into fitful sobs. Trevor held her, and wiped at her tears with his shirt, not sure what he was supposed to say. She loved him, but she didn't want to have sex with him? Sex made her afraid? Was she breaking up with him?
"Are you breaking up with me?" he finally asked.
"What?" She asked, looking up at him through tear-streaked eyes. "No. I don't think so. I don't want to. I just don't know what to do!"
She collected her purse, and stood up, crying again.
"I'm sorry." She sputtered. "I'm so sorry. This was stupid. I can't... "
Overcome, she quickly left the house before Trevor could even process the fact that she was leaving. What the fuck had just happened? He paced back and forth across the living room, phone in hand, dialing. It rang, and rang, with no answer. He tried 3 more times with the same result. Finally, he climbed the stairs to his room and lay down, defeated. What the hell was he going to do?
Chapter 16: Sex Therapist
The feel of warm arms wrapping around his body roused Trevor from his fitful nap. He cracked an eye and wondered where he was for a moment. He'd been dreaming about something. He couldn't remember. His eyes hurt. Everything hurt. It felt nice to be held. Shaking off the sleep fog he rolled over and saw Stacy laying in bed with him. She wasn't naked, and she looked tired.
"Hey you." She said, with none of her usual pep.
"Hey."
"I heard from Mary." She said.
"Really?."
"Yeah."
"What did she say?" He asked.
"It was kind of hard to tell. There was a lot of crying. I think I got the gist of it. She's afraid of sex, like I told you before."
He shrugged and replied, "And she's into girls"
"Yeah, there is that." She said, "I wasn't really surprised, though."
"What do you mean?"
"In college, you meet a lot of girls that are like Mary. They're out of the shelter of their parents' influence, and they're not sure who they really are, now that they can make their own choices."
They lay in silence a while, eyes closed, while Stacy held him.
"You really are a sweetheart." Stacy finally said. "I know this is hard, but we're going to figure it out."
"What do I do?" He asked.
She pondered the question, then suggested, "Why don't you let me talk to her? You know, girl talk. Dicks and clothes, and all that. Let me figure her out."
Trevor considered it. What other choice was there? He certainly had no idea what to do. He didn't want to break up with her, but if they were just going to be good friends, what was the point of a relationship at all? It was all so new and confusing.
"Thanks." He said, nodding, "You ok?" He asked. "You look tired."
"Long night." She said, and felt him shiver.
"You went to church?" He asked, to get his mind off of his sorrow.
Stacy laughed and said, "Yeah. I just figured with all the sinning I do that I might yet find redemption."
He smiled weakly.
"I'm kidding. The whole man in the sky thing's not really for me. I just thought it would be nice for mom and dad."
The couple of hours spent after church in a hotel room, being relentlessly pounded by her father, had also been good for mom and dad, she thought.
"You know what I do, when I feel like shit?" Stacy asked.
"Masturbate?" He said, and she punched his arm.
"Well, that goes without saying, fuckhead. No! Retail therapy."
"Shopping?"
"It's a proven method for dealing with depression. Why do you think Americans are such gross consumers? We're all depressed as fuck, so we just buy shit constantly to keep the endorphins pumping."
"Yeah. Ok." He consented.
"Maybe wash your face first." Stacy said. "You have boogers and eye crusties."
She kissed his forehead and flounced out of the room. A few minutes later, face washed, he made his way downstairs, where his mother was on the couch with her laptop.
"Hey, mom." He said.
"Hey, honey. You ok?" she asked, a look of concern on her face. Had Stacy told her about Mary?
"Yeah." He said, without admitting anything. "Just a tough day with Mary."
"Do you want to talk about it?" She asked.
He shook his head.
"No. It'll blow over. Stacy and I are going shopping for a while."
She nodded and said, "have fun."
A moment later, Stacy appeared, wearing a tube top and a little skirt that ended well above the knees. Trevor couldn't help the lusty stare he gave her and, consequently, did not notice the same look on his mother's face.
"Ready?" She asked him.
He nodded. Stacy gave their mom a light kiss on the head and they left.
"I think I know what will make you feel better." Stacy said, as they walked into the mall.
"What?"
"I'll let you pick out something really sexy for me to wear for our next lesson. What do you say?"
Trevor looked at her and blinked.
"Next lesson?" He asked.
"Unless this thing with Mary means you're going to be celebate for the rest of your life, you still do have the chance to get into her pants. She's afraid and confused. That doesn't mean she's suddenly a lesbian."
"I... I guess so."
"You've got a lot of patience, Trev. Even if your future isn't with Mary, she's not the only girl around. Any one of my friends would throw themselves at you in a heartbeat!"
Trevor had been so preoccupied with his own despair that he hadn't even considered that. Stacy was right. Sure, it hurt right now, just because he was so confused, but what if it wasn't the end of the world? It just kind of felt like it.
"Ok." He agreed, suddenly hard. Apparently, penises were not so prone to sadness as brains.
Stacy led him to Frederick's once more, where he felt completely out of his depth amongst all the different kinds of sexy clothes.
"Anything you want." Stacy said.
He wandered about, trying to imagine Stacy's body encased in the variety of skimpy things. What did he like? He had no idea. He spotted a set of black, lacy thongs and push-up bra, with a sheer gown. In his mind, he saw Stacy wearing it, her already large breasts pushed up on display invitingly, while she knelt between his legs and jerked him off.
"I like that one." He said, his cheeks flushed.
Stacy appraised it, and grinned. "Nice choice."
She rifled through the sets, found her size, and took it to the dressing room. Trevor waited. A few moments later, she came back out with the set in her hand.
"Perfect." She said, and leaned in closer to whisper, "You're going to cum so hard when you see it. I swear to God, this thing is dangerous."
Trevor's jaw fell.
She brought the set to the counter with Trevor following.
Trevor kept stealing glances at the little black bag containing the sexy lingerie, as they walked through the mall. Stacy dragged him everywhere, buying him new clothes, video games, and an upgrade for his phone. She'd been right. Retail therapy was working. Despite all the new stuff, though, he kept looking at the little bag, and imagining.
He felt like a pack mule as he hauled the numerous bags of merchandise to the car and hefted them into the back seat. Stacy, then, took him to dinner before they went home. At home, Stacy left Trevor to lug the bags up to his room, taking only the little black one. It was still early evening, and his parents were watching TV. He busied himself with putting away his clothes, and playing with the new phone as a distraction, but he was still preoccupied with his (possibly lesbian) girlfriend troubles.
Stacy knocked on his door and let herself in. He looked up from the phone, half-expecting to see her wearing the sexy lingerie set. She was not. She was dressed in shorts and a lacy blouse that he could see her bra though. She sat on the bed.
"I'm going to go out for a bit with Mary." She said, "Don't worry, ok? We'll figure this out."
"Thanks, Stac. I owe you one."
She ruffled his hair, which he was finding that he did not really hate as much as he once did.
"You bet your sweet ass, you do." She said.
Stacy left him alone with his thoughts, and left the house. Mary was waiting on the porch when she pulled up, looking sad. She got into the car.
"Hey, baby." Stacy said, leaning over to hug her.
"Hey, Stacy. Thanks for talking to me."
"It's what girls do." She said, pulling the car out of the drive. "Tough day, huh?"
Mary nodded and said, "I don't know what to do!"
"Why don't you start from the beginning."
As they drove, Mary related the conversation with Trevor, and tried her best to explain her feelings.
"Ever since you... we did... what we did, I haven't been able to stop thinking about it. It was so beautiful." She said sadly. "I feel so awful, though. Why was it so easy with you, and it's so hard with Trevor?"
"Because you're a lesbian, baby." Stacy stated flatly.
"I... I am not!" Then she thought for a moment and asked, "Am I?"
Mary had never met any lesbians that she knew of. How did she know what lesbians were like? How did one know if they were a lesbian? Stacy had probably met lots of lesbians. She clearly liked girls, and Mary did know that there were lesbians in colleges.
"You check all the boxes." Stacy said, nodding.
She stopped the car in the parking lot of Tara's apartment. Mary looked up at the familiar building.
"Are we... going to do it again?" She asked.
"We're just going to talk about your problem with Trevor." Stacy said, shaking her head. "Tara's working nights again, so I thought it would be easiest to do it here. Is that ok?"
Mary nodded, and they walked up to the apartment together. Stacy flipped on the lights and turned on the radio, then handed Mary a wine cooler.
"You need to take the edge off." She said, twisting the cap on her own and flicking it into the trash.
Mary was quiet. She wasn't sure what to say. How did one discuss their potential lesbianism with their boyfriend's sister?
"What's a relationship, baby?" Stacy asked, toying with a lock of Mary's hair..
"What do you mean?"
"Just that. What is your typical relationship? The kind you see on TV or in the movies."
Mary thought about it. It was an easy question, but she suspected there was more to it.
She answered, "A boy and a girl. They fall in love, have sex, have a family, and argue about kids or money."
"That's the Hollywood relationship." Stacy said, nodding. "That's only what you're told a relationship is. That isn't what a relationship actually is."
"What is it?" Mary asked, curious.
"A relationship is whatever works for the people involved, in a way that satisfies their emotional, physical, spiritual, and sexual needs. All of us are different, and every one of us has different needs. One relationship isn't wrong because it's different from what Hollywood or TV says it is. I could have a relationship with a man, a woman, or even both at the same time, and as long as all of us were happy in that relationship--if it worked for us and made us happy--there would be nothing wrong with it. What did I tell you about your life the last time we were here?"
"That I was the only one that had to live my life." Mary answered.
Stacy nodded and said, "Your mother doesn't have to be happy with your life. Your church doesn't. Trevor doesn't, and neither does anyone else. There are a lot of people in 'real' relationships who are miserable and hate their life. My personal view is that you should live in a way that makes you happy, not in a way that other people tell you will make you happy."
Mary nodded slowly. That did make sense. How did it help her with her Trevor problem, though? How did it help her know if she was a lesbian?
"It's difficult, if not impossible, to find one person that can satisfy everything that we need. I need a lot of sex, for example, sometimes slow and sexy, other times hard and hot. I love sex with men, and I love sex with women. I won't ever find one person that can be a man and a woman whenever I need them to be. Right?"
Mary had to laugh at the image of biological impossibility, and she nodded.
"So, I choose to just be by myself, and pick partners that satisfy my sexual needs, whatever they might be from day-to-day. Hollywood would call that a slut, in case you're wondering. Whatever. I like it. It works for me. It makes me happy. I can satisfy my own emotional and physical needs. I don't need anyone else for that."
"That makes sense." Mary admitted. Stacy was so confident and brave, she thought, to live like that. "I still don't know what to do, though."
Stacy nodded and said, "You're different. You have different needs. Start with physical. You need clothes, shelter, food. Those are things you need to stay alive. Right now, you depend on other people for those things. Your parents, Trevor, your church. It won't always be that way. You'll get older and you'll rely more on yourself for those things."
Mary agreed.
"You have emotional needs." Stacy continued. "You want to be loved, accepted, encouraged. We all do. Some of us look inside for those things, and others get them from the people around us. You get them from the same sources as your physical needs, and that will never change. It's who you are, and it's perfectly fine. Does it make you happy?"
"Yes. I love that Trevor accepts me, and that he always encourages me, or that he doesn't ever judge me for being who I am."
Stacy nodded agreement and went on, "Sexual needs are some of the most complex, though. That's especially true when you don't have a lot of experience, and you don't really understand what you need or want. How do you feel when boys touch you?"
"Scared." Mary admitted, hanging her head. "Like I want to throw up."
Stacy nodded, then added, "And girls?"
She laid her hand on Mary's bare leg to emphasize the point. Mary blushed and answered, "Excited."
"Now, imagine that you're Trevor." Stacy said. "Imagine that you have some beefy, muscled stud with a big hard dick, and he's plunging his tongue into your mouth. All he wants to do is rip off your clothes and push that thick dick into you, then pound it into your body until he cums. How does that make you feel?"
Mary could easily imagine how it felt. "Scared." She repeated. "Like I want to throw up."
Stacy nodded and said, "And when you have a soft girl kissing you, running her sexy hands over your body. She's warm and sensual. How does that make you feel?"
Stacy caressed her leg gently.
"Excited."
"You love Trevor. You love the wonderful person that he is, and you can't imagine not having him in your life, right?"
She nodded. It was true. Trevor did tick all of her boxes, except the sexual one.
"Trevor loves you the same way. You satisfy all of his needs, except for one."
Mary nodded again, while Stacy continued to slide her hand up her leg, toying with the hem of her skirt.
"There are other relationships like that." Stacy said. "There are boyfriends, and husbands, who don't satisfy the woman in their life sexually, but in every other way, they're perfect. They love their partner, and they even enjoy seeing them being sexually satisfied by other people."
Mary's eyes widened. There were actually men like that?
"You mean they let their wives have sex with other men, and they're ok with it?"
Stacy nodded, inwardly rolling her eyes at just how sheltered the girl was, but she continued, "Not just men, though. There's women like that, too. Just because it isn't what TV says is right, doesn't mean that it's wrong. Do you think it's wrong?"
Mary thought about it. By Stacy's logic, which made sense, if the people involved were all having their needs satisfied, and they were happy with it, then what was the real harm?
She shook her head and said, "I guess not. If they're all happy."
"So, if you can't satisfy Trevor's sexual needs," Stacy went on, "then he will either need to be ok with that and happy, or someone else will need to satisfy them."
Mary thought about this, too. She did want Trevor to be happy. She did not want to lose Trevor. She could not satisfy that need. Trevor, she knew, would not be happy in a relationship in which he did not get sex with a woman. He was patient, but he wasn't going to have a happy life without sex. Someone else would have to give Trevor sex. Could she be happy if someone else had sex with her boyfriend? She had no idea. The thought had never occurred to her.
Stacy could see the conflict on Mary's face as she struggled with the questions she'd put into her head.
"That's... " Mary started, stopped, continued, "I don't know how to even talk about that."
"That's what experimentation is for." Stacy said, grinning. "The thing about learning what you do and don't like is that you never actually know what you like until you try it."
"So, I should let Trevor have sex with another girl?"
Stacy shook her head and said, "No. Not just that. You have to be involved. It's a relationship. If Trevor does it with another girl, and you aren't there, then it's just him cheating on you. He'd never do that. You know that. He's too good. You would need to be there, and encourage him. Tell him it's ok, and that it's what you want for him. Show him that you love him so much that you're willing to give him what he needs, but that you're part of the relationship, and that it's something that you're sharing together. If you don't, then it's just having two relationships at the same time. One will eventually take precedence over the other, and considering how much men like sex, which one do you think would ultimately win out?"
That was true, Mary knew, and it opened up a whole new box of terror in her. She couldn't be happy if Trevor was just having sex with another girl when he needed it. Eventually, the unnamed fantasy girl would just steal him away, and it would be horrible.
"Relationships are so hard." Mary whined, putting her head in her hands. "How do I do it? I don't know any girls like that! And, even if I did, how do you ask someone to have sex with your boyfriend?"
"It would have to be someone you trust, too. Someone you both trust, that understands what being in that kind of relationship is all about, and who won't try to break you up. She also has to be willing to take care of your needs, right? This isn't all about Trevor and his penis. It's about both of you."



"I'm doomed." Mary said, and Stacy could sense another round of sobbing coming. Then, Stacy could see Mary draw the conclusion that she had placed in the girl's head. Naturally, Mary would be shuffling through the deck of girls she knew, discarding each of her church friends, and eventually settling on the only sexually liberated female in the deck. Mary raised her head, looked Stacy in the eye, flushed. Her mouth opened, shut, and then she looked away. The only card in the deck was the one card that she could never put on the table. It was altogether wrong. It went against everything she'd been taught in her life about what was and was not acceptable.
"Stacy... " Mary began, then stopped.
Stacy cocked her head, her face a passive mask.
"What if... what if it was you?" Mary said in a rush, then shook her head. "I'm sorry." She said, "I'm sorry! That was so stupid. He's your brother. What the fuck is wrong with me?"
Stacy raised an eyebrow at the use of an expletive.
"Me?" She said, in mock horror.
"I think Trevor kind of has a crush on you." Mary said, blushing. "The other day I found... something of yours in his room."
"What?"
"He had... some of your underwear."
Stacy laughed and said, "That little pervert! I don't think it's me, specifically." She lied. "He's just a horny boy, and he likes big boobs and girls like the ones in porno that wear tiny panties."
"Yeah." Mary agreed. "You're probably right."
Stacy touched her hand and said, "Hey. It's ok. I know he's cute. It doesn't matter that he's my brother. I know a hot guy when I see one. Look, I'll make you a deal. If you can talk him around to it, I'm willing to play around with you both a little bit. We can't fuck, but it could be kind of fun to fool around a little."
Mary's eyes widened.
Stacy went on, "I mean, I won't lie. I like things that are a little kinky, so I'm game to help you guys experiment a little. It'll be like dipping your toes in the water, to see if this kind of thing is for you. That way, you don't have to go all the way right from the start. You can start slow and see how it makes you feel."
"Really?"
"Really."
"But, how am I going to convince Trevor?" Mary asked.
"Bring your new swimsuit over tomorrow, and you can leave that to me." She said, grinning.
Chapter 17: The Toy
Trevor read the text from Mary again. It was such a simple question, one that he'd seen a hundred times.
"Can I come over tomorrow?"
No mention of their recent altercation. No explanation. Just that one question. What did it mean? Should he ask about the incident? Should he ask about her conversation with Stacy? He made the only reply he could, and kept his questions for himself.
"Of course."
She sent back a kiss emoji, so he guessed that Stacy had done something right. Now, he just had to wait impatiently for Stacy to get home. He paced his room, the buzz of the TV a background hum. Time crawled by. Finally, he heard the sound of Stacy's door click shut down the hall. He restrained himself from going down to check with her. Soon, there was a knock on the door. He flung it open, and there was Stacy. She wore the black robe he'd picked out and, presumably, the rest of the tiny set under it. As enticing as it was, he couldn't wait to hear the result of her conversation.
"Someone is eager." She said, leaning in the doorway.
"Please don't torture me." He said, wringing his hands.
"But it's so much fun!"
She sighed and let herself in, locking the door behind her. She motioned to the bed, and Trevor obediently sat down. Stacy set something down on the bedside table, but he was too anxious to pay attention to the little box.
She stretched out on the bed and invited him to lay beside her. He did. She ran her hand through his hair.
"Consider your Mary problem taken care of. With some stipulations."
"What does that mean?"
"Trev. There's no easy way to say this, but... you're playing for the same team as your girlfriend."
He looked at her dumbly.
"Mary is a lesbian, Trevor."
"What?"
Stacy nodded.
"Look, let me start over. Mary loves you. You love Mary. Right?"
"Yeah, but... a lesbian?"
"Mary loves you, but she's not into sex with men. I know. What the fuck, right?"
"What the fuck!" He said, despairingly.
"That doesn't mean she's breaking up with you, though."
"O... ok? Why not? Why wouldn't she break up with me, if she's not into guys?" His head was a whirlwind. It didn't make sense.
"Trevor, what is a relationship?" She asked.
In nearly the same words, Stacy handheld him through the same logic she'd used on Mary. Trevor's reaction, though, was slightly different. She could see his visible hardon in his pants as he considered sex with another woman, while Mary was there. The possibility that he could have a relationship with the woman he loved, get to have sex with other women, and watch other women with his girlfriend was immensely exciting. Of course, that would mean he wouldn't be having sex with his girlfriend himself. Jesus, it was all so confusing. Still, Stacy's work, and the influence of internet porn had made him far more open to the idea of kinky sexual acts, which he was (understandably) eager to explore.
"How is this going to work, though?" He asked. "Where are we supposed to find another girl that's into this kind of thing?"
Stacy smiled and said, "Well, your girlfriend already has someone in mind."
"Who?" He said, propping himself up on his elbow, eyes flashing with curiosity. Mary actually knew girls that were into this? What else didn't he know about his shy little girlfriend?
Stacy said nothing, only continued to smile. Slowly, realization dawned on his face. This was one of Stacy's favorite parts, watching people process their thoughts, draw conclusions, fight with themselves, and ultimately lose out to their base instincts.
"You?" He said.
She nodded.
"But... I thought you said... we can't... "
"Trevor. We're not gonna fuck."
"Now I really don't understand!"
"This is a little experiment for you two, to see how you both react to having someone else play around with you. It will just be like our lessons. Only, Mary will be there and I'll be playing with her. How does that make you feel?"
She idly stroked his penis through his shorts and grinned.
"I think I know how it makes you feel."
"I... I don't know." he said, his eyes staring vacantly past her, while he imagined what it would be like.
"You mean, you don't want to have your hot sister play with your cock, and have dirty lesbian sex with your naked girlfriend at the same time?"
"Oh my God... " he said, the image forming in his mind.
She unbuttoned his shorts with a deft hand, pulled the zipper down and reached inside his boxers until her hand was curled around his naked flesh. He gasped, remembered his breathing, and worked to get control. Stacy nuzzled her cheek against his and poured her seductive poison into his ear.
"You don't want to watch me seduce your girlfriend, and get her to spread her legs for me? You don't want to push your hard cock between my tits while she rides my face and cums for me, like a dirty little lesbian fuckdoll?"
Trevor's cock responded to that image happily, jerking in her hand.
"Can we just forget the lesson tonight?" She said, her hand slowly stroking his length. "Can we just play for fun? Will you think I'm a slut, if I just want to play with your cock for pleasure?"
He groaned. It wasn't for a lesson. It was just for pleasure. If it wasn't for a lesson, it was incest and it was nasty.
"Would that be too nasty, baby?" Stacy whispered.
"It's so nasty." He replied, remembering his lessons.
"Do you think I'm a slut because it gets me hot?"
"Yeah. You're such a slut." He agreed, and watched a tremor pass through her body.
She pressed her mouth against his, and soon her tongue was probing it, while her hand slid up and down his penis. The wet smacking of their lips sounded so sexy to Trevor as his mind conjured up any number of kinky images of Mary and Stacy writhing in passion together on his bed, touching, kissing, and licking.
Stacy tugged at his boxers, and he helped by shucking them off completely. His hands went to her body, feeling the soft cloth of the robe beneath his fingers, and the heat of her beneath that. He found the tie, tugged at it, and felt it come loose.
"You want to see it, don't you?" Stacy asked, rolling his full balls in her hands.
"Yeah."
Stacy sat up on her knees. She shrugged one shoulder free, and then the other, but held it around herself teasingly.
"Lay back." she instructed, and he did.
Stacy straddled him, pressing her warm pussy against him, trapping his hardness between herself and his pelvis. She shrugged the robe off, and let it float away. Trevor's eyes glazed over with desire as her breasts came into view, pushed up by the bra in a way that was obscenely pornographic. It wasn't just sexy. It was downright slutty. There was no reason for it, other than to make a man want to pin you down and fuck you until he couldn't get it up any longer.
"Fuck... " he breathed, and rested his hands on her hips.
She ground her pussy against him and he could feel the moisture of it seeping through the crotch of the tiny panties.
"I feel like such a slut in this." She said, whipping her hair back and running her hand up her stomach to cup her tits. "Fuck, I love the way it makes me feel."
She brought her body down on top of him, slithering up his chest until her lips locked on his again. For long minutes, she humped his poor penis, her breasts mashed against his chest, while their tongues intertwined playfully. Then, with her hands around his neck, she continued to play with his mind.
"You picked such a slutty outfit for me, baby. Is this what you wanted? You wanted me to feel like the kind of slut that would fuck her own brother?"
"Yeah... " he agreed, his hands cupping her ass as she humped him.
"It's so tempting. I could slip these panties aside, and you'd be inside me right now. You'd be inside your sister's pussy, fucking your naked cock into her like an incestuous pervert. Fuck, it's so kinky."
"I'm so hard for you." He said.
"That's so wrong, baby." She said. "We can't fuck. We can play like this. We can be naked and play together like this, so I can teach you, but you can't fuck me. You can't fuck your slutty sister, even if she wants your dick so bad."
He inhaled her tongue as they kissed again, humping his cock back against her own motions.
"I know how bad you want pussy, baby." She said, when she broke away. I know how hard your cock gets, and all you think about is fucking pussy. It's going to be even harder when all three of us are naked together. You'll have two sexy, naked girls touching each other, but you won't get to feel pussy, and it will be so hard. I'm so sorry."
Trevor's hands were gripping her ass tightly, practically jerking himself off with her panty-covered lips.
"I can help, though." She said. "I can help you relieve some of that stress, because I know it's so hard not getting to fuck pussy. Do you want me to help?"
"Yes!" He pleaded.
Stacy reached for the little box, which he'd completely forgotten about. She moved down his body, releasing his trapped cock, which sprang back up, glistening with a sheen of her arousal and his dripping precum. Stacy wrapped her hands around it and coated it in the sexy mixture. While she stroked, Trevor watched her lick her lips, her eyes focused hungrily on it. She stuck her tongue out, just like the previous night, and tickled his cockhead with it.
"Oh, fuck... " he groaned, remembering how amazing it had felt when she'd wrapped her thick lips around it and swallowed his cum.
"You got me so hot last night, that I couldn't help myself. Do you remember?"
"Yeah... " he groaned.
"You got your sister so hot that she put her lips around your cock and drank your cum."
"Yeah... "
"It was so hot and slutty, feeling your sister's lips around your dick, wasn't it."
"So hot... "
"It wasn't for a lesson, though. It was for pleasure. It was dirty and it was just for pleasure. What does that mean, baby?"
"It... it was incest." He said, and his dick jerked in her stroking hand. She licked the dribble of precum from the tip and continued to play her tongue around his crown. Then, she slipped her lips over his cockhead and he had to fight with his whole being to focus on his breathing and control. Stacy's lips were tight around it as she nursed on his cockhead like it was the only thing in the world that mattered. Slow, wet. He watched her sexy lips cover it, making his head vanish into a warm sheath of pure pleasure like nothing he'd ever experienced. She released the tension of her lips and let a river of saliva ooze out of her mouth around his penis, then came up and began to work the sexy lubrication into his twitching shaft with her hand.
"I love your cock so much." She purred. "Why won't you let me suck it for you, baby? You're so mean not to let your slutty sister suck it. I thought you were so jealous of your friend, when I let him fuck my mouth. Didn't you want it to be you? Didn't you want me to suck on your cock for you, too?"
"Ooooh, yes! Please... don't stop!"
"Won't your girlfriend suck it for you?"
"No!"
"Your girlfriend wants pussy, doesn't she?"
"Fuck! Yes!"
Stacy relented and placed her lips back over his head, suckling on it lovingly, but she wouldn't go any further. Distracted by the headjob, Trevor did not see her hand open the box and pull out her surprise for him. His own hand twined into her hair, rested on the back of her head, and her pussy gushed with excitement. Had she finally done it? Had her teasing pushed him so far that he was going to just take her mouth? He did not, though. He was still too afraid of crossing that line without her permission. No matter. She moved to the next tease.
Pulling her lips off of him again, she slid up beside him and returned to jerking his wet penis, kissing him hotly as he groped her bulging tits through the sexy bra. Then she was back in his head.
"I brought a special toy with me." She said, "Close your eyes."
Trevor obeyed. Stacy fumbled on the bed, grasped her toy, put her tongue back in his mouth, and then he sputtered as something tight encased his entire cock in a sucking pleasure that was nearly as good as her mouth. He somehow managed not to cum as the thing gripped his cock tightly, moving up and down with the motion of Stacy's hand.
"Does that feel good, baby?" she asked, and Trevor looked down at the thing.
It was a fleshlite, he saw. He recognized it from porn videos, but he never thought that he'd feel one. Fuck, it felt amazing! All the spit that Stacy had poured over his cock lubed the little sheath up like a wet, sucking hole of pure joy around his penis.
"Oh my god.. " he groaned.
"I have a friend that makes them custom." she said. "This one is special, and I've been waiting to find the right guy to give it to. You can keep it, since you can't have real pussy, ok, baby?"
Trevor's breathing came in rapid gasps as Stacy pumped the toy up and down his stiff cock.
"Do you know whose pussy it's molded after?"
Trevor turned his glazed eyes toward her and saw her wicked grin. No. She couldn't be serious.
"You're fucking your sister's pussy you little pervert." She hissed in his ear.
"Gaaah!" Trevor cried and the cum rocketed from his testicles straight up his shaft like a mortar shell, coating the inside of the toy.
"Fuck yes!" Stacy hissed. "That's so hot, baby! Cum in your sister's pussy. Cum in it. Oh fuck!"
She groped her tits with her free hand as she held the toy down on his cock and let him drain himself into the incestuous mold. Stacy nearly came herself watching her brother buck his hips against it, fucking his cock into that little sheath while he imagined that it was her real pussy. Holy shit was this fun, she thought.
Chapter 18: Couples Therapy
The morning's yoga lessons, normally relaxing, could not shake Trevor's trepidation about what was to come. It was a curious mix of feelings, he thought, being both terrified and incredibly horny. As he went through the forms with Stacy, he marveled at how relaxed she was. Then, his sister was an admitted slut, he now knew. Having sex with a couple together was probably something she'd already done. There was something different about today, though. Previously, after their lessons, Stacy had basically brushed aside any traces of them ever happening, until she roped him into the next one. Today, she had a giddy sense of excitement about her.
Because last night wasn't a lesson, he thought. It was just for pleasure, and it was nasty. It was incest. Even after Stacy had left the room, carefully cleaned his new toy, and given it back to him, he couldn't shake the feelings he was having. He really was becoming a pervert, imagining what it would be like to really feel his cock in Stacy's pussy. His sister might be a slut, and even enjoy what they were doing together, but she'd made it pretty clear that there was a line she wasn't going to cross, so he had to respect that. Still, if was torture of the most pleasurable kind.
Now, though, he was faced with this new dilemma. If his own girlfriend wouldn't fuck him, and Stacy wouldn't fuck him, was he condemned to a life of being cockteased and jerking off into a rubber pussy molded to feel like his sister's? Would he never get to experience real sex? Stacy's friends had been forward about the fact that they'd be willing, but then he'd just be a cheater. Why was having a penis so difficult?
"You can let it go now." Stacy said, snapping him out of his thoughts.
"Huh?"
"Dude, you've been holding that pose for so long your leg's about to give out."
"Oh."
He let his leg down and shook his head.
"Sorry." He said.
She gave him a sly grin and asked, "Something on your mind?"
"Just thinking. You know."
"Do you need to go upstairs and fuck your sister to take the edge off?" She asked, making him blush.
"That's not funny."
"That was hilarious!" she said, and pulled him into a hug. "I know. I'm just a horrible tease. You hate it."
His cock lurched against her leg, indicating that he did not, in fact, hate it.
"Go wash some of that stink off before Mary comes over." She instructed.
He nodded and did.
The sight that greeted him when he went out to the pool was one from his fantasies. For a moment, he only stood and stared. Stacy and Mary were already in the pool, their lips locked together, making out in their bikinis. Trevor crept to the steps of the pool and glided down them slowly, as though stalking prey that might flee at the slightest sound. The two girls turned to him, breaking apart as he entered the pool.
Stacy leaned in to whisper something in Mary's ear that made her cover her mouth and stifle a giggle. She turned her to face Trevor, resting her chin on Mary's shoulder, her hands sliding possessively across her belly. Mary's new suit was, surprisingly, the more revealing of the two that Stacy had purchased for her. It was barely two pieces of fabric over her naked body. Despite the chill of the pool water, Trevor felt himself responding to the two half-naked girls.
Stacy released Mary, and she waded toward him, embracing him, and giving him a kiss on the lips. There was none of the spark-filled sensuality behind it that Stacy had, but it was pleasant.
"You don't have to... " he started, "I don't want to make it weird for you."
She shook her head, "I'm sorry, Trevor. I never meant for this to happen, and I want you to know that I really do love you. Just because I don't want to have sex with a man, doesn't mean I don't love you."



Stacy joined them and said, "It's only going to be weird if you two make it weird. You're overthinking it. Sex isn't scary. It's fun. Come here, baby."
Stacy took Mary again and slid her arms around her neck, putting their foreheads together and looking into her eyes. Then, she pushed in and kissed her as Trevor watched. He wasn't sure what he'd expected to feel, but what he did feel was a sense of excitement, like he was a voyeur watching these two in an intimate moment. The two girls were clearly into each other, touching and kissing. He could see their excited breathing. It was a far different reaction from his girlfriend than when he kissed her. Mary held her hand out to him, and he came.
She stepped back and watched as Stacy switched her attention to Trevor. They looked at one another for one, awkward moment, and then Stacy planted her lips on his. She was reserved, as though she'd never done it before, and Trevor played it the same way. He felt Mary behind him, embracing him from the back, running her small hands over his chest as Stacy kissed him.
Stacy's tongue slid into Trevor's mouth, and Mary let herself moan. The two of them looked so sexy together, like they were meant to share this kind of experience. Their bodies were perfect, and they were both beautiful. Stacy pulled Mary back and switched again. Rather than standing like a stooge, though, Trevor asserted himself, taking full advantage of the moment. He cupped Stacy's big tits from behind and groped them as his sister sucked on his girlfriend's tongue. Stacy moaned her appreciation into Mary's mouth. Stacy rubbed her ass against his cock, and from his over-the-shoulder view, he could see his sister's hand under the water, rubbing Mary between the legs.
"Your boyfriend loves my big tits." Stacy said to her. "Those big hands of his are turning me on as much as your warm little pussy, baby."
Mary gasped at Stacy's dirty talk. Even though she'd had sex with Stacy twice, now, it was still so exciting hearing it. Stacy tilted her head back and made out with Trevor again, while maintaining her motion between Mary's legs. Mary marveled at her talent, to be able to divide her attention like that.
"I'm going to fuck your girlfriend, baby." She said to Trevor, "Do you want to watch me make your girlfriend cum?"
"Yeah... " Trevor readily agreed.
"Can I take you both inside?" Stacy asked, pulling Mary closer and stroking her hard nipples through her suit. "Can we go upstairs and all be wet and naked on your bed, so we can fuck?"
Mary, uncharacteristically reached behind Stacy's neck and pulled her down to kiss her, reaching up to molest one of her tits, while Trevor played with the other. He slid his other hand down Stacy's body and rubbed her slit through the bikini bottoms. Stacy moaned happily. Apparently, the word 'fuck' was just what they both needed to really get going.
The three of them left the pool with towels wrapped around them, and made a quick dash up to Trevor's room. While he quickly flipped through music, and selected some sexy random playlist, the two girls were already dropping towels and discarding their suits as they tongue kissed and touched. This was going so much better than Stacy had expected. She'd been sure there would be awkwardness, and that she'd have to shepherd the two of them through clumsy fumbling, but there was none of that. Trevor she could understand, but Mary was a surprise, even after Stacy had twice seduced her. The little girl was on fire.
Mary surprised herself with her ferocity. The moment she'd seen the two siblings tongues touch, it was like someone had lit a flame between her legs. There was something so sexy about watching her boyfriend being seduced and pleasured by the girl she'd given herself to, and the added fact that his own sister was getting him hot, the way she'd done to her, was like a powder keg of sexual energy. Being with Stacy had excited her beyond belief. Being with the two of them was even more so.
Trevor returned to his position behind Stacy and cupped her naked breasts in his hands. Mary covered his hands with her own, sending a shock through all three of them. Stacy finally pulled herself away, and lay on the bed. Mary turned to Trevor, got on her knees, and tugged his shorts down, coming face-to-face with her fears for the first time. Her eyes went wide with shock at the size of it, every bit as frightening as she'd dreamed. She couldn't imagine how that thing was supposed to fit into her. For a moment, her nerve faltered. Then, Stacy was there to save her.
Stacy hooked her legs around Trevors, and turned him toward her.
"Tell your boyfriend to come shove his big cock between my tits, little girl." Stacy ordered.
A hot knot of something dirty and exciting grew inside of Mary at those words. Little girl. She was a sexy lesbian with a little girl body, compared to Stacy. She couldn't step up and be a woman for him, so a real woman had to do it for her. Her hot boyfriend had to get his cock off with his own sister, because Mary wasn't able to do it for him. It was humiliating, but so strangely erotic.
Mary stood up and gripped Trevor's naked ass. Her small hands ran over his chest and she looked up at him.
"I know how much you need this. Go fuck your sister's tits." She said, adding sister in just to make it a little naughtier.
Trevor needed no further prompting. He straddled Stacy's chest and pushed her tits together to form a nice channel to fuck his cock into. She heard, from behind Trevor, the sound of Mary spitting into her hand, and then she shocked them both by reaching around, and smearing the goopy mess into his cockshaft.
Trevor groaned as his girlfriend touched his penis for the first time.
Stacy said, "Fuck yes! Rub that spit into his dick so he can fuck my tits. That's so fucking kinky!"
Mary got to her knees, and sucked on Stacy's nipples as Trevor's cock bobbed closer to them. Then, the little redhead squeezed Stacy's tits together so Trevor could fuck them, again delightfully shocking the two of them. Stacy felt proud. Whatever switch she'd flipped in Mary ramped her up to full-blown slut mode. Mary moaned out loud as Trevor pushed his cock between Stacy's breasts. The little girl spit on his cock again, and returned to sucking on Stacy's nipples.
"How does it feel to fuck those big tits, baby?" Stacy asked, staring up at her brother.
"So good... " he said, as he rested one hand in Mary's hair. A week ago, if someone had told him that his shy girlfriend would be mashing his sister's breasts together so he could fuck them, he would have died laughing. Today, it was reality, and it was wonderful.
"Your boyfriend loves my tits, baby." Stacy said, putting her hand on Mary's neck. "He can't fuck your tits, can he?"
"Mmm mmm." Mary agreed, trembling, her mouth full of nipple.
"He can't fuck your pussy either, can he?"
"Mmm mmm."
"Because his girlfriend wants pussy, huh?"
"Mmm hmm."
"Your girlfriend's a sexy lesbian that only wants pussy." Stacy said to her brother. "Can I eat your girlfriend's pussy for you, baby? Will you let me suck her pussy, please?"
Trevor surged forward and pushed his cock into Stacy's teasing mouth.
"Suck on this first." He said, completely overcome.
Stacy's eyes widened in momentary surprise, and then smoldered as she looked up at him as though she'd won. He saw the look, knew it for what it was, and that she was right. He couldn't take it anymore. He had to know. He had to know what that hot, sucking, filth-spewing mouth felt like. It was heavenly. Mary seemed just as surprised as Stacy, but then she was rubbing her twat as Trevor fucked his sister's mouth and Stacy's hands were gripping his ass, encouraging him.
Stacy lost sight of Mary as Trevor pumped his cock in and out of her mouth, his hand in her hair. Then, she felt the girl's tongue between her legs, just as she'd taught her, lapping, sucking and fucking with her fingers. Stacy humped the girl's face as her brother humped hers. Trevor was panting now, grunting like an animal as he pushed his control to its breaking point. Stacy was so hot. This was so fucking nasty! Being face-fucked by her own brother while his pussy-whipped girlfriend denied him sex so that she could lust after cunt was a near-10 on her slut-o-meter. She moaned around Trevor's thrusting dick and came on Mary's face.
"Ooooh fuck!" Trevor said, and held his spurting cock in Stacy's mouth, forcing her to drink his cum or drown in it. She swallowed, shot after shot incesuous semen, her eyes rolling back in her head as her own depravity set off fireworks in her brain. Trevor pulled his dick from her mouth with a huff and fell back on the bed, his hand over his face, breathing hard. Mary was up in a shot, burying her tongue in Stacy's mouth, groping her tits while she licked out Trevor's remaining sperm.
Did not expect that! Stacy thought, swapping the filthy snowball back and forth between them as she cupped the little girl's ass in her hands and gave Mary her full attention. Now that Trevor was sated, he would have to watch his girlfriend surrender. And surrender she did, climaxing hotly on Stacy's expert tongue three more times before she finally tapped out.
Trevor's bed was a wet mess of chlorine, pool water, and bodily fluids as the three of them lay naked together cuddling. Stacy lay in the middle of the two naked lovers, right where she felt she should be.
Chapter 19: We're Not Gonna Fuck
Well past midnight, Trevor lay on his bed working through his tangled emotions, and the long-term implications of what this odd new quirk in his relationship meant. What was a relationship? It was something that worked for everyone involved. It met their physical, emotional, spiritual, and sexual needs. It made them happy. Mary made him happy emotionally, spiritually, and physically. Sexually? That was different. They wouldn't have sex, but he couldn't deny that watching her be sexually fulfilled by another woman wasn't enjoyable. It had been. In that way, it was sexually fulfilling. He, though, would not be having sex with her, which was not fulfulling.
Mary had shown him, though, that she wasn't completely unwilling to do things with him sexually. He remembered how hot it had been watching her spit on his cock, stroke it, and get him ready to enjoy an illicit boobjob from Stacy. She'd still kissed him, touched him, and become submissive to a girl that she perceived as hotter and more adequate to slake his lust than herself. That had been oddly arousing. He'd felt powerful in that moment, and as a wise man once said, power is the king of all words.
Throughout this whole experience with Stacy during the past week, she'd been leading him. She had been powerful. She still was. Stacy had become like a drug, whispering those enticing, pleasurable promises of carnality and wanton abandonment into his ear as she led him down the seductive road of sexual gratification. She'd done the same to Mary. That shy, reserved girl that had been afraid of wearing a swimsuit, only a week ago, was now a submissive pussy slave that enjoyed her own sexual inadequacy, and was even excited by the idea of hotter women giving her boyfriend the pleasure that she denied him.
Was this how Stacy felt, he wondered. Was this what it was like being a slut, living in a constant state of near-arousal, waiting for the next perverted boundary you could cross, and always searching for something a little more taboo to feed that ever-growing need for pleasure? If so, he had to admit he liked it. He liked it a lot. Yes, Stacy was a drug. His sister was a masterful cock-teasing dealer of the most wonderful feelings he'd ever experienced, and he was hooked.
Stacy wasn't a long-term fix for his relationship, though. A couple of months from now, she'd leave and go back to college. There would be no other woman for him and Mary, and that was now the lynchpin that their relationship depended on. In order to keep it going, and fulfilling for the both of them, they would always need a third person to make it work. The idea was too overwhelming to think about at the moment. For now, he would take what was offered and explore his burgeoning sexuality.
A soft tap made him sit up. The devil was at the door, and he already knew he was going to let her in.
"Come in." He called.
The door creaked open and Stacy let herself inside, locking it behind her to signal her clear intent that this was not just going to be a sibling chat. He'd invited a cum vampire into his home, and it was an invitation he knew he'd never rescind. Everything about Stacy was the physical manifestation of a wet dream. Her skin was a flawless golden tan. That softly swaying black hair swished back and forth playfully with every light step she took, inviting you to just curl it in your fist, yank it back, and hold it tight while you took your pleasure from her.
His sister wore the tiny black set from the previous evening, making her large breasts swell invitingly. Those succulent, perfectly rounded globes of soft, pliable flesh fit her body to a tee. His eyes trailed down her flat, toned stomach, to the hidden treasure of that delicious sex between her legs, the source of his ultimate curiosity, and the one unexplored boundary that he was continually denied. He snapped his eyes back up to her face, which was in every way as incredible as the rest of her. Her lips, soft and thick, were like her Swiss Army knife for bringing her victims to heel. That wide, sexy mouth could completely invade your mind, filling it with so many animal ideas that everything you'd ever believed about morals, right and wrong, was slowly eroded to the point that nothing mattered to you anymore, except the things that only Stacy could give you. Once those ideas were in your mind, she'd use that mouth on your body in ways that made you beg to surrender to her, plead for her to control you just so that you could keep on being fed more filth and feel more pleasure.
She stood in front of him, her legs parted slightly, treating him to the visual stimulation of her sexy figure, and then knelt on his bed and crawled up it like a jungle cat. Trevor licked his lips, his eyes watching the deep cleavage encased in the bra as it jiggled so temptingly. Every worry and jumbled up concern he'd had in his head a moment ago seemed to vanish like so much smoke, replaced with that now-familiar longing to have Stacy's honeyed poison rotting his brain and feel her hot, sensual manipulations of his body. She hadn't even spoken a word in the few seconds she'd been in the room, but he was already hypnotized by just the thought of what could happen, and the memory of what already had.
She laid down and cuddled up close to him so that he could feel the heat of her, and said, "I had so much fun today. Thank you for letting me be a part of it."
She kissed his neck, sending a shiver through his whole body. He slumped down, until he was on his side in the familiar position that had started his first lesson, looking into her eyes.
"Stacy... " he began, fully conscious of having something important to say, but the nearness of her made it difficult to think of anything but touching her, and the feel of her tongue in his mouth. He blinked, then continued, "Thank you for everything."
She beamed and reached out to stroke his cheek with the back of her hand. Trevor's heart swelled with a feeling of love at the touch, even though he knew it was more the kind of touch one might give to a beloved pet. Without another word, she closed the gap between them, and those terrible, wonderful lips were gently pushing against his own, wet and soft, hungry, but teasing. There wasn't even the mention of a lesson this time. No. This time, it was just Stacy taking him. Stacy was horny, and Stacy wanted to play with him. It was just for pleasure. It was incest. Trevor did not care.
Stacy broke their kiss and threw her head back, exposing her neck. On some instinct he didn't know he possessed, Trevor felt that he should kiss it, so he did, sucking at her neck just below the chin. He felt a hot exhalation of breath in his hair as she gasped.
"Right there, baby." She said, "That's so nice."
He moved his hand to the back of her neck and traced his fingers from behind her ear, down to the catch of her bra, fumbled with it as he devoured her, and then it snapped free. He was learning, and allowed himself a little rush of pride. He moved one of the straps aside, working his touch down her arm as he pulled it free, and then palmed her naked breast as his lips sought hers again. This time, he took the initiative, and slipped his tongue into her mouth. Her little nipple yielded to his gentle pinch and Stacy moaned into his mouth, then he slid along her breast, down her side to her hip and toyed with the hem of her panties.
He broke their kiss and pushed her onto her back, taking hold of the other strap of the bra, pulling it off, and casting it away. Stacy's dark hair splayed wildly across his pillow, and there was a look of pleasant surprise on her face as he took on a more dominant role this time, his newfound confidence urging him on.
He latched his mouth onto her right breast, sucking with his lips while gently nipping at her nipple with his teeth.
"Oh, fuck, baby... " Stacy hissed. "That's so good!"
Emboldened, Trevor hooked his fingers into her panties, and gently slid them down, releasing her breast, and kissing his way down her firm stomach, his hands sliding down her naked sides until they reached her legs. His mouth reached its goal, and planted little kisses on her shaven mound. He peeled the panties down the rest of her long legs, and tossed them aside, then went to work. Stacy's hands found his hair and stroked her lean fingers through it playfully as he lapped and sucked at her sweet pussy.
"That's so hot, baby." Stacy said. "This is so fucking hot! You love your big sister's pussy, don't you?"
He hummed into her wet quim, making her tremble with the added sensation.
"I love your sexy tongue in me." She cooed, toying with his hair. "I want you to do this to me every day. Please, baby? Can we be naked like this and play with each other every day?"
"Mmm hmm!"
"You make me so fucking hot, Trevor! You make me think about fucking all the time, and I can't stop. Your sister's such a hot slut that all she thinks about is fucking her own brother. Is that too nasty, baby?"
Stacy humped her wet pussy against his face, making it difficult for him to keep up the rhythm he was working on her clit, while his fingers curled into her in the hopes that he could make her cum the way he had before.
"Yes! Fuck, yes! Just like that! Oh, fuck... fuck, baby! You're gonna make me cum so... mmm... so hard... just... like... haaah! Aaaah! Ooooh fuck... I want your dick so bad!"
Trevor's actions were suddenly and wetly rewarded with a powerful orgasm that had Stacy locking her legs around his head and fucking herself against his tongue as she groped her breasts, pinching and tugging at her nipples as she let the burst of pleasure wrack her body.
Trevor pried her legs apart, driven by instinct, no longer content with being teased by Stacy's hands. Still quaking with the aftershock of her intense orgasm, Stacy's eyes were closed. Trevor lined his cock up with her sexy little slit and pulled her legs back. Stacy's eyes flew open in surprise, and then her mouth made a little O as her head bent back. Trevor pushed his full length into her in one long, slow motion, parting her wet lips around his cock, groaning with pleasure as his sister's long-denied cunt yielded to him.
For a moment, Stacy just stared into his eyes, a look of utter astonishment on her face, but then it passed and her hands were on his back, pulling him down to her, legs wrapping around his waist and pulling him in. She kissed him hard, licking and sucking her own taste from this mouth, then broke away and met his wild eyes.



"Do it!" She hissed. "Fuck! That cock feels so good! Do it, baby."
Trevor pulled his cock back out just a few inches, and sunk slowly back into her warm sheath supporting himself with his fists on the bed. He lowered his body, feeling Stacy's big breasts mash against his naked chest. He nuzzled her neck and for a moment worked on getting into his mental space, his breathing slowing, getting under control, fighting against the urge to cum into that amazing feeling around his penis.
"Oh, fuck!" Stacy breathed. "Fuck, that's so sexy! Why did it take you so long to fuck me, baby? I've been wanting it since I came home, but you wouldn't fuck me."
He began to move his hips, beginning a slow, rhythmic pumping into his big sister.
"Your pussy feels so good, Stacy!" He groaned. "God, you're so tight!"
"This is so dirty, Trevor. We can't fuck. It's so nasty... "
"So nasty... " he agreed.
"I wanted it so bad, but it's so nasty... " She answered back. "You pushed your big cock into your slutty sister, and now I'm going to want it every day. Can we fuck every day like this, baby? Will you fuck your sister's pussy every day, just like this?"
"Yeah... "
"We can be naked and play with each other every day, and your girlfriend can watch us fuck!"
"Fuck... yes!"
"You won't even want to fuck that little lesbian anymore, because you'll have your sister's horny pussy any time you want it, won't you?"
"Yeah... "
"I'll give you pussy whenever you're hard, baby. You can just take it. You don't have to ask for it. I'll be your sexy, incest fucktoy and you can pound this hot dick into me any time you want."
Trevor's pace increased as Stacy's nails raked across his back, her seductive prattle painting the most wonderful images in his mind. In his imagination, he was already waking up with his cock hard and pushing Stacy against the wall, pounding his dick into her from behind. He was sitting on the couch, with her sexy lips wrapped around his hard shaft, and this time it was buried the full length in her throat until he came.
"That little dyke can eat my cunt after you fuck it so good. It's the only way she'll ever taste your hot cum, baby. Your girlfriend will only get what you leave behind after your cock is taken care of, and it will be so kinky!"
"Yeah... " Trevor agreed, lost in his fuck lust as he put one arm behind Stacy's head, and his other hand gripped her ass. He thrust into her harder, taking out the entire week's frustrated teasing on the hot, gripping pussy that had been his sole fantasy for days.
"You can come back to school with me, and I'll teach you so much more, baby. We can fuck so many hot girls and show them how to be little cock and pussy slaves just for us. You can have me every day, and we can share so much pleasure together. Please, Trevor... please come back with me, so I can have your fucking cock every day!"
"Fuck... Oh, fuck... I... I'm gonna... "
"Do it baby! Oh, fuck, that's so good! Cum in me! Don't pull out! Fucking cum in your sister you little pervert. I want you to cum in me!"
Stacy fucked him back just as hard as he was fucking into her, their bodies slapping together with a repeated wet "thuk... thuk... thuk... thuk..." Stacy plunged her tongue into his mouth and held his head in her hands, squealing as she came, her pussy contracting around his pulsing cockhead. Trevor growled into her mouth as he came, his vision darkening at the corners as hard bursts of semen filled his sister. The two of them humped and pumped each other, lips smacking until Trevor's cock wilted and slipped out of her.
Still, they stayed that way, touching and petting, Stacy holding his head against her chest. He could hear the excited rhythm of her heart, unafraid. His was the same, now. No longer afraid. No longer nervous. Stacy stroked his hair lovingly, practically purring. Of course, she couldn't leave off without something utterly filthy coming out of her mouth, and it shocked Trevor more than anything he'd heard this week.
"Fuck, that was good." She said, and added. "I think you're an even better fuck than dad."
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Author's note:
Thank you, once again, for taking the time to read my silly stories.
This story is a bit different from my previous stuff. I have never tried to write something with a sci-fi/fantasy element to it, so I appreciate any constructive feedback you might give. While my other stories do contain some fantasy elements, like personality-altering slut drugs, or things like Erin & Casey's Haloes, I haven't tried to write one based on a premise like this. Those who do read my weird tales know that they focus heavily on the good girl goes slut theme, and this one is no different. It's just got a bit of a different spin on it. I hope you enjoy Angela's upside down adventure, and if you are following along with the wider world of slutdom I've been crafting, you'll find some good easter eggs here, including a Stephanie Hamlin cameo. There's also a significant tie-in for the upcoming conclusion of Steph and Tori's tale that started all this crap. Thank you again for your continued support as I work to always improve my skills.
Synopsis:
Budding scientist Angela doesn't believe in silly things like magic necklaces. Then, she buys one from a tricksy shopkeeper, and finds that she's swapped lives with her mega-bitch doppelgänger, Angie.
Having essentially ruined her own life through her disregard for other people, and perverted love of prostituting her hot teenage body for fun and profit, Angie finds that Angela's life offers a great second chance. It just needs a few sexy adjustments.
In order to reclaim her life, Angela will need to lift the curse. To do that, either Angie will need to become her, or she'll need to become like Angie. And Angie doesn't have any desire to trade places.
Chapter 1: Curio
Nothing can just be easy, Angela thought, breathing a sigh at the roadblock that barred her way home. In just the few hours she'd been in the library, construction crews had erected barriers that were now blocking her usual route from the library to her home. She'd have to double back and go down 3rd Street. She hated 3rd Street.
The dirty little throughway was a favorite hangout for the more unsavory denizens of the town, and they were always accosting passersby for money or trying to peddle drugs. She set her small stack of books down on a nearby bench and slipped her little purse underneath her shirt to hide it. There was nothing else for it.
Angela doubled back, passed the library, and banked left down 2nd, hurried down the block, and then onto 3rd. She walked at a brisk pace, holding her books to her chest and looking straight ahead, ignoring the glances from alleyways and the corners of boarded-up buildings. Halfway down the street, the first brazen panhandler took up stride next to her.
"Spare some change, little lady?" he asked.
Angela shook her head and squeaked, "I don't carry any cash. I'm sorry."
The dirty man spit on the sidewalk and walked away. Angela let out her breath and hurried along. The end of the street was now in sight. From there, she could cut down 6th and she'd be in downtown proper, where it was clean and safe.
Nearing the intersection, she passed a small curio shop, where something made her pause. The sun reflected the light off a little trinket in the window. The tiny pendant, shaped like a ruby heart, twinkled so invitingly in the window, draped around a black display neck. She stepped to the glass and stared at the thing. It was just so pretty. The small facets caught the light of the sun, making the thing blaze with red light. She looked into it, and could see the street behind her reflected to near perfection in the shiny surface.
Angela wasn't much for jewelry, or for dressing up at all, for that matter. She'd best be described as plain. She did not stand out or call attention to herself. Attention made her nervous, anxious, uncomfortable. There was something about this cute little heart, though. She pushed open the door to the shop and stepped inside. The place seemed like the average knick-knack shop, littered with trinkets and baubles. A bell tinkled above the door as she entered. Angela scanned the various items on the shelves and displays out of reflex, but really there was only one thing she was interested in.
From behind a beaded curtain, a gray-haired, matronly woman wrapped in a tattered shawl emerged.
"Hello." She said, "Can I help you?"
The woman's accent made it sound more like "Ken ah hilp you?"
Angela set her books on the counter.
"There's a necklace in your window. Would you mind if I looked at it?" She asked.
The woman nodded, and Angela followed her to the window, pointed out the pendant, and watched the woman remove it from the display. She offered it, and Angela took it, holding it by the delicate silver chain. The little ruby swung back and forth hypnotically. It really was pretty, she thought.
"How much?" Angela asked.
"Special sale. $13." The woman replied.
For Angela that was a lot.
"It's so pretty." Angela said, watching it sway.
"Is magic." The woman said, "From old country. Just stories, though." She smiled.
"Magic?" Angela asked, snapping her eyes from the pendant. She didn't believe in that garbage, but old stories were something of a curiosity to her.
"I do not know this is true." The woman said, shaking her head. "It was from babushka. She likes to tell stories from old country. Wendigo. Baba Yaga. She just likes to scare the children. Old woman, always with the salt over the shoulder." She shrugged.
"Do you know the story?" Angela asked.
She shrugged again and said, "She say that stone has the whole world in it, but... different. Opposite. I do not know. Old woman, always with the garlic in her pocket. Would not even let us leave shoes under bed."
It sounded to Angela as though babushka was just a superstitious old Russian woman that liked to tell scary stories to her grandchildren.
"I'll take it." She said, and handed the pendant back to the woman.
Moments later, Angela emerged from the shop, the little pendant in her purse, and took 6th Street into downtown. A twenty-minute walk across the strip, and a few turns later, brought her home. She pulled the screen door open and stepped in. The blare of the TV from the living room signaled that her father was in his favorite spot.
Dale held a can of beer while the TV droned. A pile of mail, most of which was marked "Past Due" lay on the coffee table. Angela winced at the sight of it. Her dad was working two jobs to cover the bills left behind by her mother's over-spending, prior to their divorce.
"Hey, dad." She said, and gave him a kiss on the head.
"Hey, Ang. How was the library?"
"Ok. They closed the road, so I had to take 3rd home."
"Yuck." He spat, with a look of disgust.
She glanced at the pile of mail again and said, "Dad, you should let me get a job. They're hiring at the market. I could help out."
Her father shook his head. "School is more important. You need to be better than this, honey." He waved his hand over "this" to encompass his life.
"Find anything good in the stacks?" He asked, trying to lighten the mood.
She sat down and showed him the books. He appraised the titles with a smile. Libraries were becoming extinct in the digital world, but there were still people who clung to paper, and Angela was one of them. Her dad was another. He might not have been the brightest bulb on paper, but the man consumed the printed page voraciously. They shared that.
Angela took the stack of books up to her room and set them on her bedside table. She withdrew her purse from under her shirt, and took the little pendant out, letting it swing back and forth on the chain as it glittered in the ruddy light of her table lamp. It really was pretty. She laid it on her desk next to the purse and took up a book, settling in on her bed for the evening's entertainment.
Chapter 2: The Stupid Old Hag with the Necklace
Arnold was a regular who really loved beating his hard dick into Angie's mouth while he held her hair. This was the third time in a week that she'd knelt, knees on a pillow in Arnold's 3rd Street apartment, while the old guy fucked his sizable prick into her mouth. God, it made her wet! Something about having a guy old enough to be her dad so crazy about stuffing his dick into her throat like she was a toy just got her hot as fuck.
"You ready for daddy's cum, baby?" Arnold asked, his legs trembling as he fed his shaft into her mouth.
"Gug!" Angie replied.
"Here it comes. That's my cocksucker. Here it comes!"
Angie braced for the familiar hard blast of semen, and immediately began to swallow when the first shot hit the back of her throat. There'd been a time when she had choked on Arnold's copious jizz loads, but no more. She'd become an expert cum-swallower, and guzzled it down with practiced ease.
Once his dick was satisfied, Arnold had no use for the hot little teen. Angie left his apartment with $100 and a belly filled with sticky semen. She held up the spit-soaked top she'd just changed out for a new one, and tossed it on the floor in the hallway. The top had cost nearly as much as she'd just made, but whatever. She could just swipe one of her dad's credit cards and get a new one.
Angie left the apartment building and strode down 3rd toward the parking garage on 6th. Just before the intersection, though, something caught her eye, laying in the window of a storefront she'd passed by a hundred times. She'd never gone in. The place was a dump. This time she paused and walked to the window. Among the displays, as though it had been dropped by accident, she saw the little ruby heart that had caught the light as she passed by, twinkling like fire in the afternoon sun. She was sure it was just some cheap glass trinket, but there was something about it that was just so cute.
A bell above the door of the shop tinkled as she pushed it open and stepped inside. She went to the window, and picked up the trinket, holding it up to the light. In its polished surface, she could see the shop reflected in almost mirror quality. An old woman in a ratty shawl emerged from a beaded curtain. The woman looked at the necklace and choked, feeling in her pockets in a panic.
"Stop!" She called over the counter to Angie.
Angie whipped around to face her, holding the necklace.
"How much?" She asked.
"Not for sale!" The woman said, and rounded the counter, "Please. Give it back!"
Her accent made it sound like, "Geev it beck!"
"Everything's for sale." Angie countered, wrapping the necklace in her fist.
"You do not want." The woman argued, shaking her head, "Is cursed!"
"Oh, please." Angie rolled her eyes, "Cursed?"
"From old country." The woman said, reaching for the necklace.
"Tell me about it." Angie said, smirking, putting the necklace behind her back.
"Please. Give it back."
"Tell me, and I will."
The woman looked agitated, wringing her hands, but finally she said, "Stone has the whole world in it, but different. Opposite. You do not understand. Please. Give it back. Will ruin you."
"Come on. Name your price. It's so pretty."
"Not for sale!"
"Fine. Have it your way." Angie shrugged and ran for the door.
"No!" The woman cried after her, but Angie was too fast for the old hag's spindly legs.
Chapter 3: The Whole World, but Different
Angela stood at the bus stop the next morning, dressed for school in an ivory blouse that hid her shapely body, and a pair of baggy trousers. Her glasses perched on her nose, and the little pendant hung from her neck on its short chain, resting just at the base of her throat. Most of the other seniors in her class had their own cars or had friends with cars. Angela did not have a car, nor many friends, and rode the bus. Soon, though, high school would be over and she would graduate with honors. Her bus arrived, and she shouldered her backpack, got on, and took a seat.
Angela typically sat alone with her book. People rarely took notice of her, and she liked it that way. The bus rumbled away from her stop. She opened the book and read as the other students jabbered around her. Outside, the sunlight grew in intensity, and Angela had to shield her eyes to read. As the bus droned on, the light seemed to grow even brighter, brighter, to the point that she couldn't keep her eyes open. She shut them against the brightness, and then, just as suddenly, the light dimmed. She blinked back tears as she opened her eyes and looked out the window.
Odd, she thought. She quickly popped her head over the seat, but no one else seemed bothered by the sudden light show. Fucking sun, she thought and returned to her book. The squeak of the seat springs next to her interrupted her reading. Angela looked up from her book into the smiling face of Macy Pinder.
"Hey, Ang." Macy said, a friendly smile across her dark-skinned face, "Whatcha readin'?"
Macy Pinder was talking to her? Macy Pinder was asking her about a book? Confused, Angela showed Macy the cover of the book.
"Luna's Pride." Macy stated, "Not one of my favorites, but it's still good. I liked the Eclipse series better. Have you read that one?"
Macy Pinder had read a book? Angela thought, baffled.
"Um, yeah. I have the whole series at home." She stammered. "I didn't know you liked Ray Roderson."
Angela did not know that Macy liked any sort of book. Macy ran with one of the rougher crowds, and books were about the last thing on their list of interests.
"Are you kidding? He's the best."
For the rest of the ride to school, Angela became engrossed in a literary conversation with one of the most unruly girls in school. Had she been wrong about Macy since the 5th grade? She departed the bus with a list of Macy's recommended authors and a sense of confusion.
Angela followed the press of students into the school and wound her way through the halls to her locker, which would not open. Puzzled, she tried the combination again. Nothing. Perturbed, she turned around and nearly bowled right over one of her few friends, Kat. Angela blinked and looked her friend over, now even more confused. Kat was, like her, a bookish girl with curly brown hair that was usually done up with little bows. She wore glasses, similar to Angela's, and never dressed in anything that could be considered revealing or provocative.
Today, though, Kat had her shiny brunette curls pulled back into a ponytail. She wore a cropped top with a deep V-neck and a tight denim skirt. A navel ring twinkled on her tummy, and when she opened her mouth to speak, a tongue ring clicked against her teeth.
"What the fuck are you wearing?" Kat asked with a look of disgust.
"What?" Angela asked back, her face a study in shock.
"Those bags, stupid." Kat snapped, "Where did you dig up those nasty fucking rags?"
"I... what?" Angela asked again.
Kat rolled her eyes, and behind her she could hear two other girls laughing. The laughing girls were Candice and Laura, two of the girls from the book club. Like Kat they were dressed like... like the popular girls, Candice in a sundress and Laura in a tube top and miniskirt.
"Did I miss the memo on fucking opposite day or something?" Kat jibed, "Seriously gross. Don't talk to me until you can at least get some real clothes. And lose those geek specs. Judas Christ."
Kat flipped her ponytail and stalked off with her two cohorts, giggling wickedly. Angela stared after her, stunned. What kind of weird prank was this? Kat wouldn't be caught dead in something like that! And when had she gotten piercings? Angela shouldered her backpack and started toward class, her locker forgotten as she took in the other students around her. All of them, she saw now, looked different. The people she knew, that she'd been in classes with for most of her life, were all... wrong.
High school had social classes. Nerds. Jocks. Preps. Rockers. The in-betweeners. Most of these people had been part of her life for years as they aged together. She'd watched them all change and become part of one group or another. She was a nerd, she knew. Now, though, everyone that had been like her yesterday was dressed like the popular kids. The popular kids were dressed like her. The rockers were preps, and the preps were grunge.
Opposite day. She stopped in the middle of the hall, getting annoyed looks from the other students. The whole world, she thought, but different. Opposite. Oh, God! She ducked out of the hall into a nearby restroom and entered one of the stalls, wheezing. No way! No fucking way! She took the little pendant off of her neck and held it up, watching it sway.
Angela saw herself reflected in the stone, but the Angela there was not her. She was different. She was, "opposite." she whispered to herself. The Angela looking back at her had a nasty smirk on her face. Her honey hair, normally put up in a bun (as it was now) cascaded loosely over her shoulders, the cut slightly different. The ivory blouse was a tank top in her reflection, and the other Angela's cleavage was blatantly on display.
For one wild moment, she contemplated flushing the thing, but then stopped. She'd read plenty of books about magic jewelry, and if it really was, well cursed she decided, it wasn't going to be broken by simply getting rid of the pendant. A curse or an enchantment had to be lifted, either by the person who had laid the curse or by accomplishing some sort of goal that nullified the curse. She forced herself to calm and think rationally. The shop lady said that the pendant was old, meaning that whoever had put the curse on it was likely long dead. If she needed that person to remove the curse, she was royally fucked. On the other hand, If it could be lifted by reaching a goal, then she had to determine what the goal was. In the stories, the goal usually had to do with what the effects of the curse were.
Everything was the opposite. Everyone expected her to be the opposite of who she was. That must mean that, here, her life was also the opposite. She'd have to fit in until she could figure it out. She looked back into the stone, and to her horror she saw her life as from the viewpoint of the other Angela. Her doppelgänger must be wearing the pendant around her neck. She could see... evil Angela? No. Angie, she decided. Angie was sitting down to class and getting lustful looks from some of the other students.
Angela wrapped her fist around the stone and held it tightly. She wouldn't get home by standing in a bathroom stall. Whatever the goal was, she'd need to figure it out. The shop lady might have answers. How difficult that would prove, she did not know. If everything here was backwards, the shop lady might not even be the same person.
She forced herself to be calm and thought through the next steps. The shop wasn't close. She'd need to take the bus home and walk. That meant getting through the school day, without attracting more attention to herself. She needed to look like Angie, and Angie dressed sexy. It was a safe bet that this school also had a lost and found, like her own. There had to be something in it that was more in line with what her other self might wear. She poked her head out of the stall and glanced at the clock. 20 minutes to the first bell.
Angela hurried through the halls as the body of students thinned, ducking into the front office. She approached the reception desk, where a blonde girl with glasses typed at a computer. The girl looked up as she came near, and Angela knew her. In her world, Stephanie Hamlin was a mega-popular track star for the school. The Stephanie she knew, as well as her twin sister, Tori, were two of the most well-known and likable girls in school. Rumor had it that they also led some kind of double life as porn stars, but that was likely just horny boys wishing. This Stephanie, though, looked like the poster child for nerd, much like Angela herself. The thought of Stephanie Hamlin as an office temp nearly made her burst out laughing.



Stephanie blanched as Angela came up to the desk. If her current friends were any indication, Angie was likely a bitch version of herself, and probably a bully to Stephanie. The girl was clearly intimidated.
"Um, hi Angie." Stephanie said in a shaky voice.
Well, she thought, she'd nailed that one. Over here, she was Angie. She supposed it made sense. Of course she would think like herself. She just had to think backwards about everything. If nothing else, this experience was going to prove an interesting mental exercise.
"Hey, Stephanie." Angela replied, "I was wondering if I could check the lost and found for a skirt I left in the locker room yesterday."
"Sure."
Stephanie indicated a door to the right. Angela thanked her, prompting a suspicious look from the girl, and entered the room. Amongst shelves with backpacks, lunch boxes, and various school supplies was a large cardboard tote filled with clothes. Angela tore through it, discarding sweaters, jeans, t-shirts, and finally found a blue v-neck top that was one size too small for her, and a pleated skirt that looked like someone's schoolgirl fantasy. She sighed and took them, replacing the other items in the tote. Unfortunately, there were no shoes to replace her sneakers, but once she put this top on, no one would be looking at her feet. So much for not attracting attention, she thought.
She waved to Stephanie on her way out of the office, and returned to the restroom, where she changed and stuffed her old clothes into her backpack. Her glasses went in last. That would be more difficult. Either Angie had perfect vision, or she wore contacts. Angela would be able to see well enough, but she'd practically have to stick her nose into a book to read anything. Finally, she let her hair down out of the confines of the bun, and pulled it back into a ponytail. She checked the mirror and decided she was, for now, a passable Angie.
Satisfied, she left the restroom and went back to her locker. She couldn't be sure that her classes here were the same as her normal classes. Hopefully, Angie wasn't so different as to not keep a copy of her schedule in her locker. She just needed to get into it. She reversed the combination and the locker opened with a satisfying click. It took some digging through crumpled up papers, stuffed into the locker, but she managed to find her schedule of classes. Of course, they were all backwards.
Angela made it to her history class just in time and took an open seat, next to Kat. Glancing at her friend's evil twin's binder showed her that Kat went by Katie. Katie gave her an appraising glance and smiled.
"What the fuck was the deal with that getup?" She whispered, "I thought you'd lost your shit there for a minute. Shit, you looked like one of the Hamlin girls!"
Angela thought quickly. If she were one of the hot, bitchy girls, what would she have done?
"I broke into Tori's locker," She lied, "and thought it would be funny to go make fun of Stephanie at the office. You should have seen her face. I thought she was gonna cry."
Katie cackled. For just an instant, Angela's vision wavered. The room seemed to brighten, and Katie's mean girl image slipped. It was barely a second, almost so fast that Angela wasn't sure if it had happened at all, but in that fraction of a moment Katie became the Kat that Angela knew. Then it was gone. Angela looked away to hide her surprise. She was certain that in that brief instant she was where she belonged, but it had happened so fast. Probably just hope, she decided.
"Your tits look amazing in that top," Kat whispered, and she felt the girl's hand on her bare leg beneath the table, "Why don't we skip next period and we can lez off in the work room. I stole the key from Black Bill."
Angela nearly choked on her tongue, but caught herself. Fuck! Was Angie a lesbian?
"I... " she stammered, then quickly said, "I can't. That time of the month."
Katie nodded and shrugged, understanding.
Fortunately, she was saved by the start of class, which also proved to be a complete headtrip. Her teacher, Mr. Lynn, was a short Asian man with wire-rimmed spectacles, who always wore a blazer that was too large for him. He was terse, short-fused, and had the propensity to mutter to himself angrily in Korean when he wasn't happy with the class. Angie's Mr. Lynn was, well, the opposite. He smiled broadly and welcomed them to the final week of school. Rather than an over-large blazer, he wore a smart polo shirt and ironed slacks.
"This will be a practice exam," he announced in perfect, unaccented English, passing papers around, "with the final on Thursday. It will cover all the same content, so you'll know what to study, though the final exam will have different questions."
Angela looked down the list of questions, which were all a blur. Shit. Fortunately, the other students became focused on their own tests, so no one paid much attention to the fact that her face was nearly pressed against the table so that she could read the words. None of them made any sense. The questions were about history that had never happened, as far as Angela was concerned. Well, she supposed that Angie was likely not the best student, so one more failed exam wasn't going to make a difference. Unless, of course, she was stuck here. The thought was too horrible to contemplate.
Chapter 4: Joan of Arc... or Fuckin' Something
Judas Christ this Katie was an annoying little cunt, Angie thought, toying with a beaker of some kind of blue liquid. Kat, she caught herself. The prattling bitch was Kat, here. Angie sighed. She'd never paid much attention in chemistry. Boring. The teacher, though, him she could pay attention to. Her version of Mr. Layton was a dorky fuck, but this guy made her go all gooey between the legs just looking at him.
"Fuck he's hot." Angie whispered to Kat, who turned crimson with embarrassment.
"Gosh, Angela!" Kat hissed, "What the heck? Now you're checking out a teacher? I
should take you to the nurse, or something."
"I'm fine." Angie said. "He's just fucking hot. How does your pussy not get wet every day just looking at him?"
Kat rolled her eyes and said, "Whatever. Can you just tell me the pH, so we can finish this?"
"The what?"
Kat sighed and said, "just give it to me."
Angie tore her lustful eyes away from the hot teacher and laid her hand on Kat's arm. At least this Kat would make graduating easier, she surmised. This Kat actually did work, rather than skipping class to get pounded in the janitor's closet by Black Bill.
"Hey, sorry." she said, "I just woke up on the wrong side of the world, er, bed today. It kind of feels like I'm somewhere else. Thank you." She smiled sweetly, the way she did when she needed to get Donny Thompson to do her homework for her, and it had the same effect.
Kat flushed cutely and replied, "Yeah, it's ok. Let me just finish this so we don't have to redo it. I like your top."
Angie looked back to Mr. Layton and caught his eyes on her cleavage.
"You're not the only one." She murmured, and winked at the teacher suggestively.
Mr. Layton looked back down at his papers.
Angie mulled over her next steps. It was a real kick in the cooch when she'd left for school that day and somehow ended up in fucking Oz. After getting her bearings, and realizing that the old Russki from the shit shop had actually been telling the truth about a curse on the necklace, Angie had decided to make the best of it. Stealing the thing was proving to have been a great decision! Aside from having to ride the goddamn school bus today, she thought that she could get used to this topsy-turvy place. At least here she was on track to graduate in a week, and she hadn't needed to do fuck-all for it. It was a free pass.
Hell, all the nerds over here (wherever here was) were the crowd of popular and successful people back... home, she guessed. All she'd had to do was come to school today showing some cleavage, and it was like she was fucking Joan of Arc to the dweebs. Angie did not know if that was an apt comparison, but she'd heard the name somewhere and knew the chick was famous for something awesome. You don't get into a history book for being a complete cockup, after all. Even she knew that.
As she figured it, all she had to do was get acclimated, pull some of the nerds out of their shells and make herself their own personal Judas, no, Jesus over here (That fuckup had earned her some odd looks), and she'd be running this place inside a week. She just had to keep in mind that over here, everyone thought she was some kind of sissy dork carpet-muncher, or something. She'd just hook the cattle in with sex (what dorks wanted more than anything) and show them how to actually live a little, then she could make them do anything. Easy as smiling at Donny Thompson.
Chapter 5: Becoming Yourself
Angela rode the bus home, her first day down the rabbit hole something of a success. She'd managed the school day well enough, she thought, dodging the odd question or crinkled brow with hasty excuses and half-witted replies. Now, she bounced in her seat waiting for the bus to drop her off so that she could make the trip to the curio shop, where she hoped some kind of answer awaited.
At last, she reached her stop and quickly made the walk through downtown, which seemed much the same as her own. She wasn't in the mood for sightseeing, though. She rounded the turn onto the end of 3rd, and there was the little shop. She pushed the door open, the bell tinkled, and she stepped inside, approaching the counter swiftly. A moment later, the same old woman emerged from the same beaded curtain. She fixed Angela with an angry look.
"Some nerve you have, little thief, to come here!" She shouted, "I call the police right now!"
She reached for the phone.
"Wait! Please" Angela said, "I'm not... I'm not who you think I am."
The woman paused and looked her over again, then her eyes widened. Her hand moved away from the phone.
"No," she said, "No, you are not her, are you?"
Angela breathed a long sigh and said, "You know?"
The woman nodded. She quickly walked across the shop and flipped the sign to "closed" then locked the door. Her face softened.
"I know." she said, nodding her head.
"Please! What do you know about it?"
The woman looked far away for a moment, silent, as though looking back through time.
"I was... like you." She said, "From... over there." she waved a hand.
"You... but, you never got back." Angela stated, her heart sinking.
The woman shook her head and said, "Babushka was like you, too. Like me. From over there. It... it switches you with the doppelgänger." she said sadly, "but I could not be like her, so never got back."
"I don't understand." Angela said pitifully.
The woman seemed to struggle for words, then said, "To go back, one of you must become like other you. The same. I could not be like... other me. Evil, she is. Tricksy. I could not become that, and so I never go back. She could not be me, so she never goes back."
Angela thought it through. To go back, she had to become Angie?
"How did you get it?" The woman asked.
"You... she sold it to me."
The woman nodded sadly and said, "Tricksy, like I say. Other you, she steal it and run. Never would I wish a thing like this on someone. Always I keep it, though, and I think that one day I might go back. Glupyy... stupid."
"So, I need to be... like her to get home?"
"Old story. I know only that much. She become you, or you become her. More you are like her, more you will see other side. When you see other side, you break stone, you break curse. This is what I know from babushka. This is what she know from old country."
She shrugged. Angela stood straight. That split second, in her first period class. She'd told Katie that she'd broken into Tori's locker, something that she believed Angie would do. In that instant she'd seen her Kat, and then it had been gone. She'd become like Angie, and she'd been home.
"I saw it today. The other side. I... I did something like her, the other me, and I saw it."
The woman nodded and said, "I have seen it, too. You are like them, and you are closer to home. You are not like them, and you are far away. You will become like her?"
"I... I don't know."
The woman nodded, understanding.
"Thank you." Angela said.
The woman snorted, "Is not good saying this. You are now further away. It is not like her."
"Every time?"
The woman nodded. Great, Angela thought. Now, she just had to become a slutty ultra-bitch full-time, and she'd be set.
"Don't take this the wrong way," Angela said, then put on her best bitch face, "Thanks for fucking nothing, you stupid old cow!"
The woman nodded, understanding, and the world wavered in her vision, so quickly, like a spliced frame in a film reel, and then it was gone.
"Is good. You are closer."
"Fuck off." Angela said, and just for good measure, she swept the woman's jewelry display off of the counter and stormed out of the shop. She did not feel good about it.
Walking back home, Angela thought it over. Could she actually do it? Was she willing to become like Angie in order to go home? What a mindfuck! She'd have to watch her every word and every action, every minute of the day. Even the slightest lapse into her real self was a setback. How could she maintain it? Lost in her own thoughts, she only realized she'd made it home when she found the door locked, and her key did not work.
It suddenly occurred to her that this might not even be her home. A wave of panic tied her stomach in a knot. She had no idea where she lived. What were her parents like? If things were backwards, had the divorce never happened? Well, she was here. She may as well find out. She raised her fist and knocked on the door, then waited. A minute passed, and then the door opened.
"Mom?" She asked, staring in surprise at the woman standing in the doorway.
"Angie?" The woman asked, equally surprised, "What are you doing here? It's not our week. Does your dad know that you're here?"
Angela bit off the flow of questions that were about to spill forth. Her next words or action would either get her closer to home, or set her back. What would Angie do?
"I'm an adult. Dad doesn't have to know every fucking thing I do." She snapped, "And, why did you change the locks without telling me?"
Her mother sighed and said, "One of these kids around here broke the lock trying to get into the place a few days ago. I just had them changed. I wasn't expecting you until next week. It doesn't answer the question, though. Your dad is going to be pissed. You'd better come in and call him." She looked over Angela's shoulder, then asked, "Where's your car? Did he ground you again? Judas Christ, Angie, you shouldn't be taking buses around the city dressed like that. You're going to get into trouble. Come in here."
She went inside and her mother closed the door.
"I need to use your phone." Angela said.
"What happened to yours? Oh, of course. Grounded. What did you do this time?"
Angela rolled her eyes and shot back, "Do you want to read my diary, too?"
"No, but I also don't want you to get raped, riding public transportation dressed like that, but since when does anything I say matter?"
Her mother handed her phone over. Angela couldn't afford a phone of her own, and even if she could it was unlikely it was going to work over here. Hell, over here Verizon was probably some mom and pop joint in fucking Wisconsin. Angela scrolled through the contacts. Fortunately, her father had the same name. She dialed, waited, and then a woman on the other end answered, "Mr. Eller's office. This is Laura. How can I help you?"
Mr. Eller? Laura?
"Is my dad there?" Angela asked, as entitled and prissy as she could manage.
The woman did not sound happy to hear from her, but she was polite, "Hi, Angie. Just a moment."
The line went silent, beeped, and a moment later it clicked.
"Angie?" Her father's voice asked, "What is it? I'm about to head into a meeting."
"I'm over at mom's, and she doesn't want me to take a bus home. Should I order a cab or something?"
Her father sighed and said, "What are you doing at your mom's? Nevermind. I'll send a car. Is there anything else?"
"No."
The line went dead. Ok. Dad was kind of a dick. It made sense. Her own dad was kind and accepting, and her mother was a bitch, so... opposite. Jesus Christ. No, Judas Christ. Even cursing didn't work right around here.
Chapter 6: Dumpy Little Shitshack
What a shithole, Angie thought, reaching for the door to her new home. Her mom's place was even more of a dump over here. Everything else had been backwards, so why didn't her mom have a downtown penthouse apartment here, like her dad over there. She found the door locked as she tried the knob. Fucking great. The key was useless, of course. Her mom kept a spare in a coded lockbox around the back, so chances were... yes, there was the box. She punched in the combination, the only reason she actually remembered her mother's birthday, and nothing happened.
Damn it!
She rekeyed the combination in reverse. Backwards? Nothing. She tried her own, forward, and then reverse. Click. She grinned. Mom actually liked her over here, she guessed. She lifted the key from the box and let herself inside. Yeah, it was a dump, as expected. Back home, her dad left her mom with basically nothing, since he could afford the kind of lawyers she could only dream of. Over here, it looked like things had turned out the same way. The place was a study in spartan decoration, practically empty but for the basic necessities. There were a lot of photos of her on the wall, though, which she found interesting.
For the first time, she really got a look at her pansy twin in her thick glasses and dyke-bun. Chess club? Book club? Debate team? Fucking 1st place science fair? She wasn't just a nerd. She was the queen of the nerds. Thank god her graduation was basically a formality at this point. She'd just need to find a way to cheat her finals, and it would be all good. At least she was a super-brain over here, so no one would suspect her of cheating.
Moving past the wall of photos, she poked around the rest of the place, familiarizing herself with each room. It wasn't much. The house itself she knew well enough, just like her own mom's. She stopped and looked at the pile of mail, reading the name. Dale Eller. Aw, shit. This was her dad's place, and he was a broke fuck. That explained why she didn't have a car, and rode the fucking twinkie to school. If dad was broke, though, did that mean that mom was a rich bitch? She'd always known how to work her sweet mother to get her way. Her dad, though, was kind of a cunt. If she was going to have to spend her life here like one of the poor kids, maybe this wasn't such a sweet deal after all. But then, her dad was threatening to cut her off after high school anyway, so whichever world she was in, she was going to be broke. At least over here she had opportunities, thanks to her nerd-self's hard work.
In her own room, she found more nerd shit, and when she checked the closet she actually felt like she might vomit.
She clenched the red stone in her fist in disgust and said, "What the fuck do you wear?"
There was a brief moment where she thought that she could actually feel the other her, like sharing the same space. She paused, and held the stone up to the light. It was dark, like someone had pulled a shade over it. It still caught the light, but not in the same way it had. Odd. She returned it to her neck and started to pull the clothes out of the closet and lay them on the bed. If she accomplished nothing else today, she was not going to wear this dumpy shit. She couldn't seduce a fucking priest in these things.



Once her horrendous wardrobe was laid out in front of her, she noted a small stack of mail on the pillow. She picked up the mail and went through it. Two of the letters were scholarship offers from colleges. Not a bad start. The third was a package addressed from her mother. That provided a valuable clue. She now knew where her mom lived. The contents of the package were more valuable, still. Inside, she found a white box with the logo of an apple on it, and a picture of a phone. What the fuck is an Apple? She wondered, set it aside, and opened the accompanying card.
"Angela, Happy graduation. Call me some time, if you feel like it. -Mom."
The envelope contained $1,000 in cash. That answered another question. Her mom had, at least, some means. This was great! Now, she had a tool to learn about this upside down world, as well as some cash to burn on some new clothes. While she wouldn't be doing her shopping at K-Mart, where they sold the good designer stuff, anything would be better than the gnarly rags that were spread out on the bed.
She took one of the bills and examined it. The face of the president on it was familiar. Everyone knew Old Benjamin. The denomination was different, though. Shit, Ben would only land you a buck where she was from. Over here, he was the big man. She took the old bills from her wallet, now useless, and stuffed them into the bottom of her purse. Next, she unwrapped the phone and booted it up.
"iPhone." she mused, as the little logo lit up the screen. It looked just like her WozPad, which was also useless over here, she'd quickly learned. After completing the setup steps she opened a browser and looked up the news, just to get a feel for the wider world. She clicked a headline reading, "Florida Man Has Vintage Hotwheel Set Removed from Rectum," just for the laughs.
Halfway down the page, she spotted an ad that was like nothing she'd ever seen. They actually advertised sex toys on the internet? The Internet Act for Global Purity banned anything like this where she was from. Hell, you couldn't even access a porn site without your Adult Material License Number. She clicked, and was amazed. Porn. So much porn, and no license number required. Shit! The amount of pure perversion immediately at her fingertips was unreal! Evidently, anyone could make porn and put it out there, and even make money from it. You didn't even need to be licensed and approved by the Adult Material Board. She quickly swept all the clothes off of the bed and began to learn.
Chapter 7: Big Brad
Angela resisted the temptation to hug her mother goodbye, feeling that it was not something that Angie would do. Instead she stalked out of the house like a princess and got into the waiting car her father had sent.
"Hey, Ang." The driver greeted her, looking through the rearview mirror.
"Hey." She said back, and then promptly ignored him and stared out the window.
The car pulled away, driving on the wrong side of the street. The backwards fact hardly even registered. A few minutes into the drive, she caught the driver casting quick glances at her in the mirror. It happened several times before she finally grew curious enough to ask, "What?"
The driver grinned and said, "Why don't you come up front and give old Brad some of that fine road head? Unless you want your dad to find out about those two thugs you snuck into the penthouse last week. You're already on pretty shaky ground, from what I hear. We wouldn't want Princess to get kicked out of the castle, now, would we?"
Angela kept her face composed, but a sudden wave of panic shot through her. Shit! Angie really was a slut! Up until now, the choices had been pretty simple things. Acting bitchy, she could do. Being a petulant, entitled princess, ok. Wearing revealing clothes, yeah, it was workable. Sucking some strange guy's dick? How badly did she want to go home? She thought about her dad, her real dad. He was stuck with Angie. His life was tough enough as it was. Did she really need to stick him with that, as well? He didn't deserve it. She swallowed. What would Angie do?
"Fine." She said, rolling her eyes, and climbed over the console into the passenger seat, "Don't cum in my fucking mouth, though."
Brad grinned happily and pulled off into a nearby parking lot. He stopped the car near the back of the lot and shifted the seat back to give her more room. Angela's heart pounded in her chest. She'd never even kissed a boy, let alone had a penis in her mouth. She knew the basic principle, of course. You don't go through high school without getting a basic education in oral sex, just from listening to the cheerleaders talk at lunch. The actual method of it, though, had not been high on her list of things to achieve.
"Lose the shirt, slut." Brad said, "I want to feel those sexy tits while you suck me."
Angela almost blanched. Instead, she peeled off her top and showed a man her big breasts for the first time.
"Judas, but those are nice. I never get tired of that."
With no ceremony whatsoever, Brad leaned over and palmed one of her breasts, latching his lips around her nipple and sucking. Angela inhaled sharply, resisting the urge to punch him in the face. She let him have his way. The sensation wasn't a bad one, she decided, but it was still gross having this slimy stranger sucking on her boob. After a few moments, Brad pulled his mouth off of her and guided her head toward his crotch. Angela fought back tears as she allowed the man to pull her head down.
With trembling fingers, she reached for his pants and unzipped them. Brad assisted her by reaching into his trousers and pulling his hardening penis free, inches from her face. Angela's first thought on seeing it was to wonder if they were all this big? Her next was that there was no way it was all going to fit in her mouth.
"Go on, baby." Brad encouraged her.
Angela stuck out her tongue and gave the pulsing stalk of flesh a tentative lick, bringing a sigh of pleasure from Brad.
"Yeah. I missed that shit." The man said, his hand still resting on the back of her head.
Angela gulped, then opened her mouth and stretched her lips over the head of his penis, feeling the spongy crown with her tongue as she took it into her mouth. Brad groaned with delight. Angela tried to think clinically about what she was doing. While she didn't have first-hand familiarity with a penis, she did have a conceptual knowledge of its workings and parts.
What her lips were wrapped around was the glans, the sensitive head. She felt the soft underside of it with her tongue, and that seemed to please Brad. That was good. More pleasure meant that this would be over faster. She worked her tongue in the same way, while using her lips to massage his glans. While he seemed to enjoy it, he wanted more. His hand on her head became more insistent, pushing her further down his shaft. She let her lips glide down his cock, until she felt his head bump against the back of her throat. Brad relented, his grip easing.
"Fuck yeah." He breathed, "That's it slut. Suck it."
Angela pulled back, and then repeated the motion using her tongue to caress the veiny underside of his penis. Brad's hand left her head, and then she felt it on one of her breasts, palming it, groping it, pinching her nipple. Despite the rough treatment, she began to feel a sense of accomplishment, as well as a familiar feeling of arousal from between her legs. She was doing a good job! Brad's manipulation of her breasts seemed to trigger some primal urge in her brain, and she found herself bobbing her head up and down with more enthusiasm.
"Fuck... your tits are so perfect." Brad moaned, "You're such a good cocksucker, Ang."
Encouraged, Angela worked his wet shaft in and out of her mouth, feeling the way that it occasionally jerked or jumped in her mouth as one sensation or another gave Brad pleasure. She made an experiment of it, taking mental notes about which technique seemed to elicit the best response from his cock, or made his groping of her tits more intense. If she was going to have to become Angie, then this was likely not the last time she'd have to do this for someone. The better she became at it, the faster she could get herself out of the situation next time.
Brad's hand returned to the back of her head and began to "encourage" her with a fist wrapped in her hair. Rather than letting her go at her own pace, he was now essentially using her face to jerk off with, making Angela sputter and gag just to keep up. Despite making pitiful noises to indicate her displeasure, he did not relent. If anything, the sounds she made in protest seemed to spur him on. Finally, he held her head down and Angela felt his penis jerk in her mouth. She made one last squeak of protest before hot bursts of semen erupted into her mouth. His legs shaking, Brad groaned in pleasure and emptied his balls into her.
Angela fought back the urge to throw up. Angie wouldn't puke. Angie would swallow and ask for more, she thought. She swallowed, gulping down the shots of sperm like it was candy. The taste of it was anything but. Once she'd managed to take it all, and she felt Brad's cock softening in her mouth, he finally released her. She pulled away and sucked in air, choked for several seconds, and then fixed him with an angry look.
"Asshole! I told you not to do it in my mouth!" She said, and slapped him.
Brad just laughed off the girly slap and said, "Sorry, Princess. Couldn't help myself. Promise I'll pull out next time."
Next time? Fuck! Angela sunk back into the seat and said, "Can we go home now?"
Brad nodded, then added, "Keep your tits out until we get home."
Angela did not reply. Brad tucked his wet penis away, corrected his seat, and drove out of the parking lot. Angela tried not to cry as he groped her tits openly the whole way home. Her one consolation came in the form of a brief waver in her vision, less than a second. Home. She was closer.
Chapter 8: Fucking Porn Star!
After frigging herself to half a dozen orgasms while watching the infinite variety of porn on her new phone, Angie used the device to look up some stores nearby. Upon reviewing a few websites, she knew that $1,000 was not a lot of money. She'd need to spend wisely in order to get all the things she needed for her new career. She reviewed the footage she'd taken of herself masturbating. The camera was adequate to get her started, but she'd need better lighting, sexier clothes, some lingerie, sex toys. She couldn't believe the amount of money a girl who was willing to fuck on camera could make around here! The fact that prostitution was illegal in most places, but basically anyone was allowed to get fucked on camera and sell it was sort of mind-boggling, but whatever.
Being a Just4Fans girl would beat the cash she was used to getting for blowjobs down on 3rd Street, and when you threw in Reddit, Instagram, TikTok, PornHub, and all these other whacked out platforms they had over here, she could practically write her own ticket to infamy and fortune. People would eat up the nerd girl gone bad image she was already concocting. She could just imagine episode after episode of her "transformation" from science fair-winning dweeb to porn princess, and all the dollars she'd rake in!
She set off from the house, wanting to be out before her new dad got home, whenever that might be. It was pushing 6:00 and she hadn't seen any sign of him. Not that she was all that eager to meet him. He seemed like a cunt of a different kind over here.
Not too far of a walk from her house lay a downtown mall with several small shops and a couple of department stores. She'd debated shoplifting a few things to save her cash, but figured it was a bad idea. For all she knew, they might chop off people's hands for stealing in this land of savages and perverts. They could probably post it online and make bank, if the footage of some of their perverse practices was any indication. Heavy-R was something she'd never look at again, and it would haunt her dreams until she died.
Shopping the clearance racks made Angie feel like a peasant, but she had to remind herself that starting her own business was something that required sacrifice in the beginning. She did splurge on one item at a place called Frederick's of Hollywood, which was a dead ringer for Cedric's of Bollywood back home, and picked up a too-sexy set with a thong and push-up bra. In her mind, she was already filming herself fucking a dildo, and the bra would just make her tits look so amazing!
Loaded with a couple of bags, she set off back to the shitshack to start working on the next phase. As the house came into view, she noted the presence of a rust bucket in the driveway, which she assumed belonged to her loser father. Great. Hopefully he didn't ask her a bunch of nerd shit that she wouldn't know how to answer, like who her favorite Klingon from Star Wars was or something. She'd have to kick this shit into high gear, so she could get him the fuck out of her life ASAP.
While she'd rather have avoided him altogether, her path up to her room forced her through the living room, where Dale sat on the couch reading. He looked up at her, perplexed, as she entered.
"Hey, hon." He said, "You look... nice. Where's your glasses?"
Fuck. It was the little details, Angie thought.
"I just figured it was time to dress a little more like an adult, you know, since graduation is coming. I'm just trying something different."
He nodded but did not seem altogether convinced.
"Hey. I got a couple scholarship letters today." She said, changing the topic, "Maybe you can look at them and let me know what you think?"
"I thought you'd already decided on the applied sciences offer from Alpine."
She shrugged, again cursing her lack of knowledge, but said, "Just want to make sure I'm making the right choice."
"Sure." he said, nodding, then, "What's in the bags?"
"Just some clothes. Mom sent me a little money for graduation. Not much, but like I said, I just want to try something new."
That he did smile at, adding, "I always told you that you shouldn't keep all that beauty hidden, honey. I'm glad to see you trying something different."
"Night, dad." She said, and then decided that Angela was probably such a softie that she'd give him a daughterly peck, so she planted a kiss on his forehead.
As she did it, the world around her shimmered, like a haze in the heat. The effect was so quick, though, that she might have imagined it. For just an instant it seemed, though, that she was back in her mom's version of the shitshack. Then it was gone. She masked the perplexed feeling and hurried up the steps. What the hell?
Chapter 9: Line of Communication
Angela rode the elevator up to her father's penthouse apartment with Brad, the residual taste of his semen still in her mouth. She trailed just behind him, letting him lead since she had no idea which apartment she was supposed to go to. Finally he stopped at a door and looked at her expectantly.
"I lost my purse." She said, thinking quickly. "No keys. No phone. You remember that you had to pick me up, right?"
Brad sighed and nodded, pulling out his keys and unlocking the door. Angela breathed a sigh of relief, glad that she'd stowed the purse in her backpack. The penthouse was a spacious bi-level that overlooked the towers of downtown. Two massive bookshelves lined one wall near the big windows. Further back was a kitchen with a big island, while off to her left a spiral staircase wound upward to the bedrooms. The whole place was very neat and spotless. No past due bills here, she thought with just a twinge of envy.
Angela rounded on Brad and said petulantly, "Is there anything else? Do you need to jizz down my throat again before you leave?"
"If you're offering... " he said.
"Goodbye." She shot back, her hands on her hips.
Brad rolled his eyes and smiled, then left. Angela wandered the apartment, getting a feel for the layout, then found Angie's room and dropped her backpack on the bed. Angie seemed to have it all. Her closet was bursting with all kinds of designer clothes, most of which were unfamiliar, but she could see the quality. A big flatscreen TV hung on one wall. The bed was a big four-poster canopy perfect for a little princess. Angela explored the drawers and vanity, discovering numerous tiny panties, sexy bras, and all kinds of jewelry.
The jewelry brought a thought to mind, and she quickly rooted through her backpack until she came up with the pendant. She held it up to her eyes and gazed through it. Yes, just like before, she could see the view of the other side. Angie must still have hers around her neck. She saw her own room, but what caught her attention was what Angie was doing on her phone. Where had she gotten a phone that worked over there? Her dad certainly couldn't afford to get her an iPhone.
Where she'd obtained the device, though, was not nearly the biggest question on her mind as she saw what Angie was using it for. Her doppelganger was filling out an online form for a porn site called Just4Fans! The user name read "Not-eNerd" and there was a photo of herself as she usually dressed. Angela snatched her glasses from the backpack, and now she could read the tiny text in the profile.
"End of high school and time to live a little. Join me on my journey of sexual discovery, and watch the live transformation of a good girl into a total nympho fuckpuppet!"
"What the fuck are you doing?" Angela cried.
She could see Angie stop what she was doing, and then Angela heard her own voice in her head.
"Hello?"
Angela sat up straight. Had Angie heard her? Had she just heard Angie?
"Hello?" Angela answered back.
There was a pause, then the voice in her head, wicked and cruel, "Oh my fucking God! You can hear me?"
"Yes."
"It's like a fucking dream, isn't it?" Angie asked.
"No! It's a nightmare! I know how to switch us back." Angela replied, hopeful. She could just tell Angie how to be like her, and this would all be over faster.
"Back? I'm not going back. I thought you were supposed to be some kind of super brain."
Cold dread knotted her stomach.
"But... don't you want to come home?" Angela asked.
"Are you crazy? This place is great! Thanks for helping me graduate, by the way. You really had a lot of opportunities. I'm not going to be taking advantage of them, but it's nice to have some options. More than you're gonna have."
Angela felt hot tears in her eyes as she replied, "But it's not right! That's my life!"
"Not anymore, stupid. Now, you get my shit dad. He'll probably kick you out after school's out, so have fun turning tricks down on 3rd to make ends meet. I'm not a total bitch, so here's a tip. You may want to avoid the Snake twins. They pay well, but they're super into double anal, and they like to video that shit and sell it. Now, if you don't mind, I'm kinda busy setting up your new career over here."
"You can't do that!" Angela cried.
Angie's evil laughter erupted in her brain, and then she said, "Sure I can! Your mom sent me some seed money for graduation, and I'm putting it to good use. Don't worry. I'll keep the line open from time to time, so you can have a front-row seat. You're going to make a great porn princess! I've seen the kind of weird shit that you guys have online over here and, trust me, people are going to go nuts over watching miss first place science fair become first place fuckdoll. Tata!"
She watched Angie remove the pendant, and stuff it out of sight, breaking the communication. Judas Christ, was she going to have to work fast, now! The longer she stayed here, the more Angie was going to wreck her entire life. If she didn't manage to get back soon, what was she going to have left to go back to?



Angela resumed her inspection of the room with a newfound sense of determination. She had to learn everything she could about how to become Angie. Unfortunately, Angie wasn't one to keep a diary of her horrendous exploits. She did have a computer, though. It took a couple of tries to get the password, but when she thought like a dumb, bitchy, slut version of herself, she came up with the right one. Fuckdoll. God, Angie really was a perverted bitch.
For the next two hours she went through Angie's emails, her browser history, and the files on her computer. In most ways, Angie was her complete opposite, but they did share some similarities. One gross example was a spreadsheet, where Angie tracked her income from hooking. The sheet had names, locations, amounts she'd been paid and for what "service". Angela felt sick just looking at it, but it was valuable nonetheless. Angie had regulars that she met with, and her activities made more money than Angela had ever seen in one place. Where did she keep it? She wondered, but that thought was secondary.
The idea that she was going to have to become, not only a complete bitch, but also a prostitute made her have second thoughts about ever going home. Could she actually bring herself to do this? Then, she imagined what her dad would feel, when he learned that Angie was rewriting her life, destroying all of her accomplishments, and turning her into some kind of porn star. He was already a broken man. Having to go through all of that might actually put him under. She couldn't let it happen.
A distracting rumble from her stomach signaled that she'd been neglecting to eat anything today. If she was going to pull this off, she'd certainly need to keep up her energy. Angela made her way down to the kitchen, where she was greeted by Angie's father, standing by the island reading over a stack of papers.
"Angie." He said brusquely.
"Hey, dad. I'm hungry."
"You know where the pantry is." He replied, without looking up.
She didn't, but supposed it wouldn't be too difficult.
"Why were you at your mother's?" He asked, "And where's your car?"
Angela thought quickly, replying, "I lost my purse. No phone. No keys. No money. I took the bus to mom's after school and called you."
He grunted, accepting the answer, and did not seem surprised. Angela felt certain that this was not the first time something like this had happened. Dale set the papers down on the island and fished out his wallet. He handed her a black credit card.
"It has a $500 limit." He said, "And I'd better not see any charges from Cedrics or K-Mart on this one. Get yourself a new phone at the Horizon on 6th. They'll be able to switch the old line to the new one. I'll have Brad drive you in the morning, and he can get a locksmith out to get a new key for the car."
She nodded and resisted the urge to thank him. Oddly enough, he was unphased and hugged her. Even though it wasn't her real dad, Angela nearly broke down and cried into his chest. She didn't want to feel alone here, contemplating the horrible things she was about to do in order to get the real Dale back. Alone she was, though. No one else could know. No one else could help. It was all up to her.
Chapter 10: Altering Angela
Angie's bed was the most comfortable thing Angela could remember sleeping in. She'd nearly fallen asleep reading through Angie's email, and going back through years of social media history to get an idea of her interests, the way she talked, where she'd been. The experience was one mindfuck after another. At one point, she'd pondered the philosophical debate of nature vs. nurture, and thought about how much Galton would relish an opportunity to study this. For all she knew, Galton had been a pendant victim himself, and that had led to him coining the term.
She'd put an end to the thought, though, when she told herself that this was certainly not something that Angie would care about. She had to learn to dismiss her own scientific urges if she was going to pull this off. It was time to start thinking like an uppity, homewrecking, slutty, and stupid cunt at every waking moment. What would Angie do would become her one and only question. In most cases, the answer was bitch, and/or fuck. Easy.
Even though Angie's clothes were the total opposite of what she'd have chosen, she could not deny a small thrill at the sheer number of choices she had to pick from, and all of them purchased new. No Goodwill for Angie. Angela decided against a bra, donning a cropped white top that stretched enticingly over her big tits, through which her nipples were clearly visible. She'd considered whether Angie would have gone sans-panties, but then decided it would probably be more like her to wear them, and then end up selling her jizz-covered panties to someone after she'd let them jerk off onto her crotch.
She met Brad in the lobby of the apartment complex.
"Ready, Princess?" Brad asked.
"Yeah."
She followed Brad to the waiting car, where she took the passenger seat. Brad looked at her curiously as he got in on his side.
"So, Brad," She began, "I was thinking. Do you really have to take me to school?"
"Daddy's commands are my job." He said.
"What's the point? It's not like a few more days are going to make a difference. I mean, I'm gonna graduate, but cheating on a few more tests isn't likely to improve my education. Why don't you just drop me at the Horizon store on 6th, and then go take care of the car. You can pick me up after."
Brad shook his head and said, "No can do, Princess. I'd be in some shit if your dad found out."
"If he finds out, just tell him you did your job and dropped me off. It's not your fault that I skipped school afterwards. It's not your job to follow me around and make sure I go to class, right?" Angela argued.
"Why would I do that?" Brad asked, starting the car.
"Because I'll suck you off on the way to school."
"You'll do that anyway, unless you want me to tell him about the incident. Two black guys in his penthouse? Can you just imagine the load of shit you'd be in?"
Angie reached into his lap and began to fondle his cock through his pants.
"Well, how about when you pick me up later, I let you fuck me for the rest of the day?"
Brad's cock jumped in her hand.
"You serious?" He asked.
"I'm not giving it up in the back seat, but if you get a room, yeah. What do you say? All you have to do is drop me off, cover for me," she leaned in seductively, making her cleavage even more enticing, and whispered hotly in his ear, "and then you can spend the whole rest of the day shoving your cock in me as hard as you want."
She unzipped his pants and reached in, fingering his dick.
"I think I can make that happen." Brad agreed, grinning.
Angela pulled his penis free of his pants and leaned over it, wincing inwardly. This was the path home. Resigned, she put her lips around his cockhead.
"Oh, fuck... "Brad groaned, and added, "I can't pull out real well if I'm driving."
Angela pulled his cock from her mouth and said, "I was just in a bad mood yesterday. You don't have to pull out. Now, or later."
She resumed her task, fondling Brad's balls through his pants as she worked her mouth over his stiff stalk. Imagining what he would do to the girl later, Brad did not last long. True to her word, Angela gulped and swallowed his cum before tucking his sated penis away. She adjusted her top, licking her lips clean as she sat back in the seat. Even as she thought that sucking him off wasn't so bad this time, and even a little exciting, the world around her shimmered for that brief instant. She'd made the right choice. One step closer.
On 6th Street, Brad stopped the car and let her out, then drove off to take care of her vehicle. It felt very strange to be out in town on a school day. Angela had never missed a day of school in her life. Even on days when she'd been sick, she'd managed to get her homework and do something to further her academic pursuits. Then again, the whole point now was to do everything the opposite of what she'd always done. She was a slutty ultra-bitch until she was back where she belonged.
She found the phone store easily enough. A red logo reading "Horizon" was close enough to her own. She waited outside the door the 15 minutes until the place opened. The salesman was very attentive as he ogled her tits, easily locating her account with her father's name.
"It looks like you had insurance for theft, so I'll activate the line with a new one. You want the same phone?" He asked.
"Is there anything better? That one was getting boring." She replied.
"We have the WozPad 14+ now."
"Cool!"
The salesman retrieved one from the stockroom, and spent the next 30 minutes initializing it and transferring the old line to the new. While she waited, Angela had time to let her fears creep back into her head. She'd never had sex, and now she was suddenly going to have to fuck her way back home. How many dicks was she going to have to suck? How many men would she have to give her body to? What amount of total depravity was going to be enough for the pendant to decide that she was Angie enough to get back? It wasn't like there was some visible meter of slutdom filling up that she could watch.
After sucking off Brad this morning, she was sure that the shift back to her own existence had been longer, but if she hadn't been so adept at keeping measurements, she wouldn't have even noticed the difference. The shifts so far had lasted less than a second. In order to get home, they'd have to last long enough for her to actually be present, and then have time to destroy the stone while she was still where she belonged. That would mean she'd need several seconds at the very least. Then, how easy was the stone to break? Could she throw it on the ground and shatter it? Would she need to hammer the thing to break it? Did something like this require the fires of Mt. Doom to destroy? Unfortunately, there were no practice runs in something like this.
The salesman handed her the new WozPad, a name which made her chuckle inside. She could just imagine what Jobs would have thought about his old partner being the one on top of things. She took the phone, without so much as a thank you. Using the selfie cam, she snapped a picture of her generous cleavage, then posted it to her "The Facebook" account with a string of little drooling emojis. The previous evening, she'd learned that Angie was very much into posting photos of herself being a cocktease.
Angela left the store and crossed the street to a coffee shop, where she ordered a latte with DupliDale's card, complained about the way it was made, and then rudely accepted the second one. She did not tip the barista. The world shimmered as she took a seat and tapped at the phone. Still less than a second.
The phone chimed with "sync complete" and a sudden flurry of message notifications flooded the screen. Angie was very popular. Angie was also a very busy whore, in the most literal sense. She had 20 different messages from the previous day, and 2 from this morning, all clients that she recognized from Angie's spreadsheet. She copy-pasted a message to all of them that she'd lost her phone and just gotten it back. If they were still interested, she wrote, message again.
One reply was almost instantaneous, from a man named Arnold. Angela pulled up her mentally saved copy of the sheet, accessed Arnold, and realized that it was fairly close. He had an apartment over on 3rd. She messaged back that she'd be over soon. Angela finished most of her latte, "accidentally" spilled the rest on the table, and left it for someone else to clean up. Before leaving, she made a stop in the restroom, used the entire roll of paper, and made sure that the toilet was clogged and overflowed, just for good measure. She was rewarded with a familiar shimmer as she pushed open the door to the coffee shop.
The walk to Arnold's apartment was a short one. She took the elevator up to his floor, located the apartment number from the sheet, and knocked. A moment later, a black man around her father's age answered.
"Hey, baby! Come on in here." He said happily.
Angela took a breath and stepped inside, her insides knotted with fear. This was her 3rd sexual experience, but it felt different. Brad, while a stranger, was still an employee of her faux-father. There had been some degree of safety in that. This guy was a total unknown. She knew from the sheet that Arnold never wanted anything more than blowjobs, but Angie had labeled the "service" provided as "rough face-fucking". No further details had been supplied.
"Damn, you lookin' cute today, bitch. How about we get right to this shit?" Arnold said, "My dick's been achin' for this since the last time. Swear to Judas, you got me hooked on that sweet fuckin' mouth. You' gonna break my bank, but it's worth it."
"I love to suck it." Angela said, as sultry as she could manage.
"Yeah, I know you bitches do love that big black dick. Bet you sorry daddy aint into fuckin' white pussy, ain't you?"
Angela nodded her head, not sorry in the least. Arnold threw a pillow on the floor in front of her, and then handed her $100. She stuffed the bill into her purse, set it beside her on the floor and knelt.
"Will you do something for me?" Angela asked.
"What you need baby?"
She offered him her phone and asked, "Will you record it this time, so I can finger my pussy to it later?"
Arnold laughed and said, "Yeah, girl. I can do that. You know, I do love that about you. You're a kinky bitch. I better not see that shit online, though. I ain't got no license to make porn."
"It's just for me." Angela assured him.
Viewing Angie's personal files had proved a wealth of sexual education. Her other self was very... photogenic. Watching the numerous videos of herself being utterly demeaned, degraded, and used had been a surreal experience. To this point, Angie's sluttish activities had been some distant thing that Angela was aware of, but hadn't had much experience with outside of blowing Brad. Now, here she was, just like in Angie's videos. Based on what she'd seen, though, this was the easy part. Angie was a true amateur porno queen, taking on 3, 4, or more guys at a time in some of her more outlandish recordings. Angela was not looking forward to that experience.
Arnold began his recording, focusing the camera down on the kneeling teen.
"Tell daddy what you want, baby." He said smoothly.
Angela looked up at the camera and said, "I want to suck your big black cock, daddy."
"Go on 'n pull it out, then."
Angela shakily reached for the man's shorts and undid them, letting them fall to the floor. She did her best to hide the terror that she felt at the sight of the enormous bulge in Arnold's tight boxer briefs. Hooking her fingers into the waistband, she pulled them down his legs. His cock sprang free, slapping against her cheek as she peeled the briefs down. He stepped out of them. Angela wrapped her hand around the thick black staff and gave it a few experimental pumps, feeling it grow beneath her fingers.
What the fuck? She thought. Brad had been big, but this was at least a couple of inches longer, and thicker. She prayed that Angie wasn't a pro at putting the entire thing down her throat. Two reluctant blowjobs had not prepared her to get 9 inches of meat stuffed into her mouth!
"That's what you like, ain't it baby?"
"Uh huh." Angela said, entranced by the big, hot tool.
"Open up for daddy, now girl."
Angela opened her mouth, and Arnold pushed the fat head of his cock between her lips, stretching them wide. She panicked as the big shaft slipped further into her mouth, splitting her jaw open. There seemed to be no end to it as Arnold put his hand on her head and pushed inch after inch into her, until his pulsing crown touched the back of her throat, making her gag.
"Gukh!"
Arnold laughed and held his penis still, saying, "Good girl. That's just what I like."
Tears formed at the corners of her eyes as she relaxed her throat and breathed through her nose. She turned her eyes up toward the man and looked into the camera lens.
"Now that is so sexy. Just look at that little white mouth all cute and stretched around that dick. Bet you'd love to see how that shit would feel openin' up that little pussy, huh?"
"Mmm hmm." Angela attempted to reply.
"Sorry baby. You gonna have to keep dreamin'. I only let white bitches suck it."
Arnold pulled his cock back a few inches, and then worked it back in. He began to pump his hips in a slow rhythm, coating his big shaft with her saliva. The veiny ridges of his penis slipped back and forth across Angela's tongue as she swallowed a froth of saliva that built up in her mouth, having nowhere else to go. Her lips were a tight seal around the cock, practically a vacuum.
"Fuck yeah." Arnold growled, "Fuckin' mouth on you, girl. Lemme see them pretty eyes. Just like that."
Angela kept her eyes on him as well as she could, while Arnold's pace began to quicken. His fingers twined into her hair, holding it in his fist. Angela's eyes watered now as he began his assault on her face in earnest. His prick was like a piston, repeatedly forcing its way into her throat, making her gag and sputter, blowing spit bubbles out around the tight seal of her lips on each thrust inward. She placed her hands on his legs to support herself as the black man used her mouth.
"That's it, slut. Hang on for the ride. Fuck I love how sweet your face looks stuffed full of that dick. Gonna have to get me a second job so I can get this shit every day! Damn, look at those little tears bitch!"
"Gak! Gak! Gak!" issued from Angela's stuffed mouth. Arnold was making short, hard thrusts into her now, his dick barely leaving the entrance of her throat, seemingly determined to get the entire length into her, but it just wouldn't go. She felt his cock lurching against her tongue, the end coming on fast. His cockhead seemed to expand to fill her entire mouth.
"Here it comes, baby. Swallow daddy's cum. Here it comes!"
Angela braced herself, her head light, vision blurred by tears as Arnold made one last sharp thrust and then roared. His legs shook and then a torrent of hot jizz exploded from his cock straight down Angela's throat. She worked and worked to swallow it, but there was just so damn much. The shots of cum began to pool in her mouth, too much to swallow at once. Arnold, still gripping her hair tightly, held his penis in her mouth as the flow of semen began to ebb. Angela gulped, gulped, gulped, and then finally she managed to choke the last of it down, feeling nauseated as the thick goo filled her stomach.
"Ah, shit!" Arnold said, sliding his dick from her mouth, "That was a big one. Hot damn."
Angela sucked in air, feeling like she'd been denied breathing all day. She bent double and through her clouded vision saw drops of spit and cum drip from her gasping mouth onto the carpet. She coughed, sucked air, coughed again, and wiped at her eyes with her hand. A momentary feeling of triumph at having successfully sucked off her first client washed over her. For an instant, the world shimmered. The color of the carpet changed from brown to green, and then it was gone. She was closer. At what cost, though? She'd just whored her mouth out to a strange black man to pump his semen into. How much more of this could she handle?
Arnold, at last, removed his hand from her head. Angela looked up, face to face with his wet, half-hard penis, dripping with her phlegm. One thing was for sure. She was never going to buy jewelry again.
Outside of Arnold's apartment, she rooted through her backpack, then stuffed two pieces of gum into her mouth. On some level, her mind registered that the aftertaste of Arnold's cum was not as unpleasant as Brad's had been, and she wondered how diet might affect the taste of semen. She forced that thought away. Angie wouldn't care about that. Angie would just be happy to have a stomach full of cum and some extra money.



As she took the elevator down, fighting back tears, she forced herself to think of the latest shift. It had lasted a full second, she was sure. In the grand scheme, it was the longest one yet, so this whorish act had pushed her a long way. What did that mean? Was there some kind of grading system? Acting like a petulant bitch had gotten her closer, but in microseconds. Was that because Angie just was a petulant bitch all the time, so just existing that way was not really a change to herself? It wasn't really becoming Angie? Or, was she actually setting herself back each time she was even inwardly reluctant to be a bitch?
Angie wouldn't be opposed to her own bitchiness. It was just who she was. She never felt bad about it, or had regrets. Angela did have regrets. She did not want to be a cunt to people. The thought was disheartening. If even feeling like herself was enough to set her back, what hope did she have? She couldn't be Angie in that sense. She wasn't a horrible person. At this point it was just a hypothesis. There was no concrete evidence to prove that was the case. She needed to measure it, somehow.
Angela checked her messages, replied to Angie's next client, and did a mental check of the sheet. Angie confined a lot of her "activities" to the general area of downtown. It made sense. They were alike in that way. It was efficient. More opportunities to be a slut in a shorter period of time, maximizing revenue, while minimizing downtime. Angie was some sort of teenage slut-toy assembly line, taking one dick after another, fueled by jizz, churning out as many happy cocks as possible before quitting time. Damn it! If she hadn't been such a goody-goody her whole life, would her other self have turned out to be such a blatant whore?
As she hurried along to her next meeting, she resolved to lighten up and live a little more after she got home. If for no other reason than one never knows when they mind find themselves in an alternate reality, where being a super-slut was the only way home.
Chapter 11: Eager Assistant
Angie had never considered the A/V club to have any use whatsoever, until today. In order to make her transformation, though, she was going to need help. People didn't go from mega-nerd to super-slut in a day. The entire appeal of the thing was the transformation. That meant that Not-eNerd would need to start with the kind of boys that Angela was interested in. Nerds. They couldn't just be any nerds, though. They needed to be useful nerds.
Coming up with names of the people her dork self associated with hadn't proved all that easy. Angela didn't have any social media presence. She didn't even own a phone. She did have an old laptop that wasn't good for much besides typing papers, and which hadn't held much in the way of helpful information. Getting through the password on the thing had proved a challenge, too. Angie just wasn't used to thinking like a geek. She'd finally cracked the goddamn thing after looking at Angela's bookshelf, where a copy of a biography of some guy named Fibonacci held a birthday message from her father. She typed in the math fucker's name and the computer unlocked.
All that work had nearly proved to be a waste, though. Angela had nothing but school papers and some horrible poetry she'd written. The only valuable information she'd been able to glean was that Angela had done a stellar video project with another geek named Brian, and he'd been a pro director. Even Angie could see that the kid had an eye for lighting and angles.
Today, A/V club was basically a study period, all of the projects having been wrapped up for the year. Brian was busy pouring over a graded practice exam for their shared history class, another reason the boy would be useful.
"Hey, Brian." Angie said, taking a seat at a table with him, and flipping back her hair.
The poor boy's eyes nearly fell out of his head at the sight of her.
"Ang... Angela?" he stammered, looking at her cleavage.
"Hey. How did you do on the pre-test?" She asked, as though her state of dress was nothing new.
"Um... great."
Angie put her hand on his leg, and smiled, saying, "Of course you did! You know, I wanted to talk to you about a video project. It's off school hours, but I think it could be fun. I loved what you did with our presentation!"
"I... I, um, yeah. What is it?"
Angie ran her hand up his leg a little further, dangerously close to his crotch.
"It's, well, a little more risque." She bit her lip nervously, and glanced around the room, lowered her voice, and went on, "Just kind of an... erotic film experiment I've been thinking about. It's not, like, crazy or a nudie flick or something. I'm thinking more like Bigas Luna, or Russ Meyer."
She watched his eyes glaze over at the idea. Before last night, Angela had no idea who those names were, but a quick search of artsy, erotic film directors had given them to her.
"You like Russ Meyer?" Brian asked dreamily.
"Yeah! Busty dominant women? It's kind of a guilty pleasure, but it's so funny!"
The boy smiled back, probably thinking about all the times he'd whacked off to the idea of being dominated by women with big tits. Wish granted, she thought.
"Yeah. Sure. It sounds like it could be cool. Um, what do you have in mind? Do you have a working script or anything we can look at?"
"Later." She said, "Maybe after school you can show me some of your equipment?"
Her nails brushed his penis as she withdrew her hand, making him blush.
"I... uh... y, yeah. Totally!"
"Maybe you can drive me home? I can show you how deep the plot goes for what I'm thinking about."
Brian swallowed a lump in his throat bigger than the lump in his pants.
Chapter 12: The Slithery T
Angela knocked on the door to a small house with faded blue paint, just off of 8th Street. Despite the general disrepair of the surrounding neighborhood, the place was well-kept. Even the walkway to the door had been patched over the years, cracks sealed, and the lawn was very evenly mowed. Small flowers lined the walk up to the porch, and neatly trimmed hedges blocked off the view of most of the chain link fence around the lot. Angela wondered why Angie did not have more wealthy clients. Certainly she knew other people in the same social class as her father. Then, she figured that it was probably part of Angie's kink. It was more slutty to whore her body out to low-class men who would throw their meager income at her just for a chance at a hot teen body of the kind they'd never see naked outside of licensed internet porn.
Focusing on quelling the flutter of fear in her stomach, Angela waited for the door to open. When it did, she was greeted by a muscular young man with an unruly mop of black hair. Angela guessed him in his late twenties, and compared to Arnold this guy was a dreamboat. He wore an easy smile that made her feel better, and his eyes were kind, if hungry as he raked them over her body.
"Hey, kitten." The man said. Angela's spreadsheet named him Mike.
"Hey stud!" Angela chirped.
Mike waved her in and shut the door.
"I've been thinking about you. Glad you could make it." He said, leading her into his living room, where he drew the curtains and asked, "Can I get you a beer?"
"Hell yeah!" Angela accepted. She had never had beer, and wasn't sure how it would mix with the belly full of Arnold's jizz and a latte, but it seemed like what Angie would do.
"Have a seat." He pointed to a couch.
Angela waited for her beer to arrive, and surveyed the tidy little place. Mike may have looked like a frat boy, but he didn't live like one. He returned with her beer, twisted off the cap and flicked it expertly into a nearby trash can. Angela accepted it, and chugged. She thought it was disgusting, but downed half the bottle in one long gulp.
"Cheers!" Mike said, and raised his own bottle to her.
"So," Angela said, setting the rest of the bottle aside, "What's your pleasure today?"
Mike grinned and said, "Straight to business. That's why I like you, Ang. You don't fuck around about fucking around." He pulled a wallet from his shorts and took out $100, handed it over.
Angela put the going rate for Angie's mouth into her purse, and Mike patted the seat next to him.
"Tits out, kitten." Mike instructed.
Angela peeled off her top and dropped it over her purse, resisting the temptation to cover herself with her hands in front of this stranger that she was about to suck off.
"Damn! I never get tired of those gorgeous melons." He said, shaking his head.
Mike wriggled out of his shorts and discarded his tank top. Angela sat next to the naked stranger and his half hard penis. Mike was more of a size similar to Brad, she noted, but he was completely denuded of hair. This struck her as somewhat courteous. Mike flipped on the TV with the remote as he put his arm around Angela's shoulders, and gently guided her toward her task. She opened her mouth, and slipped her soft lips over her third hard cock of the day.
"Check out this new shit I got, baby. You're gonna like this one." Mike said, as Angela played her tongue around his cockhead.
While she was thankful that Mike wasn't making any effort to shove her head down his prick, or fuck it into her reluctant mouth, she couldn't deny a certain feeling of pride at how accustomed she was becoming to putting cock in her mouth. The act of sucking dicks, she found, was actually kind of calming in a way. Hearing the men groan as they took pleasure from her mouth made her feel warm and wet between the legs. It was only that she was doing it for total strangers out of desperation that really stopped her from enjoying the good feeling in her pussy. The fact that she did feel excitement about it made her feel like a slut. She should embrace the feeling, she knew. It's what Angie would do, but it was so very hard to like being wanted only for the pleasure you could provide to men with hard dicks, rather than the brilliant thoughts that came out of your mind.
Mike clicked a few buttons on the remote, and Angela saw a video begin to play on the screen. The film was obviously homemade, probably with someone's phone camera. Unlicensed porn, Angela guessed, slowly sliding her lips down Mike's hardening shaft, while her eyes watched the TV. She still couldn't get the idea out of her mind that two days ago she'd been at the precipice of adulthood, on track to graduate with a wide choice of colleges ahead, and now she was on a total stranger's couch, being paid to suck his dick while watching underground porn. What would Angie do?
She sealed her lips tighter around Mike's penis and breathed through her nose to get as much of it into her mouth as possible. Mike gave an appreciative groan, and rested his beefy hand on her ass, squeezing it as she sucked him. The TV showed a big-breasted girl with black and purple pigtails, a little stud in her nose, laying on her back on a bench. The girl's legs were stretched widely apart, and secured to poles, with restraints, on either side of the bench. A very large toy in his hand, a masked man slapped the girl across the face several times. The girl's body shook with perverse pleasure each time.
"You're a fucking hole!" The man hissed at her.
"Fuck you!" The girl spat at him, "I'm 3 fucking holes!"
Mike chuckled at that and squeezed Angela's ass again. Having had little experience with porno, the scene was shocking. She shouldn't be that surprised, she thought. Angie had recorded herself being handcuffed to a bed while two guys took turns burying their cocks in her ass until she orgasmed. Angie was evil, though. She expected that kind of behavior from an evil slut. Apparently, there were a lot of evil sluts out there.
Angela drew her lips up and suckled on the head of Mike's penis, massaging it while stroking his pisshole with her tongue. Mike groaned and she felt his cock twitch, a small dollop of precum oozing out of the tip onto her tongue. She lapped it up and continued her lip massage. The man in the video pushed the big, thick toy cock in his hand into the restrained girl, who shuddered as the thing opened her pussy up.
"Fuck!" The girl moaned, "So big!"
"That's the small one!" The man said, and laughed, pushing the rest of the toy into her. He began to fuck her with it in long, hard strokes as the girl screamed for more. Moments later, her cunt gushed a stream of clear girl cum out around the toy, and her entire body quivered. The man pulled the thing out of her, and reached for another one, much larger this time.
"Damn, dude. Are you watching it again?" A voice said from the kitchen entry.
Angela jerked back in surprise, but Mike quickly grabbed her head and held it in place, pushing her back down on his cock.
"Uh uh, slut. Keep going." He said. Then, to the newcomer, "Yeah, man. I thought Ang would get off on this shit. How you likin' the show, kitten?"
"Mmm hmm." Angela agreed, not liking it at all.
"Hey, Ang." The newcomer said, as though he hadn't noticed the topless whore with his friend's dick in her mouth until now.
Angela glanced away from the dick in her mouth and the girl on the screen, who was now screaming again as 14 inches of rubber, nearly 5 inches around was shoved into her body. The new man in the room was about the same age as Mike. Angela tried to recall the other two names from the same address on Angie's sheet, but Mike was gently masturbating himself with her face now, and aggressively palming her butt cheek. Combined with the screams of agony and pleasure from the woman on the TV, and the growing heat between her legs, Angela's recall was not forthcoming.
Mike's roommate tossed some money onto Angela's discarded shirt and she panicked. Two at once? How much money did he just throw down? Would he wait his turn or want her to do him at the same time? Oh shit!
"Cheap ass." Mike said, good-humored.
The roommate snorted and said, "Whatever man. You know I love to eat this slut's pussy. You love it, too, don't you Ang?"
He opened his mouth, and stuck out one of the longest, thickest tongues that Angela had ever seen. The thing had to be as big as Mike's dick. And it was about to go inside of her. She couldn't run. This had to be done. It wasn't as though she could physically get away, anyway. These two were so horned up now that there was no way they were going to stop using her until their lust had been satisfied.
Roommate grasped the hem of Angela's skirt and pulled it down, then removed her panties, leaving her completely naked. He wrapped her panties around his cock and jerked himself with them as he maneuvered her body into a better position. The guy was stronger than his physique had led her to believe. He easily picked up her lower body, and pulled it over the arm of the couch. Her legs dangled over the side now, spread, with her wet pussy exposed and ready for a thorough tonguing. Mike's cock remained buried in her mouth, and he seemed content to let her simply drool over his penis while his friend knelt behind her.
"You had this pussy fucked today, baby?" Roommate asked.
"Nnnn nnn!" Angela mumbled around Mike's cock, suddenly afraid. There was no way she'd be able to stop him if he decided he wanted to sink his dick into her.
"Too bad. I do love it when you feed me those sloppy seconds." The guy said.
"You're a sick fuck." Mike said, and chuckled.
A sensation like nothing she'd ever felt in her life suddenly invaded Angela's pussy. This guy's tongue was like a living thing, slithering inside of her like a snake, wiggling and thrashing.
"Mlly Thip!" She squealed around Mike's cock.
Mike groaned loudly as her exclamation sent vibrations of pleasure along his cock.
"Damn, man. Keep on going. That was fuckin' good.' He said.
Roommate did keep going, worming that long, thick tongue as deep as it would go, and then working it acrobatically inside of her, now, very wet sheath. Angela had no need to play at enjoying this. It was fucking incredible! Any pretense she'd had of playing at a slut was dashed away as this stranger's python of a tongue twisted and licked out her insides to the most mind-blowing feeling she'd ever experienced. Angela moaned like the sex-mad whore that Angie was, her entire body convulsing with a life-altering orgasm that had her head spinning. Mike muttered to himself as Angela moaned around his dick, thrashing about. Roommate held her ass apart with both hands. The woman on the TV screamed and squirted again, or maybe it was herself this time. She wasn't sure.
Roommate withdrew his magic tongue from her sopping pussy. Angela lifted her head up from Mike's cock just long enough to say, "More! Put it back in!"
Roommate laughed, "You should be paying me for this shit."
He wiped his mouth with the back of his hand, and then ran his long tongue through her embarrassingly soaked slit. She could actually feel her juices dripping from it. Instead of pushing it back into her pussy, though, the tip of it tickled her anus. Angela's body tensed. He couldn't! He was! The tip of the snake opened up her virgin ass. The guy curled it and pushed it further. Angela made a conscious effort not to bite down on Mike's cock, and as the length of that monstrous tongue squirmed its way into her ass, she began to suck like a true whore. Mike guided her head up and down as she sucked, now not so eager for this to end.
Angela believed that getting anything shoved up her ass was going to hurt, and if it were a penis it might have. This was in no way unpleasant, though. This was fucking amazing, and when Roommate shoved two of his fingers inside her pussy and began to massage it, she bucked against him and came again. Her frantic dick sucking and the sight of a hot teenager in the throes of orgasm did its work on Mike, as well. He pulled Angela off his penis by her hair, and fired thick ropes of cum onto her cock-drunk face. She couldn't even feel disgusted by her first facial. The way this guy's tongue was buried in her ass was an all-consuming feeling of total bliss. Mike grinned at her shell-shocked face, eyes clouded over with pleasure.
"Lookin' good, Ang." He remarked.
Roommate removed his tongue and fingers from her body, and pulled Angela around to face him. Before she had time to register what was happening, the magic tongue was in her mouth. She kissed back, smacking lips with this total stranger that had just invaded her body in a way she'd never dreamed was possible, then the sick bastard raked his tongue across her cum-soaked face, jerking his cock with her panties until he came.
As the intense feeling of pleasure began to fade, leaving her feeling empty inside, Angela began to shake. The scientific part of her brain was telling her that she was traumatized, but the Angie in her was giving her a mental thumbs-up. Then, the world shimmered and the two men winked out of existence, as though they'd been a dream. She had only the briefest glimpse of another Mike, skinny and missing teeth, his mouth wide open, looking as shocked as she felt. Then, it was gone, and she was naked, covered in saliva and her own cum, while Angie's clients bumped fists as bros are wont to do.
Chapter 13: Not-eNerd
Brian was, understandably, very nervous to be in a girl's room alone with her for the first time. Though he was trying to act cool, carrying his little camera bag and pole lights, Angie could see him shaking. He fidgeted with the bag in his hand as if unsure where to put it.
"You can just set that anywhere." Angie instructed, opening the closet door and pulling out some of Angela's gross, stuffy clothes.
Brian set the camera bag on her desk, and leaned the bag with his lights against the edge of it. He still couldn't get over the fact that he was going to see a girl naked, and a girl he'd had a crush on since they did their project together. Angela was super smart, and he'd always thought she was pretty. She didn't show it off, like some of the "cool" girls, but he wasn't blind. The past couple of days, though, that had suddenly changed. While it was different, it wasn't all that surprising.



Lots of the kids were going through sudden changes with graduation coming. It was like the experience had shifted people's perspectives about their future, which made sense, and some of them were embracing becoming adults, changing their looks, or their music. Even Jessica Rain, a black-haired goth girl for the last four years, had shown up this week as a blonde in blue jeans and cowboy boots!
Brian watched Angie pulling out clothes and looking them over, marveling at the change in her appearance from just putting her hair down and taking off her glasses. To say nothing of the tight top that displayed her boobs so prominently. He thought again that this might be the best decision of his life.
Angie settled on her choice for the first shoot, a baggy, gray blouse that came up to her neck, and a pair of loose, linen pants with wide legs. It was one of the ugliest things she'd ever seen. She threw the clothes on the bed, fished a pair of Angela's glasses out of a tote on the floor, and then stripped off her shirt. Brian made a little squeaking sound. Shit, she'd almost forgotten the little twerp was there.
"Well, I'm going to be taking them off again later, anyway, right?" She said, shrugging her shoulders.
"Uh, yeah. Ok." Brian stammered.
He made a show of checking his camera over, watching from the corner of his eye, while Angie pulled the blouse on, then changed her pants and underwear. She wrapped her hair up in a tight bun, and then slipped the glasses on. Glancing in the mirror, she mentally compared herself to Angela, and decided it was perfect.
"I think I'm ready." She said to Brian.
Brian nodded, already setting up the lights, which drove the shadows from the room. He also placed a second camera on a tripod with a wide view of the room. Once finished, he took up his camera and asked, "So, uh, how do you want to, um, start?"
"Well, you're the director, Mr. Meyer. Direct!"
Brian glowed at the praise. Film school was coming, but he was getting to work with his first actress right now!
"Ok." He said, closed his eyes for a moment, and then said, "This is a coming of age series. You're realizing that you're now an adult, and you've been so focused on making good grades and furthering your academic pursuits, that you've never learned about your own sexuality. You're curious, and you're afraid, but when you think about it at night, all alone, you touch yourself and wonder what it would be like to explore those feelings."
Angie felt that he was describing himself to a tee, but she remained silent and nodded along.
"Since this is going to be an ongoing series, and you want people to engage with you, we don't want to give too much away at first. We want to tantalize your audience, get them to connect with your uncertainty and eagerness. We'll keep it short for now, and we'll record some voice over later. The thing with a lot of these Just4Fans girls is that they just film stuff as it happens, which is ok for the realism factor, but the idea here is to draw an audience that will come back repeatedly for the next episode. It's like any good TV show. The story is what will draw them in. They'll need to know what's going to happen next, and how what already happened is going to change you as a character."
Angie nodded, legitimately approving. It seemed she'd made the right pick with this guy. He might have been a nervous wreck when he was thinking about seeing a naked girl for the first time, but once he got to talking about what he loved, he was completely cool. It occurred to her, then, that this wasn't only his chance to see a cute girl naked, it was his big debut as a filmmaker, and he was all-in.
"Sit on the bed, cross-legged, back against the headboard. Put those two toys in front of you, but don't open them."
Angie did as instructed, placing two sex toys she'd purchased today, with Brian in tow, on the bed in front of her. The first was a small pink vibrator, while the second was a larger rabbit that she was quite eager to get into her cunt later. She hadn't cum since yesterday and it was getting unbearable.
Brian switched on the camera and stood at the foot of the bed.
"You're curious." He instructed, "You've never owned a sex toy before. You know, in theory, what they are, and you're excited thinking about how they might feel. Will it be different from masturbation with your own fingers?"
Brian got a closeup view of Angie's face as she chewed her lower lip in anticipation.
"Pick up the small one, and open it. You're nervous. It's just a plastic package, but your hands are shaky and unsure. You're thinking about the possible pleasure it's going to bring you."
Angie took up the package, and fumbled with it until she tore it open. She cast aside the wrapping and held the little toy in her hand, examining it like a nerdy scientist. Her fingers traced the silicone shape, and her eyes were wide and studious.
"Now, just touch it with the tip of your tongue, experimentally. You've heard the cheerleaders talk about putting a boy's thing in your mouth. Will this be the same?"
Angie poked her tongue out and tickled the little toy with it, then giggled to herself like she was so naughty.
"Good! Good!" Brian praised her, "Now, lay it aside and open the next one. You're just a little more confident. You're becoming aroused at the thought of using them on yourself. Your trepidation is fading, and your curiosity is growing like the heat between your legs."
Angie was not feeling any trepidation, but he'd pegged the warmth in her pussy, for sure. She unwrapped the next toy, more hurriedly this time, and opened her mouth in a little O of surprise, her eyes wide as she took in the sight of it. It was so much bigger than the other one. The flush in her cheeks, from her growing arousal, could easily be interpreted as a flush of embarrassment about her own feelings. Oh, Angela, what a naughty girl you're going to be, she thought.
"Bring it to your mouth, and kiss the tip of it with your lips."
Angie did, giving the toy a little kiss, then sliding her lips over the head of it for good measure.
"Great!" Brian said, his voice a bit husky, "Now, set it aside and pick up the first one."
Angie picked up the small vibrator.
"Hold it up and switch it on. You'll be surprised at the vibrations."
Angie gasped as the toy began to vibrate in her hand.
"Keep your eyes on it. Let your other hand wander to your breast. Squeeze it gently. Just like that. Good! You're so excited about what you're going to do. It's so different from the way you've acted your entire life. Good girls don't buy sex toys to put in their vaginas. Naughty girls do that. You're about to feel what it's like to be a naughty girl, for the first time."
Angie suppressed a chuckle as she squeezed her tit through her top. If only Brian had seen her being gangfucked last week, he might think otherwise. Of course, her own Brian played for the baseball team, and gangbangs were not an infrequent occurrence amongst that crowd. Angie had done of couple of them, blindfolded, so she might have even fucked this guy already.
"Let your hand with the toy stray to rest between your legs. You need to feel it, but you're not excited enough to cross that line into letting it touch your naked flesh. Not yet."
Angie continued to fondle her breasts through her top, and let the toy rest between her legs. As the vibrator made contact with her pussy through the cloth, she let her head fall back and eyes close. She let out a small squeak of pleasure.
"Perfect!" Brian praised her, playing the camera across her half-lidded eyes, then capturing her face, then panning down her body, where she pawed her tits a bit more roughly. The camera slid down further, focusing on her hand, holding the pink toy against her parted legs.
"Now, undo the tie on your pants. You're going to slide the toy inside, bringing it closer to its goal. Your excitement is growing, and you're taking the next step. That first barrier is gone, your pants. Now, only your panties are in the way of truly feeling what it's like to be a naughty girl that touches her pussy with sex toys."
The ties came loose easily, and Angie loosened the drawstring, giving her hand enough room to slide beneath the light cloth. She had to give the boy credit. He was doing a great job getting her into character, and the thought of what she was doing to Angela was getting her so fucking wet. She was a mean girl, after all. Making herself feel good was her primary driving force in life. The idea that she could actually take over someone else's life, and utterly change who they were was immensely exciting and powerful.
Angie pushed her hand into her pants, bringing the vibrating toy to her pussy. The hum of the thing was muted by the cloth as she rubbed it against her panties and let the pleasure show on her face. Fuck, that was good! Her hand continued to squeeze her tits through the blouse as she teased herself with the vibrator. Brian played the camera up to her face, capturing the feeling of excited bliss as she explored her new feelings.
"Let your excitement build." Brian directed, "This is all so new, and it feels so good. Let your hand stray to the hem of your top, and slide under it. Slowly slide it up your stomach to your breast."
Angie did as instructed, tracing her fingers up her belly, showing just a hint of her skin to the camera as she groped herself through her bra.
"Your pants are in the way now. You've become excited enough to push them down and show us your panties."
Angie wiggled the pants down her legs and kicked them off, then pressed the toy against her pussy again, sliding it up and down her slit through the panties. Her excitement produced a visible wet spot on the crotch, which Brian was happy to capture in closeup. He alternated between her panting face, the toy rubbing her pussy, and her hands touching her breasts.
"Now, pull the panties to the side and let the toy touch your naked flesh for the first time. One more boundary has been crossed. You feel so naughty touching a sex toy against your bare pussy, the way only your hands have done up until now."
Angie pulled the panties to the side, exposing her wet pussy to the camera, and then continued teasing her slit with the toy, the vibrations working her up as they pulsed through her crotch. The toy was slick with her arousal and she lingered against her clit, letting the vibrations propel her toward an orgasm. Fuck, she wanted to cum! She pinched her nipple through the thick bra as the camera captured the gentle rocking of her hips pushing against the good feelings building up inside of her.
"Slip it inside of you." Brian said, his own arousal clear in his voice. Shit! His first film! His first naked vagina! This was a day to remember.
Angie pushed the little toy into her wet pussy and slowly began to fuck it in and out while she played with her tits, gasping as the feeling intensified. The camera focused on her busy hand, pushing in, pulling out, pausing inside of her to let the feeling build. She bucked her hips against the toy at the same time, wishing it was one of her hung clients rather than a tiny vibrator. A good, hard pounding underneath a sweating, grunting stud was what she really needed.
Brian watched in awe, silent now, as Angie lost herself in the pleasure of her impending orgasm. The little sighs and squeals she made were so erotic, he thought, his cock hard in his jeans. Watching a woman orgasm in person was nothing like porn made it out to be. This was incredible! He could see every quiver of her body as the feelings she gave herself swept through her, heard the hum of the vibrator and the wet, squishing sounds from between her legs. He imagined, if he were closer, that he could even smell the hot scent of her arousal. Angie's sexy little moans became more impassioned as she got herself off in front of the camera, until she finally found her release. Brian captured it all, already editing the footage in his head.
Chapter 14: Hotel Humpdate
Angela staggered out of Mike's house with her head in a sexual fog. She'd thought she was familiar with what an orgasm felt like. Masturbation wasn't something she did often, and the results were not really something that had blown her mind, thus she'd never really felt the need to explore it more than was biologically necessary for a teenager with changing hormones. Holy shit, though, had she been wrong! For the first time she understood Angie's sex addiction. The hooking, she understood on a different level. That was just Angie fueling her kinks, but the physical pleasure of having an intense orgasm like the one she'd just experienced on the nameless Roommate's tongue was not something she'd been prepared for. Her extensive vocabulary failed to give her words to describe it, other than so damn good! She almost did give the guy his money back and ask for another one, but Angie would never do that.
Instead, she'd wrapped up business and, now, stumbled down the walkway with the most delicious feeling between her legs. As she exited the gate she fished the phone from her purse and called Brad.
"Hey, Princess." He answered.
"Where are you?" She asked, "I'm getting bored."
Brad sighed and said, "I'm almost finished. The locksmith got the keys made, so I'll be on my way soon. I'll pick you up at the Horizon store."
"Fine." Angela said, rolling her eyes for good measure and started back toward the store.
She waited outside on a bench, eating a sandwich and replying to other requests for services. Since she was about to give up her pussy for the first time to Brad, though, she replied that she wasn't available right now. While she waited, she pondered the upcoming fucking she was about to receive. Angela had always believed, somehow, that she'd meet some nice boy in college, and that they'd fumble around awkwardly to learn what this whole sex thing was all about. Circumstances being as they were, the timeline for sex education had sped up immensely.
The necessity of becoming a slut had taught her that the experience was far different from what she'd imagined, especially that damned tongue. That part made her tingle all over again as she remembered the writhing thing burrowing into her body and making her head explode with that incredible feeling. It made a perverted sort of sense. She was Angie, and Angie was her. Their bodies were bound to react the same way to the stimulation. If she'd had Angie's life, she'd likely have turned out the same way, which meant that sluttiness was there inside of her.
That, also, made sense, when she considered her own actions today. It hadn't really been the sexual acts themselves that she disliked. Those had actually been, in a weird way, enjoyable. Even the way Arnold had, essentially, degraded her and treated her as nothing more than a useful hole to unload his balls into had aroused her in a way she hadn't thought possible. No, it wasn't the acts themselves, but rather the fact that it was being forced on her as her only path to reclaim her own life. What was to come next was going to decide whether she could really stick with this thing, though.
What would it be like to get a hard penis pushed into her? Would it be like the tongue? Would she feel the same rush of pleasure and that orgasmic explosion from it? It sure would make the rest of her upcoming tasks more palatable, if she could at least get some kind of enjoyment out of the whole deal.
She thought back to the "wildest" night of her life up until this unfortunate event. Just after the divorce, she and Kat had gone super crazy and taken some wine coolers from Kat's step dad's garage fridge. It was the one time in her life that she'd gotten buzzed, which then led her to come home feeling rather amorous. She'd made the brash decision to masturbate with a hairbrush, which led to a horrific puncturing of her hymen, some blood, and a sense of terrific shame. She'd resolved never to be the kind of girl that would lose control and bang herself with household objects again, and that had been that. That had not been a pleasurable experience. Until today, it had been the only time she'd had something other than a finger inside herself.
Brad's black sedan rolled up to the curb in front of her at that moment. Angela pasted on her bitch face and opened the door. Inside, Brad handed her a key to a vehicle she had never seen.
"No calls from your dad, as of yet, so I think you're in the clear." He said.
"Did you get the room?" She asked, without thanking him.
"Booked it while I was waiting." He said excitedly.
"Let's go, then."
Brad put the car in drive and pulled back onto the road. The motel he'd booked was just on the other side of downtown proper, and when they pulled in Angela was not impressed. The place was definitely low-rent, with the shoddy old sign reading "Rooms from $35.99 per night". Angie would probably be thrilled about this, though. It certainly played into her desire to be used like a cheap piece of ass.
"What a dump." Angela said, "But it's kind of hot."
Brad raised an eyebrow.
She added, "You're gonna take me to a seedy motel and fuck daddy's little princess like some cheap hooker. It's kind of hot."
"Actually, it was one of the only places that had check-in before 2pm, but I do see the appeal. You're right. It is kind of hot. I'll be right back."
Brad went into the office to check-in and get a key. The process took a few minutes, and then he drove them around to the back of the place and parked.
"Come on, slut." He said and got out of the car.
Angela followed him, slightly ashamed by the fact that her pussy got a bit damp when he'd called her a slut. Maybe that was just the residual saliva left over from the tongue monster. Either way, she wasn't going to shower. Let Brad kiss her with two guys spermy leftovers on her breath, and lick up another man's spit between her legs. He was an asshole. He deserved it. The world shimmered around her, catching her unprepared. For an instant, the trashy motel appeared clean and white-washed before her, and then it was gone. She stopped at the door, hiding the look of surprise she knew she was showing. Shit! That reaction had been pure Angie!
Brad unlocked the door, and Angela followed him inside. He shut it, locked it, and flipped on the light. Only one of the two lamps worked, and she almost wished it hadn't. The place was a dump. The bed was made, and looked clean enough, but she could only imagine the things it had been used for. Probably for something much like what was about to happen. The two side tables, next to the bed, were mismatched and looked faded. One had a chipped, splintered leg. In one corner was a horrid, floral-patterned armchair with stuffing poking from one side of the cushion. A small, bulky TV that had to have been 30 years old sat atop a set of drawers, which had carvings in the top from previous guests of the place.
"Yeah," Brad said, "It's a shithole alright."
Angela nodded in agreement and said, "It's perfect."
Brad took off his jacket, undid his tie, and tossed them onto the chair. Those were quickly followed by his shirt, shoes, socks, and then his trousers, leaving him in nothing but his boxers. Angela watched him disrobe. At least he wasn't some fat, gross bastard. He might be an asshole, but he was nice to look at and obviously took care of himself. Angela set her purse aside, took a deep breath, and peeled off her top, tossing it on the dresser. She pushed down her little skirt, added it to the pile, and stood naked before the man who was going to be her first.
Brad stepped forward, and slid his arms around her waist, then pressed his lips against hers. Angela let him, feeling her tummy flutter at how gentle he was. This wasn't anything like when the tongue monster had raped her face with that squirming snake. Brad kissed her sweetly, which was more than a little surprising, and slid his warm hands up and down her back. She trembled in his arms when his fingers grazed her spine, and heard herself moan a little into his mouth. She broke away and said, "You're not supposed to kiss cheap hookers."



Brad snorted and said, "You're not a hooker, Ang. You're just a slut."
If only you knew, Brad, she thought, and let him kiss her again. His hands wandered over her body, one of them dropping to squeeze her ass, while the other slid to the back of her neck and played his fingertips behind her ear. Shit, that felt great! She was actually getting hot from the way he kissed her. His big hand moved from her ass, up along her side, until he palmed one of her breasts, giving it a light squeeze, then a gentle pinch of her hard nipple. That made her purr into his kiss. The light jerking of his erection against her told her that he was certainly enjoying it. Angela hooked her fingers into the waistband of his boxers and pushed them down. Brad aided her, letting them drop to the floor, and then her hand encircled his cock, stroking it up and down gently. He grunted his enjoyment into her mouth, and then broke away, putting his hands on her shoulders.
Angela sank to her knees, at eye-level with his penis, and licked the tip of it. She looked up at him, and then slipped her lips over his cockhead, letting him watch as it disappeared into her mouth.
"Yeah. Just like that, slut." He said, and Angela felt another quiver of arousal at the demeaning name.
For long seconds, she sucked at him slowly, and he let her set her own pace, but as he grew more aroused he became more aggressive. She'd expected this, and braced herself, opening her throat, breathing through her nose. Brad rested his hand on her head and began to fuck her mouth with longer, wetter thrusts, much the same way Arnold had done. One day, four different men, and it wasn't even noon. She didn't need Angie to turn her into a porn star, she was doing it to herself. It was for a good cause, though, she thought. It was the only way. She may as well learn to enjoy it, because it certainly wasn't going to be the last time.
With a wet pop, Brad pulled his dick free and grasped it in his own hand, rubbing the slippery head across her lips as she stared up submissively from the floor. He motioned her up, and turned toward the bed. This was it, she thought, and felt a sudden flurry of emotions. First, she was angry, with nowhere to really direct her anger toward. It just wasn't fair. She hadn't asked for this! A girl's first time doing something so intimate and personal, should not be on a shitty motel bed with some stranger.
Then, she took a step toward the bed and the anger shifted to fear. What would it really feel like to have another hot body on top of her, his hands roaming and groping at her? The fear stayed, but mingled with her own natural curiosity. If she enjoyed it, what did that say about her? Angela kept hold of the curiosity like a mental lifeline. That was familiar. It was why she enjoyed learning so much. Her curiosity was never sated. She laid on the bed, and shifted her mind into the familiar place she went to when it was time to learn. A slut for science, she decided, and kept her curiosity in the front of her mind, letting it pool with the undeniable heat of arousal that she was less familiar with, but also curious about.
Instead of crawling on top of her and taking her, as she'd thought he would, Brad surprised her again by parting her legs and moving his face between them. Now this, she knew she liked. Brad ran the flat of his tongue from the bottom of her moist slit to the top, and Angela responded with a short gasp of pleasure. The feeling was similar to the tongue monster, but this was gentle. That thing hadn't lapped at her gently, hadn't made love to her pussy and worked her up slowly like Brad was doing. Roommate had simply dived in and tongue-fucked her.
This time, it was very different, both in the physical feeling, as Brad toyed with her in different spots, but also emotionally. His hands crept up her legs, caressing her body carefully. He didn't paw at her or grope roughly like the Tongue Monster had done, no. This was a slow burn, like he was running his own experiment with her body as the laboratory, testing each part of her, noting the reaction, repeating what worked to bring about the result he wanted.
Without even realizing it, Angela had placed her hand in his soft hair, and began to feel her own body, as if getting to really know it for the first time. Clearly the result Brad wanted was to get her to enjoy this, too. He wasn't going to just push himself on her and use her, at least not this first time. He wanted her to want him, as well. A crass fucker he might be, she thought, but at least he's not completely selfish.
His lips latched themselves around her clit, sealing it in a softs, sucking warmth, while the tip of his tongue began to trace it gently. Angela's legs shook, her knees drawn up, spreading herself in an unconscious desire to encourage him to continue. Brad made soft humming sounds in his throat, and the little vibrations added a new level of pleasure to what she already felt.
"Oooh, fuck... " she heard herself moan, and her mind stopped analyzing as the pleasure swept away her desire to experiment, and replaced it with a more animal desire to enjoy what was happening to her.
Brad slipped two fingers inside of her now very wet pussy, the scent of her heat in his nostrils and the slick secretions of her enjoyment coating his lips. Angela bucked sharply against his face at yet another layer of added pleasure, but Brad kept his rhythm on her clit with practiced ease. The two fingers started slowly, but as they became slicker with her pussy cream, the pace of their thrusting increased, making Angela hump her pelvis upward in her own rhythm. She fucked against them as Brad kept up his tongue work, until Angela was panting, gripping his hair tightly, her eyes half-closed and her mind overcome with an approaching wave of pleasure that she could feel through her entire being.
The wave hit, crashed over her in much the same way that it had with the Tongue Monster, but the slow build-up from teasing to completion was infinitely better. It was like Brad had taken her on a journey from one small pleasure to another, adding one ingredient, and then the next, and the next, until it was finally just right and the desired result had been obtained. Even as the wave overtook her, that little scientist in her admired it and loved it. This wasn't just some animal fornication, two people rutting like pigs. What Brad had done to her was pure science, and she fucking loved it!
In a flash, though, as she still rode the wave, everything changed again. Angela drew in a long, sharp breath as she felt Brad's penis spread her open, burrowing into her wet, gripping pussy. Her back arched off of the bed and another wave of pleasure, different again from the first hit her, receded, and then hit her again as she felt the base of his cock touch her moist lips. The sound of a wet "thuk" reached her ears, and then Brad's big arm wrapped around the back of her neck and drew her up. His lips met her own, and his hips pulled back, then slid forward, burying his length inside of her again. "Thuk". Angela squealed softly into his mouth, and a little tremor shot up her body. Brad repeated the motion again, then again, then it became a rhythmic thing that seemed to keep time with the unconscious thrusting of her own hips coming up to meet his, while his tongue slipped into her mouth.
Another slow, burning wave began to build up as their bodies moved together. Angela's arms wrapped around his shoulders, gripping them tightly as every fear she'd had vanished. She couldn't remember why she'd been afraid of this. It was fucking amazing! So many varied sensations and thoughts warred for her attention that it was impossible to process them. Brad's free hand roamed her body, groping her breast, tugging at her nipple, moving down her side, gripping her ass tightly, then sliding to the back of her leg. He held it behind her knee, and his pace increased, just enough to move the building wave to its next stage.
Each time he pulled out of her, his cock rubbed against her clit, then the length of it stroked it again as he pushed into her. The head of his penis hit a small spot on the top of her sheath on each entry, sending a little surge of joy through her, which only added to the growing wave. He seemed to feel it in her body, and when the wave started to recede, his pace increased and it shot right back up.
Brad stopped kissing her, and his arm behind her neck held her to his body tightly as he began to really fuck her now. Angela could hear herself in some still-aware part of her mind, moaning and softly telling him to fuck her harder, but it was like those words were coming from a different room. The wave was about to break, and she sensed that it was about to hit Brad, too. His pumping into her pussy became urgent. Her nails dug harder into her shoulders. Angela's eyes shut tightly as the rush of pleasure hit her. Her pussy squeezed around him, and she heard Brad growl. He buried himself into her with one sharp thrust, and Angela came as the hard burst of cum coated her insides.
Completely lost in the incredible feeling, Angela was only vaguely aware of the shift when it happened. Her eyes snapped open, though, when the weight of Brad's body disappeared, and the feeling of his cock filling her up went with it. She caught sight of a brightly lit hotel room, clean and well-kept, and the utterly shocked look on the face of a brown-haired woman as she dropped her towel from lifeless fingers at the sight of a naked girl suddenly appearing on her bed. Then it was gone, and Brad's body was on top of her once more, his penis wilting inside of her, and his breath hot in her ear. He sat back and looked at her curiously, certain that for just a second she'd completely vanished. Damn, he must have cum hard, he thought.
Chapter 15: An Evil in Two Places
Angela had never enjoyed a shower more in her life, she thought, as she collapsed onto Angie's bed, finally clean. She'd desperately needed it, too. After a brief rest, Brad had taken full advantage of her offer to fuck her for the rest of the day. He'd taken her twice more over two hours, and she'd absolutely loved it! She'd been more careful, though, aware of when each act was completed, and waiting for the shifts. The second one came just after riding Brad's cock to a very satisfying orgasm. She'd quickly rolled off of him, and measured the time. She'd spent just over a second staring into the face of the Brunette woman as she appeared on her bed next to her, long enough to hear her scream.
The next shift was measurably longer. Brad had taken her from behind, and when he unloaded into her for the third time, she made a show of accidentally falling off the bed. This time, the woman in the other room was gone. Presumably, she'd fled the haunted hotel room in terror, fearing for her sanity.
Laying back on the big princess bed, Angela thought about what she'd learned. First, sex was fucking wonderful! No wonder Angie liked to fuck so much. Second, Brad was not quite the asshole she'd made him out to be. He'd been genuinely into making sure she was enjoying everything he did to her. He probably hoped that she'd want to do it again. He was right. Third, her actions were moving in the right direction. It was very much like Angie to enjoy being fucked, and to want to do it multiple times in a day with different men. Angie wanted variety.
The brief crossovers had taught her things, as well. Wherever she was when she shifted was where she'd end up on the other side. That included being with whoever was there at the time. She'd have to watch that. When the shifts did finally last long enough to take advantage of them, she'd likely be naked and freshly fucked. She allowed herself a moment of perverted excitement about the idea, touched her pussy while she imagined it, and was rewarded by a shift long enough that she fell onto her back on the floor, because the bed had vanished beneath her. Then, she was back, and looking up at the bottom of the mattress. Inconvenient, she thought as she wiggled out from beneath the bed.
Her next experiment was with the pendant. First, she held it up to the light, and saw that it was dark. Angie must still have hers hidden somewhere. She placed the chain around her neck, then used the stopwatch on her WozPad to time how long it would take her to remove the pendant and throw it to the floor, where it would (hopefully) shatter. Just over 5 seconds, if she undid the clasp. Miming ripping the stone from her neck and breaking the thin chain brought it down to just over 2 seconds. Ripping the thing off was the way to go. Then a thought struck her, and she started over.
Assuming the pendant did not break when thrown on the ground, she had to have time to retrieve it before shifting back, or she'd be stuck here forever. A wave of abject terror flowed through her at the idea. She decided on no less than 8 seconds just to leave a margin for error.
Further analysis of the increase of the shifts, versus the kinds of behaviors that triggered them told her that small things, such as being bitchy, added imperceptible increments to the length of time spent during crossover. When she thought about it philosophically, she determined that everyone has the capacity to be hostile or rude. It might be out of character for someone, but it was always a possibility.
More extreme acts, which were wholly Angie-like and in total opposition to her own character, added to the shifts in a way that was perceptible to the human sense of time. She put it all together. Sucking cock was enjoyable, even when someone just used her mouth like a cumhole. It gave her an odd sense of power that she liked. Her hot mouth was so desirable that men would pay her just to cum in it. Fucking? That she absolutely enjoyed, far more than she'd ever imagined she would. Angie, though, wasn't just a one dick pony. She was into multiple partners at once. 3, 4, 7 men all taking turns on her or stuffing her every orifice with dick at the same time. What was more, she didn't just do it out of spite or for the money. She did it because she liked it.
That meant that Angela would need to like it, not just do it and tolerate it. She might be able to eventually push the shifts far enough by easing herself along, doing what she already knew she could handle, but that could take weeks. She needed to get back fast, or Angie was going to completely destroy her life, as well as her father's.
Angela gripped the horrid stone in her fist and rallied her determination. Whatever it took, she was going to do it. She'd be the hottest teenage gangfuck toy in town, just like Angie, and God dammit she was going to love doing it. Tonight, though, she was going to rest.
Laying back on the bed, she swiped open the WozPad, her mind turning back to its natural curiosity. What was the rest of this place like? She wondered. Determining how to get home had consumed her every waking moment, thus far, that she'd barely taken the time to let the fact that she was actually in a parallel universe sink in. What budding scientist wouldn't take advantage of this opportunity to learn something?
Here, Alta Vista was the dominant search engine, every bit as all-powerful as Google was back home. She scanned down the news headlines, getting a sense of what this world was like. One article in particular stopped her scrolling, though, because the photo next to the headline was her father's. Rather, it was Angie's father's. The headline read, "Human Trials in Anti-Recoder Treatments Begin."
Angela clicked the link. Again, she'd been so focused on her own problems that she hadn't even paused to wonder what Angie's dad did over here that brought him so much wealth. Was it something that she could take home to help her own father? She read the article.
The now-defunct DomCo Corporation and its long-reaching network of subsidiary companies still has a lasting impact on women all over the globe. The name has become synonymous with evil. Even now, a worldwide manhunt continues for those who once sat atop one of the largest corporate entities ever to exist. Tens of thousands of women, over a period of years, were subjected to some of the most heinous experiments in history.
Recoder technology, a monstrous invention created in the DomCo labs, was used on subjects to rewrite their DNA and turn them into slaves to serve the base desires of DomCo leadership. The total number of victims, unfortunately, cannot be truly calculated. Given the nature of these changes, many women are unable, or unwilling, to come forward.
Hope for the victims, though, has finally arrived in the form of an anti-recoder serum developed by GenTech's lead researcher, Dale Eller. After years of laboratory testing, the serum has been approved for human trials. DomCo's victims are eagerly awaiting the result, and the whole world waits with them.
Angie's dad was a DNA researcher? A high profile one, at that. Was this something she could use when she got home? She'd have to consider it. Reading the article tugged at a memory, too. She'd swear the name of the company, DomCo, was familiar. There'd been something in the news recently about a new bill in Congress, and she'd heard DomCo in connection with it. She filed the thought away for later, and continued her research.
This world bore many more similarities to her own, she learned. Not everything was exactly the opposite. Some of it was just different, like other choices had been made throughout history, causing the timeline to develop differently. Despite feeding her curiosity, Angela couldn't shake the feeling of unease as she thought about the next day.
Swiping through the messages from Angie's clients, she compared them to the spreadsheet of services Angie provided for them. A few were just simple blowjobs. Men sure did love to jizz into Angie's mouth. Still more, though, wanted to fuck her. Not all of them were one-on-one, either. Then, there was the butt-fuckers. Angela decided she would have to do at least one of those. Angie didn't shy away from it. The girl's ass was fair game for the right price, and that meant that Angela's was, too.
Her search of Angie's room the previous evening had uncovered a large collection of sexual paraphernalia, including vibrators, dildos, butt-plugs, and various lubes and lotions. Not only was Angie a whore, but a chronic masturbator. Angela opened Angie's stash and removed a bottle marked "Anal-EZ" which seemed pretty self-explanatory, as well as a small dildo and the tiniest of Angie's butt-plugs. Some of those seemed pretty extreme. Best to start small.
She locked Angie's bedroom door, returned to the bed and stripped off the big comforter and a couple of pillows. She spread them on the floor. Shoving a lubed sex toy up her own ass was Angie all the way, so if she went through a shift from this, it would not do to suddenly fall on her face with a dildo up her ass when the bed vanished. Of course, if there was someone on the other side when she shifted, they were going to get one hell of a show.
Angela stripped off her clothes and laid on her back, head on one of the pillows. How did one masturbate their ass? What was the right position? Experimentally, she placed the little dildo at her butthole. The angle was workable, but awkward. She flipped onto her front, face down and ass up. This was easier, but she'd have to fuck herself by feel. She took up the lube, and squirted a generous amount between her cheeks, feeling silly. Using her finger, she smeared the slick mess around her anus, and then began to work it inside of her. It was sloppy and messy, but it accomplished the goal. Squirting more of the lube into her hand, she fisted the dildo in the same way she'd stroked Brad's cock, coating the length of it in the goo.



After fumbling about in her slick backdoor, she managed to get the tip of the toy against her opening, giving it an experimental push. The toy slipped right past her hole and out of her hand. She sighed. Why couldn't she have taken more time to learn how to masturbate properly like the other kids? She tried again, and this time the tip of the toy parted her asshole, just like the tongue. Not too bad. It didn't hurt.
She pushed again, feeling resistance, and she forced the thing a little deeper, it wasn't pleasant. It was tolerable, but not enjoyable. Angela breathed out, shut her eyes, and tried to remember how the tongue had gotten so far into her. She'd been relaxed. The thing had just made her climax, and she'd felt more relaxed. Right now, though, she was fighting it. She made another attempt, this time relaxing her muscles. This opened her up and the slick toy began to slide deeper with greater ease and much less discomfort.
This still wasn't giving her the kind of pleasure she'd felt earlier, but it also did not hurt. It was just kind of like feeling a little full. Ok. Nothing to be scared of there. She pulled the toy back, and pushed it in again, working at building up some kind of rhythm. The repeated motion, in and out, in and out, did start to feel good as she continued. She thought of what she must look like, face down on the pillow with her ass in the air, fucking her own butt with a sex toy. The image was kind of hot. The lube had dripped down her crack, and she could feel it running through her pussy slit.
After a few more minutes of fucking her ass with the dildo, she removed it and inserted the plug. The fat base of the thing spread her butthole wide, then popped inside. Her anus contracted around it, creating a tight seal that kept it in. This was an interesting feeling. Maybe keeping the thing in for a while would help her get used to having something up her ass, in preparation for tomorrow's activities. She used a towel to wipe up the excess lube, returned her comforter and pillows to the bed, then dressed and washed off the dildo before putting it away.
Moving around with a plug up her ass was stimulating in a slutty kind of way, and when the little thrill of it went through her, she shifted. The now-familiar shimmer around her lasted long enough to count it out, at about a second and a half. During the shift, she saw the same room, but empty and dark. Then, it was gone, and she was back in Angie's bedroom. She allowed herself a feeling of satisfaction. It was working.
Chapter 16: Blowing Brian
Angie and Brian shared a table at the back of the class during A/V Club. After yesterday's filming, Brian was all too happy to have Angie sitting with him in every class they shared, which allowed her to easily cheat off his exams. Now, they shared a set of earbuds and reviewed the initial edit of the previous day's footage on Brian's laptop. Angie had to admit he'd done great! Today, he'd said, they would work on the voiceover using a script he'd written for her and then film the next episode.
Angie applauded herself silently on her choice of partners. This kid was going to make an excellent little stooge for this whole thing. Her only regret was that she'd have to waste most of the next two days in school, which tested her patience. Still, it was a small sacrifice. There was only one more exam tomorrow, and then she'd be graduating with honors. She made a mental note to get in touch with Angela and taunt her about it later. Maybe she'd masturbate while she did it. That would be super hot!
Once school was dismissed, Brian drove Angela home and followed her up to her room. They spent just over an hour recording Angie's voice following the script, with Brian prompting her to reread lines a few times to get the tone right for his vision. The little guy sure was dedicated. With the voiceover recorded, Angie pulled more of Angela's clothes out of the closet and dressed in front of Brian, who shifted awkwardly as he waited, unable to take his eyes off of her.
"What's the next step, director?" Angie asked, sitting on the bed.
"We, um, well, today we're going to take it one step further and use the other toy. Let's start like yesterday. Lay back against the headboard and put the toys in front of you."
Angie scooted back and set the two toys in front of her. Brian switched on the cameras.
"After learning how good it felt to use a sex toy on your pussy," he said, "you're very eager to try it again. Pick up the vibrator and turn it on. Watch it hum. Lick your lips. You're excited by the pleasure it gave you. Slip your pants off, all the way this time, more quickly. You're eager."
Angie was eager. She wriggled out of her pants and kicked them off.
"Now, your shirt, too."
Angie pulled the shirt over her head, exposing her bra-clad breasts.
"Run the vibrator over your panties, and work yourself up. Do what comes naturally. Touch yourself. Explore your body. Learn what makes you feel good."
Brian's camera recorded as Angie played the vibrator over her panties and groped her breasts. Her growing arousal was evident on her face, and soon by the small wet patch in the crotch of the white panties.
"Today, you're ready to expose your pussy." Brian said, his own arousal apparent, "Sit up on your knees, and turn your bottom toward the camera. Good! Slowly arch forward, and peel your panties down your legs. Yes, just like that. Now, on your back, legs in the air, facing the camera. Slide them off your legs. Great!"
Angie tossed the panties aside.
"Now, back against the headboard, and spread your legs."
Angie bared her wet and excited cunt to the camera and Brian, spreading her legs widely.
"Touch yourself with your hand. Feel your hot, young pussy with your fingers. It's so warm and it feels so nice to play with it."
Angie followed his instructions, touching her pussy with well-practiced expertise, teasing the camera.
"Now, the toy."
She took up the toy and began to rub her horny slit with it once more.
"Let the feelings guide you through your natural curiosity. Don't be afraid to explore your body with your hands, and let the camera see what you're feeling."
Angie slipped the vibrator into her pussy, and Brian captured it up close, his penis hard in his jeans as he watched her exposed folds swallow the little toy and her other hand rubbing her clit back and forth. He played the camera up her body and caught the gleam of her excited eyes as she fucked herself.
"Work yourself up and cum for the camera, then we're going to move to the next toy."
The vibrations and the familiar act of filming herself masturbating was doing the trick for Angie, and her hips pumped against the toy as she worked it into herself, then pulled it out and pressed it against her clit. Her other hand wandered over her tummy, then up to her breasts. After a few minutes of this she let out a small moan and came with the vibrator pressed against her button.
"Now, move to the next one. Let your gaze linger on it while you consider the difference in the size, and the shape. Run your fist over it and stroke it like it's your first lover."
Angie took the rabbit and did as instructed, looking at it with wide eyes full of wonder, her expression showing her eagerness to try it. That, she did not have to play at. She owned a couple of toys like this, and they were her favorite. She touched her tongue to the new toy as she fondled it, swirling it around the rounded head. Her fingers found the switch at the base and flipped it on, adjusted the vibration to something lower, and touched the thing to her very wet cunt.
"Good! It's so much bigger than the last one. You're more frightened about how this might feel, but you're so worked up that you can't stop. You just have to push it in."
She did, and the fat round head of the toy spread her pussy apart for the camera in a way the little vibrator wasn't able to do. Brian licked his lips but held the camera steady as it captured the long, fat toy sinking into Angie's body. She groped her tits through the bra, wishing that she could rip it off and get at her hard nipples, but she remembered that she had to go slow. The pulsing rabbit's head popped into her pussy, and the curved tip found that special little spot just inside that it was designed to stimulate.
"Oooh, yes... " she moaned softly and mauled her breast, pushing the rabbit deeper, deeper, until her pussy had swallowed the thing and the little arm vibrated against her clit.
Brian said nothing, not wanting to break the realism of the moment. Angie held the toy inside of her for a moment, letting the vibrations pass through her slick channel, and the tremors in her clit push her toward cumming again. Once the feeling started to ebb, she pulled the toy out, just a fraction, and began to fuck herself with it, letting that curved tip stroke her inner walls, while the arm stayed in touch with her clit. Fuck it was good!
Brian moved about her, capturing different angles, getting close up shots of her horny pussy, her hands moving and groping, and her face showing half-lidded ecstacy. Angie fucked herself faster, bucking against the toy as it brought on a much-needed release. The wet, squishing sounds from between her legs were music to her ears as she hit her peak and the first big orgasm washed over her.
Brian watched in wonder as his crush thrashed in pleasure on the bed, her legs wide, knees up, the fat toy lodged into her shaking body as she moaned out her release. In his mind, he was already accepting his award at the AVNs. He'd never been so hard in his life, but he kept on filming like a professional. Angie's first orgasm passed, but she kept going, lost to the pleasure now. She turned hungry eyes toward him and motioned with her hand.
"Cock..." she panted, "I want to suck your cock!"
Brian nearly dropped the camera in his haste to comply, but kept it in hand, loosening his belt with one clumsy hand, pushing his jeans down his legs while trying to keep the camera focused on his starlett. He joined Angie on the bed, his penis tenting his boxer shorts. Once on his knees next to her, the camera pointing down at Angie's flushed face, he fished his cock out of the boxers and then inhaled sharply as Angie plunged her lips over it.
"Oh fuck!" Brian exclaimed, his cock disappearing into Angie's mouth in one swift motion.
The feeling was like nothing he'd ever experienced, a hot, tight sheath of pure joy around his penis, and her writhing tongue caressing every part of it. Angie figured that the kid would have a pencil pecker, but she was pleasantly surprised to find him just a hair above average. Not that it would have mattered at this point. She just needed a real cock in her mouth. It had been days now since Arnold had shoved his black schlong into her throat, and she was not used to going for days without blowing at least 2 or 3 dicks. Brian didn't stand a chance in her well-trained mouth, though, and within a minute he was groaning and firing a nice heavy load of cum into her as she fucked herself with the toy.
The taste of his sperm on her tongue pushed her over her next peak, and she squealed around his spurting penis as she came. Brian was in no hurry to pull his dick from her mouth, and as she rode out her cum, she sucked at it continually as it softened, and then finally plopped free. Brian backed away, looking at her worshipfully as she switched off the rabbit. She pulled it slowly from her cunt with a pleasurable sigh and dropped it on the bed, licking her lips to get the last drops of cum.
"Your cum tastes really nice." Angie said, her head light, "We'll have to do that again."
Brian nodded from behind the camera, grinning.
Chapter 17: Angela's Anal Adventure
Angie's father had been absent the whole evening, which Angela figured was not a rare occurrence. The fact that Dale was some high-profile researcher over here was, in some ways, even weirder than that fact that she was a whore. She wanted to know more, but she certainly couldn't ask him. It was not like Angie to care what her father did, as long as he provided her with money and a place to sleep. If she was going to get her hands on anything useful, she'd need to find out for herself.
Today, though, she had her own situation to deal with. She drove Angie's car, a cute little thing, the maker of which she had never heard of, on the wrong side of the street. The first time she'd done it, the previous evening, hadn't been easy but she'd managed. Today it was a bit more familiar, but still felt wrong. The GPS on her WozPad directed her toward the outskirts of downtown, where her first of Angie's clients waited.
Skipping school to whore seemed like both what Angie would do, and also was something of a necessity. She had to work fast to get her shifts up long enough to be useful, and that meant maximizing her time as Angie. More time in the day meant more clients serviced, and more time added to the length of the shifts. Today was going to be a tough one, though. She's already arranged three clients for her morning and early afternoon. And she wasn't going to take it easy. No simple suckoffs today.
Her brief journey took her to a home similar to Mike's, where a client named Jerry waited to slam her pussy full of dick while his girlfriend watched (and possibly joined in). Angela walked up to the door, smoothing her tiny skirt down, and then knocked. The door was opened by a short girl with a ring in her nose and black, lanky hair, who was topless and not at all shy about displaying her small, pierced breasts. She smacked a piece of gum loudly in her mouth as she invited Angela in with a quick nod of the head and not a single word.
Angela followed her inside and down a dimly lit hallway, toward the sound of a horrible racket that sounded like some form of speed metal. There, she met Jerry. From what Angela had seen of Angie's clients so far, none of them were unattractive. If nothing else, at least Angie didn't want to debase herself so much that she was into gross, fat guys. Jerry looked a bit like a nerd, if she had to be truthful, with big round glasses perched on a beak of a nose, and a button-down shirt tucked into his khaki pants.
"Your whore's here." The girl yelled over the music, and Jerry turned it down to a conversational level.
"At last," Jerry said, looking at the topless girl with disgust, "some good pussy worth fucking."
Angie's sheet had referred to Jerry's usual service as "fucking/Cuckquean". Angela had never heard the term before, but found out on Alta Vista that it was a woman who got off on watching her significant other with other women, usually while being demeaned and humiliated. Using Angie's porn license, she was able to find a few licensed videos to get an idea of what she was supposed to do. Unfortunately, Angie hadn't filmed herself with this particular client, so she'd have to wing it.
Angela put her arms around Jerry and stuck her tongue into his mouth. He tasted of spearmint. She spent a couple of minutes making out with the guy as his topless girlfriend sat on the couch and watched, her face red and legs tightly pressed together. Angela kept her eyes open, watching the girl fidget. She figured that was more humiliating than simply closing her eyes and kissing the guy.
Jerry's hands wandered over her body as they kissed, and he made little appreciative grunts into her mouth. Finally, she pulled away and rubbed his cock through the khakis.
"Haven't been getting satisfied by tiny tits?" Angela asked, injecting as much vitriol into her voice as she could manage.
Jerry laughed, and looked at the girl, "Satisfied? I think not. Have you been satisfying my cock, babe?"
The girl looked down at the floor and shook her head.
"She loves this shit." Jerry said, "You love this shit, don't you, babe? You wanna see your man get some big tits in his face and a nice, tight pussy around his dick, huh?"
The girl visibly shook with arousal at the dirty words and nodded. Jerry reached on top of his TV and handed Angela a folded wad of bills. Based on Angie's sheet, this was $600, the going rate for a fuck with two people, even though she would actually only fuck one. She wondered again where Angie kept her money. As active as she was, she must have a nice little stash somewhere.
Angela dropped to her knees and worked Jerry's khaki pants down his legs, then looked up at his half-hard prick. No underwear for Jerry, she noted.
"Can I suck it for you, baby?" Angela asked, stroking it.
"Hell yes! Teach that bitch how a real woman does it. She still doesn't get it right." Jerry answered.
Angela threw herself into her task like an eager slut who only cares about money and fucking, slipping her wet lips over Jerry's cockhead and swallowing his penis, holding it in her mouth as her tongue swirled around it and brought it to life. Jerry groaned his appreciation and watched his weird girlfriend as Angela sucked him.
"Shit yeah, baby!" Jerry said, "That's how you do it. Take notes, babe. You're still using too much teeth when I fuck your mouth. This little slut's a pro. You see that? All lips and tongue."
Angela let herself feel pride at being a pro slut who sucked this man's cock better than his girlfriend, and even went so far as to choke herself trying to deepthroat him. She ignored the girl on the couch and looked up at Jerry, trying to play her role as best she could. After a minute of working his shaft over with her tongue, she jerked it with her hand, and pulled her top down to show him her tits.
"Give them a squeeze, baby." She said, "I know how much you love having a real pair of tits to play with. I'm sure you've been missing these."
Jerry nodded, and groped her breasts roughly, squeezing them in his hands and making her nipples erect.
"You're so hard." She said breathily, "You really need good pussy, don't you?"
Jerry nodded again and pulled her up. Angela slipped off her panties and skirt before she followed him to the couch, where he sat next to his girlfriend, his wet cock sticking up. Now, she was ready for a new experience. Angela sat on Jerry's lap, but trapped his penis beneath her, spreading her legs and arching her back against his chest. Jerry reached around and played with her tits.
"Why don't you get me ready for him?" Angela said to the girl with a cruel smile, "You might as well be useful for something."
The girl immediately dropped to her knees and crawled between Angela's legs. She licked the head of Jerry's trapped penis, and then happily went to work eating Angela's moist pussy. Within seconds, Angela realized that the girl was damn good at it. She'd probably done this for Angie several times, and knew just what she liked.
"Fuck, you're a hot little dyke." Angela said, and the girl cooed into her cunt, "get my twat nice and wet for your boyfriend. That's a good little lesbo. Right there! Yes!"
Angela shook with pleasure as the girl lapped and sucked at her clit, Jerry groping her breasts and tugging at her nipples. She had to give it to Angie on this one. The feeling of power over this girl, watching her please another woman in front of her boyfriend, was getting her hot. She mentally pushed away the rational part of her mind that drew comparisons between her and Angie, and focused back on being a bitchy slut.
"Put that dick in for me." Angela ordered the girl, and lifted her hips.
She turned her face to Jerry and found his mouth, awkwardly side-kissing him as the girl took hold of his hard cock and put it against the opening of her pussy. Angela lowered herself back down, taking this stranger's cock deep into her as she moaned into his mouth. Jerry's full length filled her up, and she began to gently rock her hips back and forth in his lap, sucking at his tongue as he pawed her tits.



As Jerry's penis rubbed her insides pleasurably, her excitement increased. Maybe there was something to this whole slut business. Despite the fact that she didn't know shit about him, or maybe because of it, she was really enjoying the feel of his hard tool sliding back and forth inside of her. Shouldn't she feel disgusted at letting some guy she'd known for 15 minutes bury is dick in her? Then, the girl between her legs began to tongue her clit as Jerry fucked her and Angela broke their kiss to turn her attention to this latest pleasure.
"Fuck yes!" She exclaimed, "Lick it!"
The girl flicked her tongue up and down on Angela's clit. Jerry's hands slid from her tits to her hips, and then he began to fuck his tool into her harder with short, quick thrusts that had her bouncing in his lap and the girl struggling to maintain her tongue work. Angela figured her pussy must be really good, because she could feel the pulsing head of Jerry's cock expanding in her after only a few minutes of hard thrusting, and just before she was able to climax, Jerry gasped and yanked his cock from her, grasping it with his hand and aiming it toward his girlfriend. The girl squeaked as a hot spurt of semen hit her in the face, followed immediately by a second that landed in her open mouth
"Fuck yeah! Take that cum, bitch. You see how fast good pussy does it for me? Take that cum!"
The girl smeared his jizz into her face, her hand between her legs frigging her clit furiously beneath her skirt. Angela quickly stood and stepped just to the side of the couch, and then she shifted and counted the time. The room around her changed, became dark and filthy, like it hadn't been touched in years. Right as she counted two seconds, the shift ended and she was back. Jerry's girlfriend was licking the head of his penis clean, and his head was back against the couch, eyes shut. It didn't appear that either of them had noticed her brief absence. Angela smiled, a wave of relief washing over her as she clutched the stone around her neck.
Jerry allowed Angela the use of his shower before she left, and after thoroughly soaping down her pussy, she inserted the small butt plug into her ass in preparation for her next client. Jerry and his girlfriend didn't even acknowledge her as she left, as they were consumed by Jerry's slapping his wet dick against the girl's forehead and berating her for being a useless cunt. Though it had been a more exciting experience than she'd thought, she was glad to leave the odd couple behind.
As she drove to her next client, the familiar fear returned. This would be her first real anal experience. Angie's spreadsheet called this service ass play, which she assumed meant she was going to take her first cock up the butt. Would he be rough, like Arnold fucking her mouth? Would he shove it inside her hard and fast, delighting in the way it hurt? The 15-minute drive brought her to an aging manor style home. In her world, the style would be called Victorian. Here, she had no idea. Whatever it was called, the maintenance on the place must have been a struggle. Overgrown hedges lined the walk from the streetside, encroaching on the concrete, the roots cracking the stone. The once white paint was now yellowed and cracking, and one window was covered by a plywood board.
Angela pushed down her unease at the sight of the place. Angie serviced this guy pretty regularly, according to her records, so she hoped she'd be safe enough. She raised an old bronze knocker in the shape of an elephant's head and it boomed against the backplate. The door opened moments later, and she was met by a man named Rolando. The swarthy, brown-skinned man gave a lopsided grin, beneath a curled mustachio at the sight of her.
"Good morning, princessa," he said with a slight trace of an accent, "You are just the companion I am waiting for. Come in."
Angela crossed the threshold into the dim interior, and Rolando's hand immediately went to her ass and kneaded it playfully.
"Someone's ready for some sexy teen booty!" Angela quipped, and leaned back against his chest, extending one arm behind his neck in what she thought was a very seductive pose.
"I would have it every day, amor, could I only afford you."
"A girl can't do everything she loves just for fun, now, can she?"
"This is true." Rolando nodded, molesting her ass.
He guided her, his hand on her rump, down the hall, and through a dusty sitting room. Angela imagined that 100 years ago, debutantes might have gathered in it for tea while discussing which horses they were going to ride that afternoon. Rolando's hand left her bottom as they climbed the ancient, creaking staircase to the second floor, and then to a large master bedroom. This room, unlike the rest of the place, was well taken care of, even immaculate. She supposed this was where Rolando spent the bulk of his time.
Since she was just behind the man, he did not catch the brief flicker of surprise on her face when she took in the... decor. Above the large bed was a framed photograph that had to be at least 6 feet wide. The photo showed a naked woman on all fours, her face covered by a horse-head mask. A big, bushy tail draped from her ass. Arranged on hooks on the wall to her right were a wide variety of, what she believed, were Rolando's toys. Most of the things she didn't recognize, but many of them looked quite nasty. Crops and whips of varying sizes hung in a neat row. Below them were coils of thin rope, cuffs, chains, and padded manacles. On small shelves built into the wall below these were butt plugs, ranging in size from tiny to ridiculous. Beyond them, dildos of varying proportions, some with double-headed, while others were covered in protrusions, which she assumed were supposed to make them more pleasurable.
Not for the first time she cursed Angie for being such a kinky bitch, but then shooed that thought away. She was the kinky bitch now. Whatever this guy was into, she'd take it, and she was going to get off on it like the sexy little whore she needed to be. At least the numerous bottles of lubes and creams on the bedside table looked like they were going to make this easier.
Rolando handed her $400, Angie's butt-fuck rate, which she slipped into her purse. The grinning man turned her around and Angela gasped as he tied a blindfold around her eyes. She bit her lip as his hands slid over her shoulders, then over her breasts, until they reached the hem of her top and pulled it up and over her head. He stripped off her skirt and with a hand on her back, bent her slightly forward. His hands gripped her ass and parted her cheeks.
"Mmmm. I see you have been preparing for me. I like this about you, my little whore." Rolando said at the sight of her plugged ass.
He gripped the base of the plug and carefully worked it out of her hole, sending a pleasant feeling through her lower body as it popped free. She heard him put the plug into his mouth and suck, and she was thankful he didn't see the small look of disgust on her face. Was that also in her near future?
Rolando helped her to his bed, where he tilted her head back and kissed her neck.
"Open," he said, and Angela opened her mouth, expecting him to shove his cock into it. Instead, something hard and rubbery was placed between her teeth, and then strapped behind her head. She couldn't close her mouth. Rolando laid her on her chest, her breasts pressed against the mattress, then lifted her hips and inserted a round, firm cushion between her stomach and the bed. This left her exposed ass and pussy in the air. He took each of her hands, and she felt panic start to well up inside of her as he secured each of them with a padded cuff on her wrists. He followed this by doing the same to her legs.
She'd never felt so completely helpless in her life. This strange man had her naked, blind, gagged, and tied to his bed. He could do anything he pleased with her now, and if his collection of toys were any indication, he had a pretty vivid imagination. She fought the surge of panic down. Nothing she'd seen in Angie's videos indicated that she was into being physically harmed, outside the normal pains of rough and rigorous sex. This guy was also using her a couple of times a week, so she assumed they had some kind of arrangement.
Rolando was not a very vocal client. Unlike the others she'd serviced so far, who did love to talk dirty to her, Rolando was not much of one for conversation. So far, he seemed to be more interested in treating her like another toy in his collection, something he could maneuver around and play with, like a living sex doll. Her pussy felt slightly warm as she thought about it, the feeling of surrender something wholly new, frightening, but strangely arousing.
A sudden thought about her precarious predicament struck her. When this was over, and she shifted, it could create a complication. Suppose there was no bed on the other side. She was going to fall flat on her face, gagged, naked, and blindfolded into someone else's bedroom. Suppose the house itself didn't even exist! Where was she going to end up? Furthermore, how was Rolando going to react to her vanishing before his eyes and then reappearing stuck under his bed?
A sharp, stinging slap on her ass broke her train of thought and made her squeal into the gag. She breathed in through her nose. Just a hand, not one of the more devious instruments.
"Your ass is perfection, little whore." Rolando said.
Something warm and wet dripped into her exposed anus, and then she felt Rolando's finger at her back door smearing slick lube across her opening, but not inside. Then, she heard the hum of a vibrator, and something else strapped on each of her ankles. Then, the vibrator was placed against her pussy, humming away happily as though it had just come home. Angela moaned into her gag at the sensation. Rolando returned his attention to her ass, and now the tip of his finger slowly pushed into her asshole, pressing the lube inside. He added a couple more drops and repeated the process several times, slowly working a bit more of his thick finger into her each time.
The vibrator against her cunt sent pleasurable waves through her pussy as he took his time playing with her butt, seemingly in no rush to fuck it. Angela was silently grateful. Ass play, she realized, was not just another word for butt-fucking. He really was enjoying just playing with her backdoor. She had her first orgasm when the whole of his finger sank into ass and gently wiggled about. He held it inside of her as her ass contracted around it and she moaned around the gagball.
Rolando withdrew his finger, added another few drops of lube, and then something slightly bigger and rounded pressed at her ass. One of the dildos, she imagined, as he pushed the tip of the thing into her. Angela wasn't sure exactly how much time had passed, but he'd spent several minutes at least just opening her up with his finger, and that had relaxed her. The toy was not much bigger, and he was slow with it as well, feeding inch after inch of it into her bottom. Fuck! It wasn't half bad, she thought, and certainly much better than her clumsy anal masturbation the previous night. Then, this seemed to be Rolando's kink, so he must be pretty experienced at making girls like it.
Angela was liking it, too. There must be about 4 inches of the toy in her now, and the combination of the vibrator and the penetration made her pant heavily as she felt another orgasm working its way into her brain. Rolando pulled the toy out a couple of inches, added more lube, then worked it deeper. He carefully fucked it in and out of her anus, and Angela's legs began to shake each time he pushed it back in. She wasn't sure how long the thing was, but she could feel it practically in her gut now. Then she screamed into the ball gag as the thing suddenly began to vibrate inside of her and she came on it, her legs quaking as she struggled against the restraints.
Rolando chuckled and held the toy in her bottom as she began to fuck herself with it, trying to get more of that incredible feeling. She felt his warm hands stroking her back and neck as she huffed into the gag.
"I love this about you." Rolando said, "You are able to cum for me so well from your sexy bottom. You want some more, yes?"
Angela nodded, her head in a pleasant fog of lust. Yes, she absolutely wanted more! Rolando chuckled again.
"Tell me you are an ass whore, and I will give you more."
"Mm am aff hmm!" Angela said with no hesitation.
"Yes, you are." he agreed, and slowly pulled the long toy from her bottom.
The thing came free with a wet smack, and then she heard him putting it into his mouth. That part was pretty disgusting, but she wasn't one to judge. She was the one who'd just admitted to being an ass whore just so he'd shove another sex toy into her bottom, after all. A moment later, a larger toy began to open her wider. This time, there was a slight initial pain as it pressed through her anal ring, but once the head of it was in her and burrowing deeper, inch by agonizing inch, the pain was gone. A feeling of fullness replaced it, and then pleasure as it began to vibrate in pulsing waves that came a second apart.
Angela bucked her hips up and down as the vibrator against her clit kept her constantly on edge, and the new toy sent pulses of pleasure through her rectum and up her back. The new toy hit bottom and Rolando held it in her, letting the gentle pulses work her toward another orgasm. An unexpected sensation joined in, and Angela groaned loudly as Rolando began to push another toy into her very wet and excited pussy. Oh fuck! Fuck! She was going to split in half! The thing pushing into her cunt was smaller than the one in her ass, but getting them both in her at the same time was driving her crazy.
She breathed heavily through her nose, spit soaking the bed around her gagball as she groaned in pleasant agony. Rolando began to work the two toys in and out of her holes, alternating so that she was never empty. As one pulled out, the other pushed in, rubbing against each other through the thin membrane in her body. The ass toy continued its pulses, while the vibrator on her clit kept her stimulated, and the dildo in her cunt rubbed that special spot inside of her that she knew would make her cum hard.
Her entire world became sensation after sensation assaulting her brain. The sound of the vibrators, the wet squish of the toys pushing in and withdrawing, the smell of her own sweat and cunt, the occasional chuckle from the man manipulating her orgasm, and the deprivation of her sight, restriction of her ability to move, all of it combining into an erotic cocktail of carnality that set off the longest, most intense orgasm she'd ever experienced.
Angela wasn't sure that the things coming from her mouth were even words at this point. She grunted and groaned, moaned and cooed as her body shook and bucked. Her ass and hips wiggled from side to side, and her legs shook as if she were trapped naked in a snowstorm. Holy fuck she'd never cum so hard! She'd never even imagined a person could cum like this. The feeling was so intense she thought she might pass out, but then Rolando extracted the toy from her cunt, and removed the vibrator at her clit.
Angela lay panting into the ball gag, her sweaty hair plastered to her forehead, and the toy still deep in her ass. After a moment, that too withdrew, and she felt very empty. As she lay huffing into the gagball, she heard the wet sound of Rolando stroking his cock over her ass, and then a moment later a hot spray of semen washed across her butthole. A followup spray he directed into her gaping ass, which was a weirdly erotic feeling. All that, she thought, and he didn't fuck her? Oh God! She was actually disappointed!
She felt Rolando get off of the bed and heard the creak of the springs as his weight withdrew. She heard, somewhere, a door open, and then shifted. Her limbs were suddenly free of the restraints, and then she was falling. The sudden jolt of adrenaline made time seem to slow. She had a fraction of a second to turn her face to the side, before it smacked against the cold wood floor. The hard crack of the pendant around her neck hit her ears as it, too, struck the wood. Then, she was rolling to the side, tearing the blindfold off as she counted, and just after her 2nd breath she shifted back and lay on the floor, on her back, the big bed just to her side.
Shit! Angela rubbed at her cheek with a numb hand, hoping it wasn't bruised. Her legs barely supported her as she rose and climbed back onto the bed, sticky cum coating her ass and a thick sheen of lube smearing her entire lower body. She checked the pendant over. It struck the wood floor pretty hard, but seemed to be perfectly intact. She frowned, again wondering just how hard it was to break.
A moment later, Rolando emerged from what Angela assumed was a bathroom. The man was naked, his flaccid cock swinging in front of him. His face showed surprise at seeing her unbound.
"Maybe you should tie me tighter next time." Angela said, and winked.
The man grinned and shot back, "Perhaps the stocks next time."
Angela gulped, hoping there would not be a next time. She made use of Rolando's shower, cleaning herself for the third time that day, then left the house behind. Despite the long and intense anal session she'd just experienced, she was surprised that her ravaged butthole didn't hurt as much as she'd believed. That was likely due to Rolando's very generous and lengthy lead up to her eventual, incredible analgasms. As she drove to a nearby cafe for a much needed lunch, Angela pondered this most recent development.
Never in her life had she imagined taking anything up her ass, let alone experiencing pleasure from it while tied up and deprived of her sight and mobility. Once again, she felt that odd companionship with Angie. They might be polar opposites in their personalities, but she was quickly learning that, sexually, they were more alike than she'd care to admit. Other than the part about selling her holes to strangers, the new things she was experiencing were actually a crazy kind of thrill.
So it was that, after lunch, she drove to her third client of the day. This one would prove to be the biggest challenge, though. She'd purposely arranged her meetings today in order to get herself ready for this one. Rather, these 3. Angie's sheet labeled these "The Triplets". The files on her evil twin's computer contained several home movies of Angie with these guys, who were actually triplets. Don, Dick, and Darren. The 3 men were well-built studs, and in every video they'd taken Angie all at once, in every hole. Airtight Angie, they'd joked as they repeatedly shoved dick into her orifices.
It was with a flutter in her stomach that Angela knocked on the door, waited, and then looked up into the eager face of one of the brothers. Damn, the guy was cute! Angela felt a little tingle run through her at the sight of him. Maybe this wasn't going to be so bad. After all, she'd come to enjoy everything she'd been forced to do up to this point. What would be different about a little gangbang? If Angie could take it, then she had the capacity to take it, as well.
"Well, Goddamn! Get your sexy ass in here, you gorgeous little slut," the man said, and held the door open for her.
"I'm so ready for this!" Angela lied, and stepped in.
Angela followed the brother (she wasn't sure which one) down the hallway into a room which she'd seen in the videos. The place was very simple, as it served only a single purpose, and held a bed with a small table filled with various lubes and oils. The two other brothers were naked and waiting.
"That's the nasty girl I've been waiting for." One of them said, standing up and immediately ripping Angela's top up and off of her.



"Easy, Donny!" another chastised him, "Conduct fuckin' business first. Angie's not your pecker toy until she's been compensated." He idly stroked one of her breasts as he spoke, then added, "Don't matter how much she wants it, too."
"Sorry, Ang." Don said, and stepped back.
He reached for an envelope on the table and passed it to Angela. According to Angie's records, this little adventure netted her $1,500 each time. Briefly, she wondered what these guys did that left them flush enough with cash to gangbang Angie a couple of times a week, but then decided she'd rather not know.
"That's that." Angela said, putting the envelope into her purse, "Can I get a dick or three now?"
This experience was going to stretch her creativity for dirty talk, she knew. These guys were nasty and degrading, if the videos were any indication, and Angie loved to play up the fact that she was a whore for them. Apparently, that was part of the kink. She wasn't just a gangbang toy, she was a paid gangbang toy.
Don and the other naked brother immediately pushed her to her knees on the floor, and before she even had time to breathe, there was a dick in her mouth and another bobbing at her cheek. Angela wrapped her hand around this one and stroked it as she bobbed her head on Don.
"That's it, bitch. Give that dick its money's worth." Don said, "I swear no other slut looks as sexy as you do with a mouthful of cock."
"Fuckin' right," the other said, and pulled her head off of his brother by the hair, then crammed his meat into her sucking mouth.
Angela decided that this one was Dick, as it didn't really matter who was whom. They were just 3 big meat poles whose only concern was getting off with her body while they degraded her. Darren had shucked his clothes now, and then appeared to Angela's right. She gave Dick a few more pumps with her mouth, then turned to Darren, sucking him in, and moving her hands to jerk the other two brothers.
"Let's try the double barrel again, Donny." Darren suggested.
Donny nodded, and Darren pulled his dick from Angela's mouth, then the two of them pressed their cocks together and attempted to shove them both into Angela's mouth at the same time. Though there was little chance of success, they still laughed at her feeble attempts.
"Good girl, Ang. You do love some dick, don't you?"
"Yeah!" Angela agreed, slapping one on her tongue, then the other, trying to look as slutty as possible.
Dick slapped his dick on her forehead, and she turned her attention back to him, sliding her lips over his penis while she awkwardly stroked off his brothers. As she rotated between the three of them, she looked up and saw them doing something like rock-paper-scissors. Dick lost the first round, and Donny was the victor of the second. Angela wasn't sure what this meant, but Donny seemed pleased.
The three of them picked her up bodily, and Angela gasped as they laid her on her back on the big bed. Donny knelt between her legs, slid her skirt and panties off, and began to suck at her slit. Angela groaned happily, which opened her mouth, and Darren shoved his cock back into it. She fumbled with her hand, found Dick's member, and stroked it as Darren used her face. Angela marveled at just how quickly she had ended up on her back, naked with her legs spread. She couldn't have been here for more than 10 minutes.
"How's that tongue feel in your cunt, Ang? Donny eating that pussy good for you?"
"Mmm hmm!" Angela answered, and switched her attention to Dick's waiting penis, stroking Darren as the two brothers pawed at her breasts and tugged her nipples. Fuck! She still felt a little unsure about the triple penetration that she knew was coming at some point, but this part sure was awesome!
Donny swapped places with Darren, who went to work eating her out. His technique was very different, and if she was being picky, better than Donny's. It took him only a few minutes before Angela came on his face with Dick's dick in her mouth and Donny's lips around her tit as he frigged her clit. God, all the attention her body was getting from every angle was overload on her senses. There were so many hands and tongues and cocks and fingers, touching and poking, groping, pulling, pawing, shoving, and slapping. All the while, the three of them prattled on, spitting filth at her.
"Fuck, yes. Suck that dick, you cheap whore."
"Give my brother that cunt cream on his tongue, bitch."
"Stroke that cock, slut. Get it good and hard for that sexy ass."
"Can't wait to shove this dick up in you again, Ang. You're gonna get filled up so fuckin' full."
"You love selling pussy, don't you whore?"
"Best cunt that money can buy."
Darren, she thought, was the first of them to plow his cock into her. By now, Angela was very slick with spit and her own girl cum, and the feeling of that thick slab of cockmeat working its way into her immediately had her bucking her pelvis up to meet him. Her whole world became a rotation of stroke, suck, fuck, repeat, as the three brothers all took their turn in her pussy, then rotated up to clean their dick with her mouth.
Having each completed two rotations, the brothers picked her up again and turned her over. One of them, she no longer knew which was which, put his back to the headboard and guided Angela's head to his penis. She sucked away at it, his hand resting on her head. The other two moved behind her, and then she felt slick lube pouring onto her ass. The two of them worked the lube into her butt with their fingers, taking turns. While one fingered her anus, the other played with her pussy, fingering it and rubbing her clit until she came with the third's cock in her drooling mouth.
Angela felt a cockhead press against her ass and relaxed, bracing herself for the penetration, and then it came. She groaned around the dick in her mouth as her first real penis slid past her ring, and the flared head popped into her asshole. Fuck! The initial pain sent a shock through her body, but he waited, giving her some time to get used to it, then pushed again and sank deeper. After the session with Rolando, the familiar feeling of fullness returned, and it wasn't long before the burrowing penis began to feel pleasurable.
The third brother somehow managed to get underneath her and licked at her cunt as his sibling took her ass, his big hands parting her cheeks as he increased his pace and slowly pleasured himself with her anus.
"Fuck, that ass is so good." He said.
Angela moaned around the penis in her mouth, wondering how the guy had so much stamina. She'd been sucking and licking for 15 minutes as his brothers played with her ass and pussy, and he was still going strong. After a few minutes of reaming her butthole, he withdrew, and they swapped places. Another cock slid into her ass, much more easily this time, and began to slowly stroke in and out.
The brother in her mouth, pulled her head up by the hair and made her look him in the eyes.
"Damn good look on you, Ang." He said, and slapped her face playfully, then took her chin in his big hand and asked, "You love getting buttfucked, don't you, slut?"
"Uh huh... "
"Tell me you love whoring your little butt to perverts."
Angela rocked back and forth against the man fucking her ass and said, "I love... selling my ass... to perverts to fuck... "
The guy shoved his tongue into her mouth, groped her tits, and sloppily kissed her as his brothers worked over her ass and pussy with cock and tongue. Angela squealed into the kiss as her ass contracted around the dick in it and she orgasmed.
"You didn't get paid to cum from getting cock up your ass, did you?" The man asked.
"Mmmm, no!"
"You came with a dick in your ass because you liked it." He stated.
"Yeah... "
"Fuckin' slut."
"Mmm hmm!"
Angela let out a long sigh as the dick in her ass withdrew. She felt lightheaded and shaky from the orgasm and the constant attention to every part of her body, but she was far from finished. The brother she'd been sucking slid down onto his back and positioned himself at her pussy hole, then put his hands on his hips and guided her down onto his shaft. Angela tossed her head back and moaned as he buried his length inside of her. He moved her up and down on his dick, and his brothers appeared at either side of her.
Each of them took one of her tits in a hand and squeezed it as she rode. One of them put his slimy cock into her mouth. She should feel disgusted, she knew, but she felt too far gone to care. It was just one more sick, twisted perversion, and the dick pressing up inside of her felt so fucking good. She sucked the taste of her own ass off of his cock, then took the same treatment from the other.
"You love being an ass whore, don't you Ang?"
"Mph!" She said around the dick.
"I'm gonna put this dick back up your butt."
"Gph!"
The brother pulled his penis from her mouth, and it was immediately replaced with another one. He moved behind her, and she mentally braced herself for what was coming. The man in her pussy bottomed out, held her there, and then they bent her forward.
"I want you to scream around my dick when he puts it up your ass." Said the man in her mouth.
She looked up at him with wide eyes glazed over with fucklust as he held his dick in her throat. The feeling of another hard penis at her ass seemed like just another pleasurable sensation now, and then he forced the head of it inside of her. She did scream around the cock in her mouth as the brother pushed his fat length further and further into her stretched rectum until she was completely full of cock.
Angela took in a series of heavy, labored breaths through her nose as the brother in her mouth held her hair tightly, his cock at the back of her throat.
"Airtight Angie." He said with a smile, "Damn but you look good like this. You're the filthiest fucking slut I've ever met, you know that?"
"Ghg!"
The fucking began, and Angela lost herself. The two cocks in her moved out in a practiced rhythm for long minutes, stuffing her so full. This was utterly different from being filled with two sex toys. Sex toys didn't grab your hips, call you an ass whore, slap your cheeks, grab your tits, or jerk and throb inside of you. As the two penises alternated strokes in her body, Angela felt the first intense orgasm hit her like a truck. She spit the dick in her mouth out and screeched as her whole body shook with tremendous pleasure from every nerve. The two men pounded in and out of her through it, and then they all rotated.
She had no idea how long this went on. By the time she'd taken all three of them into every hole at least twice, her body was a sweat-covered mess, and she'd never felt so exhausted in her life. Angela lay on the soaked bed, semen running from her every orifice. She could swear there was even cum dripping from her nostrils, but she could barely think straight. She heard the three men leave the room, laughing loudly as she tried to gain some semblance of where and who she was, having been nothing but a set of three holes for who knew how long. Damn, what an experience! Then, the bed beneath her vanished, and she fell to the floor with a hard thump. Somebody screamed.
Judas Christ!
Chapter 18: An Unexpected Cure
Angela collapsed onto Angie's bed. Her entire body ached, and she felt as though her insides had been rearranged.
"Fuck you, Angie." She said, and then fell asleep.
It was dark when she finally awoke to an all-encompassing feeling of pain. Groaning pitifully, she crawled off of the bed and discarded her tiny skirt and top. She'd lost her panties somewhere but didn't care. The only thing on her mind was washing the dried sweat, lube and cum from her body. The hot shower was one of the best feelings in her life. Soaping up her tender pussy and ass, she marveled at how hard she'd cum getting repeatedly violated by the three filthy brothers, and even though she hurt all over, she realized that she was actually not against doing something like that again.
The way she was continually manhandled, contorted, used and toyed with had been utterly raunchy, but also exciting. The way her body felt now, though, was not enjoyable in the least. How did Angie do that at least twice a week, and then take on even more? She could barely keep herself standing right now.
Clean at last, Angela returned to the bed and ordered takeout from her Wozpad. She'd damn well earned this money today, and she wasn't going to skimp on getting some good food. The weary fog cleared from her head after her nap and shower, and she mulled over the problem of getting home once more.
She'd been far too fucked out on the last shift to keep track of how much time this latest debauchery had added, but she estimated that she had to be close to 3 seconds. She checked her messages, and arranged a bit of an easier day for tomorrow. No anal. God, her ass couldn't take another pounding right now. She hoped she hadn't broken anything.
While she waited on her food to arrive, her mind turned back to her curiosity about Dale. Did he have a home office? She got off the bed, wincing at the soreness in her ass and went exploring. She found a small office tucked into the spare room next to Angie's father's bedroom. The door did not have a lock. She considered if this action would set her back, but decided that snooping around was definitely in keeping with Angie, if for no other reason than finding something valuable to steal and pawn.
Dale's office was neatly organized, with an array of filing cabinets. She quickly checked each one, unsure of what she was really looking for, but hoping something might stand out concerning "Recoder technology". Nothing in the cabinets did. She sat in front of the computer, moved the mouse, and it prompted her for a password. She tried her birthday in reverse, like the lockbox her dad kept the spare key in behind the house, and the computer unlocked.
She felt a small pang of sadness at that. Dale actually did love his daughter, despite Angie being such a horrible person. When had it all gone wrong in Angie's life? What had turned her from being someone who was compassionate and intelligent, into a lazy, fuck-anything slut who viewed everyone and everything with disdain?
A folder on the desktop labeled "DomCo" caught her attention immediately, shoving thoughts of Angie to the back of her mind. She opened the folder and started going through the files. Each of them was labeled with some kind of system that only Dale understood, but as she opened them she could tell that they were formulas of some kind. Her knowledge of chemistry and biology was nowhere near good enough to understand what was happening in these pages, but it was something. She printed off copies of them, and then went to answer the doorbell.
Shoveling Chinese chicken into her mouth, she waited by the printer for the task to complete, then quickly put the machine to sleep, took the papers, and made a last glance around the office to ensure that she'd covered her tracks. Satisfied, she returned to her room, folded the papers, and hid them in her purse. Now, she just had to make sure she was actually carrying the thing when she did eventually get home. For the rest of the evening, she let her battered holes rest, and soaked in mindless entertainment from a world gone wrong.
Chapter 19: Naked and Nerdy
Angie watched the first two finished episodes on Brian's laptop, while her head lay in his lap and she suckled his cockhead with her moist lips. Brian was in heaven. This was the third time his crush had let him stick his hardon into her mouth, and he was already lasting longer. This was more a result of Angie's cockteasing technique than anything else. Eventually, this boy was going to be nerdy Angela's first fuck, and she wanted to make sure he didn't pop off in under a minute when they filmed it. She needed to work on his stamina.
Angie cradled his balls in her warm hand and sank his shaft into her mouth, playing her tongue over the veins and ridges, then drawing back to massage his crown with her lips. On the laptop, she watched the familiar sight of herself masturbating, but found it oddly arousing to see a geeky version of herself shoving a sex toy into her spread pussy. And, if she was getting turned on by it, then all the perverts she planned to entice to her channel were going to eat it up.
The second episode ended, and Angie's blowjob became more aggressive. Brian finally let his load loose into her mouth as he gripped her hair firmly in that way that she loved. Maybe there was hope for the boy, yet. Time to get to work. Angie swallowed and licked her lips as she fondled Brian's empty nuts.
"Ready for part 3?" She asked, and Brian nodded with adoration in his eyes.
Brian put his pants back on and collected himself, picking up the camera.
"Pants off, panties on, and don't lose the shirt, yet." Brian instructed, "Keep the toys and the clothespins in front of you by the laptop."
Not-eNerd was going to get just a little more kinky today.
"You've never watched porno before, but you know it's all over the internet. You aren't sure what you like, just yet, so you're going to explore what's out there. Bring up the playlist."
Angie clicked a playlist that Brian had set up for the episode, and he switched on the camera.
"Start with the little guy," Brian said, "and work yourself up. Get your pussy excited as you watch the first video."
Angie started the video and took up the small vibrator, placing it against her covered pussy and letting the hum of the toy tease up her arousal. That wasn't difficult. She was already turned on from sucking cock and swallowing Brian's semen, and there was a small wet patch in the crotch of the panties that was visible to the camera. Angie let her eyes devour the video of another girl masturbating her wet pussy, as she rubbed herself with the vibrator.
"Good! You're getting hotter, and you want to take off your shirt."
Angie stripped off her shirt and continued to play with herself, as the girl on the screen rubbed her cunt. Wet smacking sounds played from the laptop speakers. Brian let this go on for a few moments.
"Now, slide your panties off and keep going."
Angie removed her panties, then placed the vibrator against her wet slit and toyed it, while the girl on the screen moaned and came.
"Now, take off your bra and play with your breasts, too."
The bra came off, tossed aside, and Angie groped her tits as the next video started. The new girl on the screen was face down on her bed shoving a toy into her ass and playing with her clit. Angie tugged at her nipples and slid the vibrator into her pussy, holding it inside and letting the hum push her toward an orgasm.
"Pick up one of the clothespins. Look at it curiously. You're so hot now that you want to try something new. This is a big step. You're going to do something kinky."
Angie examined the clothespin, opening and closing it as she continued vibrating her cunt. She put the open clothespin on her nipple, and slowly let it close. The sharp intake of breath and sudden pinch of pain was real enough, but this was something she was used to. The sudden spike of pain made her orgasm. The girl on the screen moaned and came with her. Fuck, it was so hot!
"That's so good!" Brian said, getting a close up shot of her clamped nipple and look of pleasure on her face. "Now, let's start with the next one. When you feel like you're going to cum, put the other one on your nipple."
Angie took up the rabbit as the next video played, a sexy closeup shot of a cute girl in glasses, like her, accepting a fat penis into her open mouth. Angie played the rabbit over her soaking cunt, letting the vibrating toy build her excitement back up, while she watched the big penis enter the girl's mouth. Brian had picked well. The girl in the video was obviously inexperienced, and didn't so much as suck the dick being pushed between her trembling lips.



As the rabbit parted her pussy lips and sank into her creamy channel, Angie watched the up and coming slut choke as the big-dicked man buried his length in her throat. Specks of spittle erupted from around his penis, but he didn't pull back. The girl choked again, and Angie could hear her gag as small tears formed in the corners of her eyes. A haze formed over the lenses of her glasses as the man held his stiff cock in her mouth and she sputtered again.
Angie humped her pussy against the rabbit and toyed with the clothespin on her nipple, releasing it and then letting it close again, adding the little pain to her approaching orgasm. Her body shuddered. The cute girl spat more phlegm around the man's cock, but he was determined to make her take it. He slapped her face, setting her glasses askew and finally pulled back. The girl retched and spat up a wad of thick spit that dripped from her plump little lips, but that was her only respite. The man smacked his wet cock against her glasses, knocking them even more off kilter, then pushed his penis back down her throat until she choked again and began to cry.
Angie fucked herself harder with the rabbit at the sight of the crying slut, who was obviously way in over her head, and then clamped the other clothespin on her nipple. The man continued to fuck his slimy cock into the girl's mouth as she struggled to keep up. She pushed at his chest in a feeble attempt to get away, which only earned her another slap, and then he grabbed her wrists in one beefy hand and redoubled his assault. The repeated "Glurk... Blech! Glurk... glurk... blech!" from the girl's mouth had Angie so entranced that she forgot all about the camera and she lost herself in the sexy imagery.
The big cock gave one mighty jerk in the girl's mouth, and then she made a strangled cry of protest before she gagged again and a river of white, gooey foam poured from the corners of her stuffed mouth, dripping down her chin. The man yanked his cock from her mouth and she coughed, inhaled sharply, and then was struck in the face by the next blast of cum, which spattered across her glasses and nose in a sexy explosion that pushed Angie over the edge.
"Oh fuck! Do it! Fuck!" She moaned, and her body shook with the rabbit deep in her twat. She flicked the clothespins on her nipples, adding another layer of indecent pleasure to her orgasm as the motion sent spikes of pain through her tits. The dumb cocktoy on the screen looked up at the man through her cum-smeared glasses, her mouth open in total disbelief, creamy streaks of semen leaking from her lips and dripping in long, sticky ropes from her chin.
The man removed her glasses and used the girl's tongue to wipe them clean, giving the camera a nice shot of her puffy, red, tear-streaked eyes, before putting them back onto her face. The sight of her tears and those sad, defeated eyes made Angie cum again. She could just imagine the girl telling herself she'd never do it again. The man spit on a $100 bill and stuck it to the girl's forehead, in a final fuck you gesture. The move was so viciously degrading that Angie managed another orgasm. She just couldn't wait until the girl in the video was Angela.
Chapter 20: How to Suck Your Way Home
While not fully recovered from the previous day's intense foursome, Angela awoke determined to push her shifts to something at least approaching useful. Fortunately, there were a great many men who were very happy to shove their dicks into Angie's mouth, giving her today to let her abused ass rest before she got busy again. After studying Angie's sheet she accepted bookings - as though she were some kind of masseuse- from a couple of simple blowjob clients, before working up to a pair of roommates, and a late afternoon "blowbang/bukkake".
This was another term she wasn't familiar with, and when she used Angie's porn license to look it up, she was not surprised at all that it was something that Angie was into. Her morning blowjobs were easy work, as she'd expected, but each one had taught her something very valuable regarding her shifts, as well as pushing them to nearly 4 seconds.
Previously, she'd made the assumption that the shifts occurred at the completion of the act which she'd performed. Once completed, the act registered as "being Angie" and thus a shift occurred. The assumption was proven false, however, when she'd finished sucking off a man named Burk, and nothing had happened. Filled with panic, Angela had quickly left the place, worried that something was wrong with the pendant, or with the path she'd chosen.
As she walked toward the car, though, she felt a trickle of cum on the corner of her mouth that she'd missed when Burk had ejaculated into her. Rather than wipe it away, she'd pushed the glob into her mouth and hummed happily to herself, wishing (truthfully) that there had been more of it. Then, the shift happened. The walkway became an empty lot, and she was so startled that she nearly forgot to measure the time. She counted out 3 seconds before she shifted back, sure that it had been a little bit longer in reality. She hurried to the car.
For the next few minutes she worked back through the previous shifts, looking for the difference or the connection between them all. As she considered each one, there were two common threads between them. First, the act itself was in keeping with who she was supposed to become. The second, and this seemed to be important, was her acceptance of the act as part of her character. In each one she had done the thing, but that wasn't when the actual shift occurred. If that were the case, she could have shifted at any point during the act, as the act itself was like Angie, but it was not actually Angie. The shift occurred when she, actually, became Angie, when she accepted what she'd done as part of her character and wanted to continue being that person.
On some grand, existential level, she supposed it made sense. If the pendant's goal was to make her become Angie, then she actually had to think, feel, and want the things that Angie did. That was why she'd shifted outside the motel room with Brad, she realized. There had been no act committed, she had simply been Angie, completely, in that moment. She had thought and done exactly as Angie would, and the shift occurred. It was the same for the coffee shop. The acts themselves had been trivial, but she'd gotten a perverse rush of joy from doing them, and hadn't felt bad about it in the least. That had triggered a shift.
After the gangbang, when the three brothers had left her naked, cum spilling from every hole, she might have orgasmed again at the way she actually enjoyed being used, degraded, and then discarded like a broken toy they no longer had use for, but she'd been too tired to cum again. It was exactly what Angie would feel like, and it had triggered a shift.
Keen to put the theory to the test, she drove to her next client. It was her client, she thought, as she drove. This wasn't Angie's client. Angela was a hot teenage whore driving over to a strange man's house to sell him her slutty mouth, so he could empty his bloated balls into her sucking throat. She let her imagination wander. Would he lay back and let her take her time, worshiping his cock at her own pace, until she'd extracted her reward? Would he want to aggressively dominate her young throat, fucking his angry penis into it like he owned it during the time he'd paid for, telling her what a sexy whore she was for him? As she got out of the car, she rubbed her crotch and genuinely hoped that it was the latter.
The shift came, and she counted it out, stopping just short of 4 seconds. She grinned, understanding now. She hoped that Angie could hear her as she gripped the pendant and raised it to her eyes. It was dark, but she didn't care.
"I've got it now, bitch. You're going the fuck home, whether you like it or not."
Even curses from the old country could fall with proper implementation of the scientific method, she thought, and rang the doorbell. The man who answered was the oldest client so far. Angela guessed him somewhere in his 60s, though like all of the clients, her clients, he was reasonably attractive for his age. Her records called him Lars, and Lars wanted his dick sucked by a hot piece of teenage ass.
"Heya, Angie baby. Come on in." Lars greeted her, his hands trembling as he ushered her forward.
The old man led her to his living room, where he paid his whore and dropped his pants with no ceremony or conversation whatsoever. He sat back on the couch, his semi-hard penis waiting for Angela's mouth to please it. She made it good for the old guy, but felt that it was rather boring just getting to her knees and sucking him off as he moaned quietly, before shooting his wad onto her tongue. Angela held the watery sperm in her mouth as he showed her back out, not even 10 minutes after she'd come in, muttering a thank you as he closed the door.
Angela swallowed his cum, rolled her eyes, and thought that it was the worst client she'd serviced, yet. What a boring old stooge, she thought, no fucking spine at all. He couldn't fuck a bitch's mouth if she'd paid him to do it. The next shift lasted just over 4 seconds. Angela barely contained the urge to whoop, hopped back in the car and quickly drove to her next client.
At the time that Angela had booked the roommates she was about to service, she'd consciously been thinking of two things: an easier day, without having to get her asshole plugged again, and that doing two men was sluttier than sucking off one, hence the act would be more in keeping with being Angie, thus adding more time to the next shift. Subconsciously, she now realized, there was a third reason, which only occurred as her mental image of the sheet floated in her mind, and that only in light of her latest revelation about her own sexual desires.
The first two clients she'd booked with simply had the service labeled "blowjob". This pair was not, "double blowjob" or some such. It was labeled, "facefuck". What she now realized was that there were other clients on the sheet that included pairs of men, but these had been labeled, "blowjob". She had chosen this one because she understood the difference between "blowjob" and "facefuck". Having two men facefuck her was ultimately more degrading and slutty than giving blowjobs to two men at once. She'd picked it because she wanted to get that feeling of being used like a whore again, while still allowing her asshole a break, and the thought of that personal revelation was no longer revolting. It made her fucking wet. She was becoming Angie.
This time there was no fear as she knocked on the door of the place. The only thing she felt was an eager anticipation as her imagination filled in the blanks. They'd be rough and dominant with her, likely calling her filthy names while they either took turns in her mouth, or went one after the other. She didn't really mind which it was, as long as they made her feel like she was a bought and paid for hole to fuck their dicks into.
"Good to see you, Ang!" The man in the door said. She was not sure if this was John or Blake, but decided it didn't matter. He became dick number 1.
Angela followed him inside, then up the stairs. He stopped and pounded on a closed door, calling, "Blake! Ang's here. You wanna get your fuckin' dick wet or not?"
Ok, so he was John. Whatever. He was still dick number 1.
The door opened, and a bare-chested guy with long black hair, wearing only pajama pants appeared in the doorway. A cloud of thick pot smoke struck Angela in the face, rocking her back on her heels.
"Hey, baby." Blake said, taking a long puff off of a joint and handing it to her, then added, "That's a moe, so take it easy, bitch."
Angela had no idea what that meant, and had never smoked anything, but he did call her a bitch so she accepted the thing and took an experimental toke. She coughed immediately, making Blake smile.
"Shit, girl! I said take it easy. Give it a minute. You'll feel that one."
He stubbed the rest of the thing out in a nearby ashtray, and followed John into another bedroom. Angela giggled as the two men eyed her up and down. John handed her money, which she stuffed into her purse. A small wave of dizziness washed over her as she pulled off her top and threw it to the floor.
"Man, those are some fine fucking titties." Blake said in his slow stoner drawl.
John got behind her and groped her breasts, tugging her nipples. Whatever had been in the thing she smoked was making her feel great! Her nipples felt ultra-sensitive as John worked them in his fingers.
"You ready to get some dick in that mouth, slut?" He growled into her ear.
"Fuck yeah... " Angela said, honestly.
John led her to the bed and Angela laid down, her head cloudy, like she was floating. He arranged his whore the way he wanted to use her, and Angela could feel her pussy gushing at the way he positioned her like a toy. He'd paid her, and now he could use her as he wished. John brought her head just off the edge of the bed, and the whole world turned upside down. Angela giggled at the fact that she was seeing an upside down world while she was upside down. It really did seem funny.
John pulled out his stiff cock and it slapped against her cheek. Angela had seen this particular position in Angie's videos. Angie's? No, Her. Angela was a whore. Angela allowed men to pay her and use her body for their pleasure, which also gave her pleasure. Angela was pay-to-play pussy for sexually aggressive guys who needed a teenage slut. John's cock touched her lips and she orgasmed without even touching herself.
She heard Blake chuckle and say, "Told you that shit was good, Ang! You see that shit? Little slut fucking creamed just from getting dick on her lips!"
"That ain't your fuckin' weed, dude. That's just how much Angie loves cock." John said.
"Angela... " Angela mumbled, her head light and foggy.
"Whatever." John said, and pushed his dick between her lips.
Angela felt proud of the way she took John's penis all the way on the first try, opening her throat and letting him fill her without even gagging. The feeling of his stiff tube plugging her airway, and his balls coming to rest against her nose sent a thrill of subservient pleasure straight to her cunt. He smelled of soap and fresh skin, and his big hands latched onto her breasts as he sighed with relief at putting his cock where it belonged.
"One of these days, Ang," he said, "I might pony up for that cunt, but damn you have a sexy feelin' mouthpussy on you."
"Glg."
John pulled back and roughly shoved his cock back into her. This time she let herself gag as his dick twitched against the back of her throat. She was sure, somehow, that he wanted it like that. He wanted to feel her submit to his cock, as though the only useful parts of her were her mouth and tits. He fell into a rhythm that gradually became faster, pulling on her nipples as he drove his length in and out of her mouth. She kept her lips tightly sealed around his penis, to give him that sexy mouthpussy feeling that he wanted to cum into.
Between her spread legs, she felt Blake's tongue tickling her slick slit, and when she moaned her pleasure around John's cock he groaned happily and slapped one of her tits.
"Fuck yeah, you sexy bitch. Moan around my dick."
Angela continued to do so, only slightly playing up her moans of joy at what Blake was doing to her. The position she was in precluded the ability to swallow any of the excess spit gathering in her mouth, and so she simply let it pool around John's invading prick, allowing his outward thrusts to remove it from her mouth, where it began to slide down her face in a hot wave of slippery goo. She placed her hands on John's ass and urged him on, helping him to fuck her slimy face, to take as much pleasure from his whore as he needed, to get his money's worth from the teenage mouthpussy he'd ordered to satisfy his urge to ejaculate.
Watching Angela's body convulse as Blake ate her was a sexy enough sight that it triggered his orgasm, and he made one final, hard, wet thrust into Angela's throat, forcing her to blow out a big wave of frothy spit with a "gluk". He squeezed hard on her tits and gritted his teeth, issuing one sharp growl of bliss as he emptied his sperm into her gulping throat, where it would join her previous successful suckoffs from the day.
John slid his slimy pole from her mouth, and Angela sputtered, unable to see for all the goop in her eyes. She smeared some of it away with the back of her hand, sucking in air and coughing, but that only lasted a moment before Blake shoved his hard penis into her mouth. Then, she was back to fulfilling her role as mouthpussy for John's stoned roommate.
The effects of whatever she'd smoked were giving her mental tunnel vision. She'd rarely felt so focused, and yet so dreamy at the same time. It was like every nerve in her body had become ultra-sensitive, and Blake's fat penis pounding in and out of her sloppy mouth became the singular focus of her world. John slipped his sticky fingers into her snatch and began to finger fuck her roughly. The sounds of wet squishing from between her legs mingled with the wet squishing from her mouth in a sexy cocktail of sluttiness that set her body to quivering. Angela could see herself in her mind's eye, as though she were floating above the bed, watching these two men spit roast her from both ends like the paid sexdoll she'd become.
"Shit, man," Blake said, "I need to sell enough dope to rent this fuckin' mouth for a week. You gotta be the sexiest little whore around, Ang."
Those words made Angela cum again as John fingered her and Blake twisted her nipples roughly between his fingers. Sexy little whore. Angela was a sexy little whore with the best mouthpussy around.
"Fuckin' A, bitch!" Blake exclaimed, "I love how much that shit gets you off. You should get your fuckin' license and make something of yourself, Ang. I ain't never met another bitch loves sluttin' like you do."
Angela struggled to keep up now. Blake's intense thrusting pushed big globs of sticky spit out of her mouth on each inward push, and her entire face felt like it was coated in the mess. The thick glop dripped into her hair, now, and spilled freely onto the carpet. John replaced his fingers with his tongue, sucking at her clit until she came once more with Blake's quivering cock in her throat. Her thrashing and moaning set the guy off, and then she was swallowing desperately against the overflow of fluids in her mouth, but there was simply too much. She coughed and sputtered, blowing out the excess of cum and spit in a hot spray that coated her face in another disgusting wave of slime, splashing Blake's pelvis.
"Shit yeah! Blow that shit out you sexy bitch!" Blake said, laughing, "Damn that's so hot!"
Angela choked and coughed, spitting up more of the goop, rolling onto her stomach and heaving up thick wads of phlegm from her abused throat. Blake grabbed her sticky hair in one hand and plunged his dick back into her mouth for another round.
"That's the sexiest fuckin' thing I've ever seen, Ang! Got me damn hard all over again. Take this dick, slut. Take it."
Blake held her hair in his fist and kept her in place as his hips pumped her mouthpussy. He placed one leg up on the bed for leverage, and then began to masturbate himself with her face, using her hair to pull her up, and then push her back down onto his bloated penis. John spread her legs, and for a moment she thought that he was just going to fuck her, despite not having paid for it. Angela wished, at that moment, that he would. Instead, he spread her ass apart and began to tongue fuck it. Her poor butthole was still sore from the previous day's reaming, but his soft, warm tongue lapping at it felt wonderful.



For long minutes, the only sound in the room was Angela's repeated, "Gluk, gluk, gluk, gluk!" as Blake took his money's worth from her mouth, until at last he'd worked up another big load of semen for her. He whipped his dick from her mouth in a wet spray of sexy slime and blasted her open mouth with a hard shot of creamy jizz, coating her tongue and lips with just one more layer of goo, indistinguishable from the utter mess that already lathered her.
He let go of her hair, letting her head drop to the bed, where the ruin of her face smeared the comforter in more sticky filth. Angela heaved, her lungs burning and head spinning from the joint and the lack of air. She alternated coughing, spitting, and sucking in air, but then John pulled her head back by the hair and shoved his new hardon into her mouth for another go.
Angela quickly learned that the term "facefuck" was totally accurate. John plowed into her throat, cramming his cock into her esophagus in hard, short thrusts, making Angela sputter and retch as she steadied herself with her hands against his chest, until his vigorous assault on her mouth culminated in another hot, sticky facial.
With her head still reeling, John ushered her out the door, and she stumbled, naked onto the porch. He dropped her clothes and purse onto the porch and shut the door, the sound of his laughter cut off as the hinges creaked shut and he threw the bolt. Angela spit up more slime onto the concrete as she bent over to retrieve her things. She pulled on her clothes, and the mess coating her body soaked through the skirt and top, turning them dark in spots as they absorbed the fluids that caked her entire body.
She picked up her purse with a shaky hand, blinked away the tears in her eyes, and then sat down on the porch to catch her breath. As her lungs heaved, and her brain began to operate again, she reached beneath her skirt and played with her twat right there on the front porch.
I'm a fucking slut, she thought, I'm such a fucking slut! She shifted, coming face-to-face with a very shocked mailman, who dropped his bag of letters at the sight of a masturbating slut, coated in spit and drying cum suddenly appearing before him. Angela orgasmed at the look on his face, then shifted back.
Back in her car, Angela used a generous amount of wet wipes to clean the drying slop from her face, glad that she'd thought ahead this time. She stripped off her sodden clothes, changed, wiped her body down as well as she was able, and then slipped on a fresh shirt and another slutty skirt. Her hair, unfortunately, was another story. She checked the time, and decided she'd be able to make a trip home to shower before her penultimate degradation of the day. With one hand on the wheel, and the other idly fingering her cunt, imagining the 7 men that were shortly going to be blasting her body with semen, she drove to Angie's home.
Fed, showered, and ready for more cock, Angela drove to the location of her blowbang/bukakke. The place was a seedy bar with a half-lit neon sign that read, "The Lusty Wench," which Angela found very fitting. She parked in the lot and made her way into the rough-looking place, where a line of motorcycles and muscle cars waited outside. Through the blacked out windows, she could hear the sound of some sad country tune playing on a jukebox. The kind of men that must frequent a place like this in the middle of the day were bound to be unkind.
Angela imagined burly men in leather jackets with black boots and ripped up jeans, bearded, with tattooed arms and permanent scowls. Angie had been to this place numerous times, and it was one of the most profitable gigs she had. The videos were, also, some of the most extreme Angela had seen. The agenda today wasn't one of the numerous gangbangs Angie pulled at this place, for which Angela was mostly thankful. She realized, as her body trembled with a deliciously whorish feeling, that she was only thankful because her ass still stung from yesterday.
The idea of being the star of one of those videos, allowing these rough men to contort her body into all manner of lewd positions, while they pleasured themselves with one or all of her supple teenage holes sent a wave of guilty pleasure through her. She wanted that feeling for herself, and as she moaned quietly at the desire to try it, she shifted again, counted, reached 5 seconds, and then returned.
During her previous experiments, she'd determined that 5 seconds was an adequate time to remove the pendant and (hopefully) smash it to the ground, but 8 seconds left enough time for a margin of error to retrieve it if it did not break. Still, the last shift she could have actually made an attempt at it if she were fast enough. Even now, she could be home, reclaiming her life from her evil twin. She hadn't attempted it, though. She'd held off. Because she wanted this. She wanted to know what it would be like to have a group of rough, strange men abuse her mouth and coat her with semen.
Angela pulled open the dark glass door, and stepped inside. The interior of the place was what she expected, dimly lit by billiard lights over a pair of worn pool tables. A few wooden tables that had seen better days dotted the open floor, while two flat screen TVs on the walls showed sports news, muted, with captions on the screens. A long, polished bar took up one entire wall, behind which were long shelves with liquor bottles. Angela counted 7 men of just the sort she'd imagined, a few of which she'd seen in the videos. Despite her newfound slutdom, she felt her knees shaking as anxiety knotted her stomach.
The eyes of every man in the bar swung toward her. Any one of these guys could easily have picked her up and carried her off to do whatever they wanted to her, and there was no chance she was going to stop them. She was barely over a hundred pounds, and dressed like the 18-year-old sextoy she'd become, in a tiny top that showed her excited nipples off, and a slut skirt that barely covered her small panties. With all of them combined, these guys could easily decide to keep their money and spend the entire rest of the day drinking and pounding her pliant little body into submission.
Fuck! What had happened to her in only a few days as Angie? The idea of sexual contact with another person had been some vague, distant idea that might one day happen to her. It would be with a goofy, geeky sort of guy that was just like her, and afterwards they'd talk about fantasy novels, Star Trek, or geology. Instead, her pussy was absolutely soaked at the thought of a group of burly strangers more than twice her weight slamming her onto her back, spreading her legs, and pushing their needy pricks into any part of her they pleased, until they'd fed her a dozen big loads of cum. She was Angie. She was a whore and a slut. Only the idea of her father being stuck with that crazy bitch kept her focused on getting home. She had to do it for him.
"Now that's what I've been waiting all day to see," came a voice from behind the bar.
All other conversation in the place ceased on her entry. The man behind the bar set down a filthy rag and ran a hand through his close-cropped sandy hair.
"How ya' doing, Ang?" he asked.
"Ready for some fun!" she shot back.
Every face in the bar broke out into a wolfish grin.
"Rick," the barman called to one of the men, "lock that door and turn the sign. Bill, go open the back."
He tossed a set of keys to Bill, who caught them with ease and disappeared through a swinging door.
"The rest of you lot," he continued, "bills on the counter if you want to play. Those that have met Angie before, you know the fuckin' rules. You shitheads that ain't, I'll spell it out. You break a rule, we break your fuckin' arms," he motioned for Angela to come to him.
She walked behind the bar and joined the man, who stood behind her and fondled her tits as he spoke.
"We like having Angie come around. Angie's a sexy little freak, and if you can't see for your goddamn self, she's about the hottest fuckin' sexdoll any of you will ever have a chance at. We want Angie to keep coming around, dig? That means you treat Angie right, or every son-of-a-bitch here is gonna treat you right, like you deserve. Angie ain't against some rough housin', are you Ang?"
Angela shook her head as the man slid his hand under her top and tugged her nipple, making her moan.
"That don't mean Angie is some rapebait gook like the kind you pounded when you were in Country. No sir! Angie's a fuckin' professional. You don't leave a mark. You don't choke the little slut. You don't put your fuckin' willy anywhere Angie don't say to put it. You don't touch Angie's shit, and when you leave you thank Angie for being your little fuckdoll. I say again, we like Angie a lot more than we like you. That about cover it, baby?"
Angela nodded, and the bartender slipped his hand between her legs and frigged her cunt as the men watched, nipping at her neck and groping her breast, until she arched her back against his chest and came on his fingers. The other men muttered, some applauding, others knocking back a shot.
"Now, bills on the fucking bar. Let's get this girl paid so she can start doing what she does."
Seven mean men slapped bills on the bartop, amounting to $1,400. Angela knew that if this were more than just some nasty oral, she could take home much more than that. The bartender released her. She put the money into her purse and followed the group of men into the back room of the place, then to a side room that was familiar from Angie's videos. The little room, designed to be a fuck shack, held a bed covered in fresh sheets with what was, no doubt, a very sturdy frame and firm mattress. She'd watched Angie get taken on this bed by 3 or 4 men at a time, so it was obviously made to support the weight of that many heavy bodies fucking and sucking.
Clearly accustomed to this sort of thing, the men began stripping off their gear, and piling it up against the walls. Angela watched their hard, muscled and scarred bodies come into view. She felt the now-familiar mixture of excitement and fear as she watched them bare themselves, all of them solid walls of hard muscle. These were men that had been to war, killed, raped and maimed. They were tough, hard drinkers and vicious fuckers. And they were all about to have their way with her tight young body.
The bartender was first to step up, peeling Angela's top over her head and tossing it onto the little table, where she'd set her purse. He added her skirt to the pile, and then roughly tore her panties off of her and tossed them aside. Angela gasped, and then the man picked her up like a feather and laid her on her back on the bed. He mounted her chest and squeezed her tits together, rubbing his stiff penis between them. During all of her slutty episodes the last few days, no one had yet fucked her boobs.
Angela looked up at the man, her lips parted invitingly. The man pinched her nipples as he fucked his cock between her tits. Someone else began lapping at her pussy, and Angela inhaled sharply. The bartender let her tits go, and pushed forward, shoving his aching penis into her mouth, grasping the back of her head, his deep, throaty groan like the sound of gravel as she wrapped her wet lips around his cockhead and swirled her tongue.
"That's it, you sexy bitch," he said, "You've been waiting for this nasty shit all day, ain't' ya'?"
"Mmm hmm!"
Two more hard cocks appeared to either side of her, and Angela wrapped her hands around them as the guy between her legs snaked his tongue into her and began to wriggle it. His cock sufficiently coated in her saliva, the bartender pulled it back out and slid it between her tits again. A calloused hand turned her face toward one of the cocks in her hand, and she released it as he pushed inside of her vacated mouth. Angela worked at keeping her stroke up on the other one as this guy fucked his horny prick into her cheek, making it bulge obscenely on each inward thrust.
Someone else lifted her foot, and she felt him rubbing his dick against her toes. She hadn't even considered that it was possible to have your feet fucked, but then she was learning a lot of new things lately. The hot pleasure of a building orgasm from the man eating her pussy began to crawl up her prone body. The man in her mouth pulled out, and she turned her attention to the other dick in her hand, allowing him access to her mouth while she stroked the spit-coated penis in her hand. The bartender slapped her cheek with his tool, and Angela turned back to him, opened her mouth, and he pushed back into her, stroking between her lips in short, hard thrusts until she felt his shaft jerk. He pulled it out and a heavy blast of jizz plastered her lips.
Angela moaned and came from the twisted facial and the incessant tongue-fucking between her legs. A rough hand yanked her face back toward the waiting dick she'd been stroking, and as he put it back into her mouth, another shot of the bartender's semen splashed across her cheek.
"Fuckin' beautiful!" he exclaimed, "That's number one, slut."
She felt his weight lift off of her body, and the man that she was stroking took his place. Another waiting man moved into the empty spot, and then Angela was back to stroking two stiff pricks, and the man on her chest pounded his meat into her sucking mouth.
"Suck on that dick you nasty girl. Oh, shit! The fucking mouth on you, you little slut!" He growled as he used her hole to lube up his tool, then pulled it free and squeezed her tits together. The man between her legs was replaced by another, and as he sucked on her clit Angela felt a wash of warm sperm cover her foot as someone groaned in release. The guy between her tits spit into the valley of her breasts while she stroked one cock and sucked another. The hot friction of that stalk between her breasts, and the guy's rough hands pinching her nipples had Angela rocking her hips up against the lips tightly sealed around her clit.
She moaned around the dick in her mouth, and another shot of semen splattered across her left breast, caking her nipple, and then another hit her throat, coating the red pendant. The man breathed a sigh of contentment and got off of her, only to be replaced by another. The sick bastard smeared the leftover cum from her tit into the slop between her breasts and went to work, fucking her boobs with the disgusting mess.
The jerking penis in her mouth pulled out and fired off another shot across her cheek, then a second onto her lips, and a final volley into her hair. He rotated out with another, and Angela grasped and stroked his dick to life, turned to the man between her tits, opened her mouth, and he shoved his slimy prick into it. Angela tasted spit and semen as he rutted into her face, her hands working on two thick cock shafts, and then she bucked against the face between her legs and came again.
"Yeah! There you go, you hot little bitch! Cum for us." said the guy using her mouth.
He pulled his cock from her and Angela sucked in breath, then her face was turned toward one of the dicks in her hand and she was stuffed full again as another warm wash of seed coated the side of her face, then another stuck to her hair. The man who had just sprayed her, slapped his spent penis against her cheek, then rubbed the gooey mess into her skin and laughed. He got off of her, and the man on her right took his place, repeating the filthy exercise, spitting onto his throbbing dick, mashing her tits together, and fucking his primed penis into her valley. Two men pulled her legs back, exposing her asshole, and the guy between her legs gripped her cheeks and stuck his tongue into her anus.
Angela squealed happily at the feeling, reached for the new dick that had presented itself by her face, wrapped her lips around it, and another hot splash of cum coated her other cheek. She couldn't remember if that was 4 or 5 loads now. The rotation of cock continued and Angela completely lost count. Each time someone sprayed her face with hot jizz, someone else pounded their dick into her mouth, another one was in her hand, somebody masturbated their meat with her breasts, or someone shoved a tongue into her ass or pussy and ate her to another orgasm.
Suddenly, there was the feeling of a presence with her, in her head. Angela nearly spat the dick in her mouth out as Angie's voice invaded her mind.
"Oh my fucking god! Are you seriously getting gangbanged right now?"
Angela could not reply. Even if she had, she'd just look like she'd lost her shit if she started having a conversation with someone else who wasn't there.
"Feels great, huh? Oh, you can't talk with a mouthful of dick, can you. Doesn't matter. I just dropped in to say thanks again for the new setup. Your buddy Brian has been really helpful, turning you into a naughty little slut."
Angela felt a rush of rage at the unfairness of it as the nameless stranger plowed her mouth and Angie laughed at her. She did her best to ignore the taunting, but her resolve hardened. She couldn't wait any longer. That bitch had to go.
"Kinda looks like you're doing pretty well on that front yourself!" Angie taunted her.
Angela was sure she'd taken at least 10 loads to the face now. Sperm hardened and caked on her eyelids, and she couldn't open them. Each time a cock bulged in her cheek, she felt dried semen crack and peel on her skin. The sexy mess between her tits had flowed and pooled into the dip of her throat, and still the hard cocks kept coming. These guys were like machines. She worked cock after cock with her tired hands and sore jaws. Her tits felt like they were soaked in spit from the nasty bastards sucking on them or hocking spit for lube onto them to ease their masturbation.
"Look at you go, slut!" Angie said in her head, "I guess I shouldn't be surprised you had it in you."
"Fuck you!" Angela spat, and then someone slapped her face and pushed a dick into her mouth, assuming she was just egging him on.
Her own girl cum flowed from between her legs, lapped up by one after another of the filthy men. They laughed at her, pawed her body, called her a cocksucker, whore, slut, bitch, cum dumpster, and any number of dirty names. How long this went on, she wasn't certain, but at some point, she was down to only two men alternating use of her mouth. Nobody was fucking her tits anymore. Another blast of cock cream hit her chin, and then there was only one. She couldn't see a thing, and had no idea which of them it was.
This guy had staying power now, though. For long minutes she cradled his nuts as he fucked his penis into her sore mouth, gripping her cum-sticky hair in his fist as he grunted and groaned. At last, his cock gave one big jerk and he unloaded his final shot into her sucking mouth. She swallowed it down, moaning happily around his rod until he was finished with her.
"Wow! You must have drained that one at least once already." Angie said, "How many did they get together today?"
Angela ignored her.
The remaining men had become spectators, snapping pictures of her cum-coated body for later use as they chatted idly or made crude jokes. The final man withdrew, and Angela licked her lips, swallowing any leftover cum that her tongue could reach while she fingered herself in front of the crowd of men to one final, back-arching slutgasm.
"Oh, fuck! That's hot. Get yours, bitch!" Angie laughed, "That shit felt great, didn't it?"
Even as the pleasure shot up her body, she held the image of herself, her real self, in the front of her mind. She was Angela, the nerdy girl with glasses and a book in her hand. Angela. She was Angela. Someone threw a towel at her and she wiped the crust of sperm from her eyes, and blinked against the sudden light of the dim room. The men filed out of the door, leaving her alone on the dirty bed with nothing but a towel in her hand.



"Done already?" Angie asked, but Angela ignored her again.
Angela ripped the pendant from her neck and held it in her fist. She snatched up her purse in her hand. Quick. She had to be quick. There was no telling how long she'd have to acknowledge and accept her feelings. Not even time to dress. She slung the purse onto her shoulder, picked up a heavy metal tankard one of the men had left behind, and then knelt on the cold, concrete floor. Only then did she let Angela slip from her mind.
The impact of what she'd done hit her. Seven strange men had pounded dicks into her mouth, between her tits, eaten out her ass and pussy, and coated her in no less than 14 heavy loads of sperm. She wished, truthfully, that it had been more and promised herself that one day soon it would be. Fuck! It was amazing!
She shifted, the dirty room fading away to be replaced by a storeroom piled with crates of bottled beers and liquors. She slammed the pendant to the concrete floor.
"What the fuck are you doing?" Angie screamed.
1... With everything she had, Angela brought the metal tankard down on the stone.
"Stop it!"
2... She screamed as the tankard struck the pendant, but also her finger. A thin crack appeared in the stone.
"Stop!" Angie screeched, panic filling her voice.
3... She bit her lip and raised it again, tears of pain in her eyes as she whined.
4... Sweat beaded on her cum-coated forehead and she brought the tankard back down.
5... The stone shattered, sending shards of red rocketing across the concrete in all directions.
The feel of Angie in her head vanished as though it had never been. A blinding flash of light filled the room, forcing Angela to shut her eyes against it, tears flowing down her face to mix with the dried semen.
6... The light began to fade.
7... Angela opened her eyes, already prepared for despair. She was stuck. She would be Angie forever.
The same crate-crammed stockroom greeted her. For a moment time stood still. Then, the tears that broke suddenly were not of defeat or pain. From somewhere deep inside of her came a throat-filling, heartsick sob of pure relief that nearly made her vomit. She put her head in her hands and choked on her tears, sniffling pitifully. For several minutes she merely sat on her knees on the hard floor, relief washing over her with an intensity that rivaled every mind-blowing orgasm she'd experienced over the last few days.
Wiping her eyes and nose on her arms, seemingly the only part of her not caked in spit and cum, her vision cleared. Angela looked down at the millions of tiny red flecks dusted across the floor, and the dented metal tankard from another world laying beside her. Her finger throbbed with pain where she'd hit it, and she could see it turning purple. The absurd thought that it would be really painful to jerk anyone off or finger fuck herself with that hand passed through her mind, and even though she was home, she knew she was not the same Angela. She was some hybrid Angela/Angie imposter in her own life, now.
Legs shaking, Angela stood and gripped her purse, allowing herself a degree of satisfaction at having made it home with Dale's documents from the other side. She looked about the room, cursed at having dropped the towel, and then squared her shoulders. Naked and covered in dried cum and spit, she reached for the door, eased it open, and looked out on the hallway.
The sounds of a kitchen drifted from somewhere off to her right. A blank wall stood to her left. Hanging from hooks in front of her, though, were several navy aprons with a logo that read, "The Virtuous Maiden." Angela broke down into a fit of hysterical, traumatized giggles at the impossibly opposite name of this place as she took one of the aprons from the hook. It was better than nothing.
She put the apron on, covering her front, while her butt was left completely exposed. The front of the apron, though it covered her breasts, still exposed an absurd amount of cleavage. Angela crept to the end of the hallway, where a swinging door opened on the public area of the establishment. She took a deep breath, swung the door open and poked her head out. Rather than a filthy dive bar, the place looked like a medieval-themed craft beer bar, doing good business for late afternoon.
A woman behind the bar turned to the sound of the opening door. Her face went from confusion, into disbelief, and then registered shock at the sight of Angela nude, but for the apron, and crusted with bodily fluids, her hair in wild disarray. She looked in no way like a virtuous maiden.
"I'm sorry, ma'am," Angela said, "But may I please use your phone?"
It had never felt so good to be polite.
Chapter 21: Naughty Nerd
Angela slumped against the passenger door of Kat's mother's borrowed car, eyes closed, and her arms wrapped tightly around herself.
"Will you please tell me what the hell is going on?" Kat asked again, visibly shaken at the sight of her friend wearing nothing but a stolen apron and covered in some kind of goo.
"Not now, Kat. Please. I just want to go home."
Kat huffed, but relented. Whatever had happened to Angela had clearly been traumatic, but with the way she'd been acting and dressing lately, Kat didn't feel surprised. She guessed that Angela was just going through the same kind of identity crisis that everyone in school was, as graduation approached. She tamped down her curiosity and drove Angela home, dropping her at the curb and then waiting until she'd let herself into the house.
Angela pressed her back against the door as it shut and breathed in the familiar smell of home. The scent of old books, dust and aged wood had never been so comforting. The house was quiet as she went up the creaking steps to her room and flung open the door. Other than the addition of a couple of pole lights and some discarded clothes on the floor, everything seemed just as she'd left it.
Angela. I'm Angela, she remembered, taking a step inside. Aimlessly, she poked about the room, opening the closet, where she found other remnants of Angie in the new additions to her wardrobe. She shivered at the sight of the slutty clothes hanging next to her own drab faire. She turned to the desk, where an iphone lay next to a small stack of bills, the remaining graduation money from her mother, she figured. On the bed were two sex toys, whose use she was now quite familiar with, as well as a couple of clothespin, which she guessed had been on Angie's nipples. She swept the things into the trash can in a quick burst of anger.
Picking up the phone, she pressed her thumb to the screen and allowed herself a half smile as it unlocked. Same fucking fingerprints, even. She shuddered. Not so different after all. Her finger hovered over the album, filled with videos and pictures of Angie, no doubt doing utterly slutty things. She moved it toward the phone settings, poked around the menu, so similar to the useless WozPad in her purse, until she found the storage menu.
Erase all. Confirm.
The small act of erasing Angie from the phone was only slightly gratifying. Erasing Angie from the rest of her... well, she knew it would never happen. She'd just lived through something few people had. Only two that she knew of, and they'd never made it back. Thanks to a blowbang and a metal tankard from another reality, she'd be the last one, too. The enormity of what had happened to her wasn't lost on Angela's scientifically geared mind. It was just the enormity was too enormous to reasonably contemplate in this moment.
Right now, her concerns were with more trivial matters, such as washing the filth from her body and removing as much Angie from her room as possible. Angela emptied the contents of her purse onto the desk, contemplating whether to empty them into the garbage instead. No. Whatever memories they might hold for her, they were still invaluable artifacts from a parallel world. The scientist in her wouldn't allow her to simply discard them. Instead, she sorted them out.
The WozPad, showing no signal because its network did not exist. A large pile of completely useless money that her hard, teenage body had put in a lot of work for. Even now, the memories of what she'd done were making her wet. A set of keys to Angie's home and car. She allowed a self-satisfied smirk at how pissed DupliDale was going to be when he found out that Angie had misplaced her car, keys, and phone for the second time in a week. Whatever. That bitch deser— She caught herself mid-thought and immediately terminated it.
The next item was DupliDale's equally useless credit card, followed by a nearly empty package of wet wipes, and a small (recently cleaned) butt plug. Ok. That one is a keeper, she thought, and tossed it onto the bed. Finally, she unfolded the thick stack of papers and spread them on the desk. These were the key to Dale's wealth and success. Her own Dale was not likely to understand them, but somewhere out there was someone that could. Someone that was connected to the company that had the same name on the other side.
Angela picked up the phone, her phone now, launched the browser, closed the open porn window, and did a search for DomCo.
Epilogue: An Unbroken Cycle
Lexy shook her head at the memory of the weird naked girl from earlier in the day. Never, in all the months that she'd worked at this place, had some vagrant hooker snuck into the back. She just could not believe that something like that could happen, and at The Virtuous Maiden of all places! She swung the door of the stockroom open and started for a crate. Her foot kicked against something, sending it skidding across the concrete floor. Lexy bent down and picked the thing up, cocking her head curiously.
The little heart-shaped pendant was very pretty. Had one of the waitresses dropped it? It looked damaged. Even as she watched, though, the hairline crack in the stone seemed to seal itself shut. Lexy gasped in astonishment. The red stone swung back and forth on its thin silver chain hypnotically. Gosh. It really is pretty, she thought.
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Intro: Hush, Hush
Jenna read the whacky spam message in her inbox and rolled her eyes.
"Hush, hush..." read the title, and below this a picture of a set of full, pouty lips, one finger over them in the universal sign for quiet. Below the picture, a hyperlink stated, "Click here to see the future!"
Jenna deleted the email and went on with her life. Fucking spammers.
Chapter One: The Package
At the end of the school day, Jenna slid behind the wheel of her car and buckled herself in. Her phone pinged, muted by the thick leather of her purse. She pulled it out, swiped down the notifications, and opened the text message. The warning from her carrier at the top of the screen read, "This message may be spam."
"Hush, hush..." read the title, and below this, a picture of a set of full, pouty lips, with a gag ball pressed between them, showing even, white teeth. Below the picture, a hyperlink stated, "Click here to see the future!"
Jenna sighed and deleted the message, put the phone away, and went on with her life. Fucking spammers. She started the car and drove home. Less than thirty minutes later, she arrived home, parked the car, and went inside. The sounds of gunfire greeted her, loud in the living room. Her brothers, she knew. She looked in, saw the two of them seated on the couch, playing out an intense sci-fi battle on their PlayStation.
"Hey," Jenna called.
The two boys called back, "Hey, Jen," in unison, but didn't look up.
Jenna went to the kitchen, pulled some water from the fridge, and then crossed to the table to look at the small pile of mail. She found a little package addressed to her, along with a few pieces of college junk mail. She tossed the junk mail in the recycling and looked at the little package curiously. A variety of stickers were plastered across the brown-paper-covered box, giving the indication that the package had passed through a number of different countries before arriving at her home. The address label looked like it was written in Chinese, or something. She took the package up to her room with her.
Tossing her purse on the bed, Jenna sat at her computer desk, cut the tape on the package with a box knife, and opened it. Inside lay an object wrapped in black paper and sealed with a sticker showing a picture of full, pouty lips, a finger over them in the universal sign for quiet. Jenna swallowed. Okay, this is a little creepy, she thought, as she removed the object from the box. She unwrapped the paper and uncovered a red gag ball with a black strap. Her heart froze. What the fuck?
Her phone pinged, making her jump. Jenna set the package on the desk, went to her purse, and fished out her phone. She swiped down the notifications, clicked the email message, and read the title.
"Hush, hush..." read the title, and below this, a picture of a set of full, pouty lips, and between them a thick strip of black cloth. Below the picture, a hyperlink stated, "Click here to see the future!"
She clicked the button for, "Report Spam," felt a little better, and went on with her life. The small package, she tossed into the trash can.
Chapter Two: It Cums in the Night
Jenna tossed back a Zaleplon pill and chased it with a glass of water, then crawled into bed and turned off the light. The weird message and the package, she knew, would only aggravate her insomnia if she kept thinking about them. She hadn't needed the pills as frequently these days, but they were still a good crutch for the nights when the insomnia was bad. When she felt nervous, or agitated, it made the insomnia worse, and the package definitely made her feel agitated. The pill did the trick, though, and soon she was able to fall asleep.
The first thing that made Jenna's heart nearly stop was the loss of mobility. She pulled her mind from its medicated slumber and tugged her arm, but it wouldn't budge. There was something around her wrist, keeping it fastened tightly to the bed. The same feeling from her other wrist brought her to full wakefulness and an immediate sense of panic gripped her chest. The room was even darker than it should have been, and the realization that she was blindfolded added a new layer of terror. She tried to yank her leg, and found it similarly bound. A scream rose up from her throat, and she heard it muffled by something in her mouth. Her tongue probed and felt a thick strip of cloth between her teeth.
Jenna froze, her body going taut and rigid as the creepiest sound she'd ever heard said, "Hush, hush..."
The voice came out like some kind of robotic text-to-speech converter, mockingly human. Jenna tried to scream again, but the gag muffled her plea for help.
"Hush, hush..." the voice said again, and Jenna began to cry.
Something tickled the skin of her trembling tummy, warm but rubbery, like a finger encased in a rubber glove, sliding delicately down her stomach, over her belly button, and stopping just short of her pubic mound. Oh, fuck. She was naked! She screamed again, and the horrible voice just repeated the words, "Hush, hush..."
Jenna cried and fought against the restraints, but it was useless. She was trapped and about to be raped by a fucking robot! The rubbery finger returned, sliding from her mound, up her stomach, and then between her breasts, stopping at her throat. The feeling of that digit at her throat made her go quiet, stop thrashing, and then lay still, quivering with fright and sobbing pitifully.
"Shtop! Peas!" she said, as meekly as she could, but the finger traced back down between her breasts, then veered off, slowly climbing the hill of her right breast, circling the nipple, and then reversing course and doing the same to her left. Something warm and wet dripped onto her right nipple, and she felt the finger rubbing it into her nub, pinching it lightly. The oil, she guessed, soon warmed the sensitive flesh, and then she felt the process repeated with her other nipple.
Her tormentor added a second hand to her other breast, and then there were two sets of rubber fingers gently circling and lightly tugging at her nipples. Jenna sobbed at the unwanted touch. She bucked suddenly as yet another rubber finger, coated with the oil worked its way from the base of her pussy slit to the top, stopping to slowly rub her clitoral hood with the warm mess. Jenna screamed again into the gag, but her useless cries were met only with those two robotic words, "Hush, hush..."
The rubber fingers on her breasts turned into full hands, cupping her tits gently, squeezing, the gloved fingers brushing her sensitive nubs and then tugging carefully. Between her legs, the rubber finger continued to slide up and down her slit, coating it with the warm oil, as though it were in no rush. Jenna continued to sob beneath the blindfold, and she felt the tears running hot down her cheeks, soaking into her pillow, while the rubber hands squeezed her tits playfully, and the finger between her oil-coated lips continued its erotic tracery.
Despite her terror, Jenna felt her body begin to respond to the gentle teasing, and with a sickness in her stomach that nearly made her vomit, she felt the inside of her pussy grow warm and damp. She choked back the bile in her throat, afraid that she'd choke herself to death, gagged as she was. The finger between her legs now focused on teasing her clit out to play, making small circles on her hood with its tip. Jenna jumped again as another hand began lightly stroking her hair, and then brushed her earlobe, then her neck, just behind the ear. Oh, fuck! How many of them were there? Not just rape. She was going to be gang raped!
She screamed again, futilely, into the gag and redoubled her efforts against the restraints, but to no avail. She realized that she was accomplishing nothing by fighting against immovable bonds. It was only going to tire her out.
"Hush, hush..."
Jenna lay still, sniffling, allowing the strangers to continue touching her body in concert, every part of her exposed flesh seeming to get some kind of unwanted attention. The hands on her breasts continued to knead them, tug at her nipples, rub the warm oil into them, making them hard. The other hands touched and caressed her ears, neck, hair, playfully, sensually. Jenna had never had sex, but she imagined that this was the kind of soft touch a man she wanted might give her when they made love. Only, this was not a man she loved. But this was a group of total strangers that had invaded her room and tied her down, forcing the teasing on her prone, naked body.
Between her legs, the invading digit had managed to get her clit excited and now rubbed it with more vigor, making Jenna pant and her stomach tighten with reluctant arousal. A sound broke the quiet dark, like an electric hum, and then something vibrated against one of her nipples. Jenna let out a moan at the feeling that teased her hard nub, and then another touched her other nipple. The finger at her pussy continued its work on her increasingly excited clit, flicking it back and forth now, in a familiar, masturbatory fashion that she'd often used on herself.
Jenna's breathing became more ragged as the strangers continued their teasing of her body, hands all over her, touching softly, the vibrators on her nipples, the probing finger forcing her to become excited by their ministrations. Her arms pulled against the restraints again, but not in an attempt to get away this time. Now, they were tight because her body was shaking with the feeling of an approaching orgasm. Her hips began to press against the finger on her clit, following some biological reaction to the feeling of pleasure they were forcing on her. The vibrators made small circles on her nipples. Fingers traced the edges of her ears, brushed her neck, up her cheeks, and then repeated the motion.
Against her will, she felt the climax building from deep inside of her stimulated clit, working its way through her nerve fibers and making her head light. She groaned with pleasure as it approached, but then it was snatched away as the finger on her clit moved and slid back down her slit, which was now quite wet with her own secretions, as well as the oil. Jenna groaned again, this time in frustration as her orgasm was denied.
The finger pushed deeper between her wet pussy lips, smearing her own traitorous juices between them, then the fingers pressed her pussy lips together and massaged her folds, making her squirm. This continued for several moments, and then the finger withdrew, but the other teasing continued. Another hum from a vibrator added its song to the other two, and then she felt something small, rounded and vibrating touch her needy quim, playing along her wet slit, providing only the barest vibration against her skin, as though the stranger was touching only the edge of it to her flesh.
Jenna wiggled her hips and began to cry again, feeling disgusted with her own body as it tried, in vain, to get that vibrating toy to push itself against her. It would not. It continued to trace the folds of her pussy up and down, smearing the oil and her fuck honey between her legs, until she felt like she could burst. Then, the thing did press harder, resting against her engorged clit and making her hump her pussy upward to meet it as her head filled with pleasurable warmth. The vibrations strummed through her clit, creeping up her tummy, mingling with the teasing touches and vibrations on her breasts, crawling up her tight and panting throat, where they met the gentle caresses about her head and combined into the feeling of a building orgasm that she knew would make her see stars.
Jenna's body shook, her hips wriggling, arms and legs straining against her restraints, her back arching off the bed as the incredible feeling neared its end. She moaned and whimpered into the gag, her body desperate for the orgasm. Again, though, the vibrator slid back down into her slit, and she nearly wailed at having the orgasm denied again.
Restrained, blind and gagged, Jenna had no sense of time. The pleasurable agony seemed to go on for hours. The strangers toyed with her, over and over, touching and vibrating her most sensitive spots and then continually denying her the chance to cum. When the hands on her face finally withdrew, Jenna was huffing heavily into the gag. Her arms and legs were numb and tired from her continued struggling as they teased her, denied her, teased her, and then denied her again.
The hands on her breasts withdrew. Now, there was only the vibrator between her legs, touching her clit for a second, withdrawing completely, humming in the dark until her impending orgasm receded, and then touching her again, ramping her up to the edge, only to repeat the process. Jenna was a sweating, drooling mess, her tired body and mind focused only on the release that her body demanded but couldn't achieve. She felt so tired, exhausted from the entire ordeal, hardly able to move, but her entire body kept quivering with need.
Finally, the hum of the vibrator stopped, and she felt a sense of panic that her cloudy head registered as regret at not being able to orgasm. The other sense was that this was it. Now, they would rape her. Only, they did not. She felt the hands go to work again, this time releasing the restraints from the bedframe. Her legs and arms were free, but her limbs were so numb and tired that she could hardly move them. She heard the sound of her door clicking shut quietly as she panted in the darkness.
For long moments, Jenna lay quivering as blood began to flow back into her extremities, until, finally, she could move them. She reached up and slid the blindfold off of her eyes, squinting against the moonlight that fell across the room from her window. Her weak fingers worked the gag out of her mouth, and she worked her sore jaw. Then, she froze. At the foot of the bed, between her legs, the glaring light of a tablet screen showed a video. It took her bleary eyes some time to focus enough to see the image on the screen.
The video showed her spread legs, her naked body, three pairs of hands encased in white rubber gloves, all of them teasing and touching, rubbing, and caressing. The timer on the video showed that it was four hours long. She watched her body quiver and buck against the treatment. Even now, her need to cum was so powerful that it seemed to override any other concern. Next to the tablet lay a small white vibrator with a rounded head and, somehow, she knew that this was the instrument of her torture. Next to it, lay a black card with the image of a pair of full, pouty lips, a finger over them in the universal sign for quiet.
Jenna snatched up the vibrator in a shaking hand, and as she watched the girl on the screen go from unwilling victim to desperate slut, controlled by her need to cum, she pressed the vibrating toy against her clit and finally got her release.
Chapter Three: The Ride
Jenna could hardly pull herself out of bed when her alarm went off two hours later. She cracked a bleary eye, and if it weren't for the small pile of padded cuffs, discarded gag and blindfold, the tablet and a vibrator in a small heap on her floor, she could have imagined that the nighttime invasion had been a dream. It had been real, though. At least three strangers had broken into her home and assaulted her. Raped her? Had it been rape? Yes. Rape was unwanted or unlawful sexual activity, so she supposed that forcing someone to the brink of orgasm for four hours qualified as rape.
If it was, it was the weirdest rape that she'd ever heard of. Whoever these people were, they'd made no attempt at all to get her to do anything with them. They seemed to only want to continually tease the fuck out of her and make her desperate to cum. What the fuck had happened last night? Should she report this? Probably. Someone had broken into the house, after all. They could have done other things to her family or robbed them. Suddenly afraid, Jenna stumbled from bed and threw on her robe. She snatched her phone from the nightstand, yanking the charging cord free from the port in her haste and flicked it open, her fingers hitting the phone icon and preparing to punch in the three digits she needed.
She froze as she approached her door, staring at the screen. With trembling fingers, she punched the text message notification from "unknown number" and her heart sank. The title read, "Hush, hush..." and below that a picture of her lips, a thick length of black fabric between them, but her face was not shown. Just the lips. Below this, a hyperlink stated, "Click here to see the past!"
Jenna clicked on the link, and it took her to her browser, where a web address that was nothing, but a string of random characters showed her a black page with a single video. The video was four hours long, and the still image below the video showed her face, clearly in the throes of pleasure. It looked every bit as though she were enjoying what was being done to her. Below this were the words, "Hush, hush..." followed by her address, phone number, email address, and links to her Facebook page and school's student profile.
The most terrifying thing, though, was the four images beneath this information. Four photos. Her mother. Her father. Her two brothers. All of them were sleeping soundly, completely unaware that they were now being used to blackmail her into silence. Jenna felt like she might throw up. She dry heaved into her trash can until her eyes watered, and then panted, her body quivering, spitting. What the fuck was she going to do?



Jenna followed her normal routine but ghosted through the school day with a sick stomach knotted with dread and anxiety. There were moments when she pulled out her phone and prepared to call the police, to report everything, to show them the message and the website. Each time, she paused, and then put the phone away, the four pictures of her family floating in her mind's eye. Nothing in her life had given her even the barest inkling of what course to take in this kind of situation. Never had she imagined that something like this could happen to her. This was the kind of thing that happened to people in horror movies, not to an 18-year-old girl in suburbia.
When the school day ended, she drifted toward her car on wobbly legs, her eyes darting nervously about. Were they watching her, even now? She fumbled her keys, dropped them, bent and retrieved them, and managed to get her car door open. Sliding behind the wheel, she prepared to toss her purse in the passenger seat but froze when she looked in that direction. In the seat lay a small black card, reading, "Hush, hush..." below which was a picture of a set of full, pouty lips, a finger over them in the universal sign for quiet. Next to the card lay a black, velvet blindfold. Fingers trembling, she picked up the card and looked at the front, then the back. In small white letters, an address was printed, and a time. Thirty minutes from now.
Her phone pinged, making her leap in her seat, nearly cracking her head against the roof of the car. She dropped the card on the console, and picked up the phone, swiped, and then tapped the new message.
"Hush, hush..." it read, and below this a picture of a set of full, pouty lips. Her lips, with a strip of thick, black fabric between them. Below the picture a hyperlink that stated, "Click here to see the present!"
Jenna clicked the link, and another web page opened in her browser, the address a long string of random numbers and letters. On the page, she saw a video feed from outside her house, focused on her front door. She began to cry, staring at the video. Why? She hit the steering wheel with her palm in frustration. Wiping at the tears with the back of her hand, Jenna took up the card again and punched the address into her GPS, started the car, and drove.
She wheeled the car into an empty lot, five minutes before the appointed time. The place was in the middle of nowhere, outside of the city limits. Dry, brown grass and strangled weeds broke through the cracked pavement of the abandoned lot. She looked about but seemed to be alone. Her phone pinged again, and she checked the message.
"Hush, hush..." and below this, a picture of a blindfolded girl. It was her. There was no link. The instructions were clear.
Jenna got out of the car, the blindfold in her hand. Sobbing, she placed the blindfold over her eyes and tied it behind her head. She stood next to the car, waiting, her body shaking in fright. Four minutes later, she heard the sound of another vehicle stopping in the lot. It took every ounce of will she had not to rip the blindfold away. She choked on her tears, and then flinched back when a rubber-gloved hand clutched her arm firmly.
"Hush, hush..." came that same robotic voice.
"Why are you doing this?" she asked between sobs.
"Hush, hush..."
"Why can't you just leave me alone?"
She felt the hands press a thick strip of fabric between her lips and tie it behind her head as she continued to cry.
"Hush, hush..."
The person turned her around, and she felt those rubber fingers trace the path of her spine, until they found the hem of her top. The hands tugged, and then peeled the top off of her. When the top met her armpits, and she pressed them tightly against her sides, resisting the stripping, the hands gently brushed the length of her arms, and then pulled them away from her body. Though the actions were clearly malicious, the way these people touched her was in direct contradiction to their actions. Every touch was light, gentle, slow, as though there were no rush to what they were doing, no desire to actually harm her.
She surrendered, and let the stranger pull her top off of her. The catch on her bra was next, and the hands pulled it away from her body. The stranger took both of her arms and moved them behind her back, where he wound a soft cord around her wrists, binding them together as she cried into the blindfold, her head light as her mind tried to cope with the fact that it was happening. The person turned her around again, and then the rubber fingers trailed up her naked tummy, passed between the valley of her breasts, and then veered off to trace their way around one of her nipples, then across to the other. She shivered at the horrid memory of the previous night.
The hands drew back, and the stranger took her by the arm, guiding her forward. She felt the chill of air conditioning from an open vehicle door. The stranger took one of her legs, placed it on the floor of the vehicle. She guessed that it was some kind of van. Two more pairs of hands gripped each of her shoulders. The stranger standing next to her placed his hands on her bottom, and gently lifted her. She stepped forward, letting the other strangers pull her into the van. A moment later the sound of a side door sliding shut and latching loudly shook the vehicle. The van rumbled away from the lot.
Jenna felt one of the strangers working at her shoes, untying them. He raised one foot, pulled her shoe off, and then repeated the action with the other. Next, it was her jean shorts, which they unsnapped, unzipped, and slid down her legs. Her panties followed, leaving her naked, trembling and terrified. One of them put a pair of, what she guessed, were earbuds into her ears, while another adjusted her legs and strapped restraints to her ankles. She felt them pull taut, and her legs spread apart. They undid the wrap on her wrists, stretched her arms out, and fastened them, likewise, with padded cuffs on her wrists, then secured them somewhere above her and pulled them tight. The image of herself in her mind showed her spread out like an X.
Rubber fingers lightly brushed her nipples, making her jerk against her bonds. The fingers traced her areolae, causing her nubs to stiffen involuntarily, then they were gently pinched and tugged. The stranger continued to flick her nipples with a thumb, as its hands cupped her breasts and gave them a soft squeeze. Behind her, another pair of hands traced their way down her spine, making her shiver, until they reached her ass, where they palmed each of her cheeks and groped them, as though massaging her glutes. A third went to work between her legs, where she felt the warm oil being rubbed between her labia, just as they'd done the previous night.
Jenna shook with fright, even as her body started to respond to the gentle teasing. More of the oil, again, coated her nipples and the stranger worked it into them, rubbing, tugging, pinching her nubs and keeping them hard. The one behind her kept one hand busy on her butt cheeks, but moved the other up her spine, and then brushed her hair aside and began to tease the back of her neck lovingly, making a circuit along her flesh that took it up behind her ear and forward, across her throat, under her chin, and then back to her neck. In the earbuds, the sound of a woman having an intense, body-wracking orgasm filled her ears, making her buck against the bonds.
Jenna's thoughts were a mess. She couldn't understand what these people were after. What was this ridiculous business all about? She whimpered into the gag as the one between her legs began to work on her clit with the oil, pressing a thumb against her button and rubbing back and forth. A new sound echoed through the interior of the van as it drove. The hum of a vibrator. Jenna pulled at the restraints as the thing went to work on her breasts, teasing one of her nipples as the stranger continued using his fingers on the other. This went on for minutes, and then the hands switched sides and the vibrator touched the other nipple as his hand palmed her tingling breast.
The hand assaulting her ass slid between the crease of her cheeks and slipped across her asshole, then further, until it wormed its way into her moist slit, as the stranger between her legs continued the slow, methodical clit teasing with a thumb. Jenna's body felt electrified by all the touching, and she couldn't understand how she could possibly be aroused, as terrified and helpless as she felt. The woman in her ears moaned loudly and came again. The finger in her slit withdrew, but a moment later it returned to the crack of her ass, coated in the warm oil, where it worked the sticky mess around her asshole. Jenna screamed into the gag, certain that the wet digit was going to push inside of her backdoor.
"Hush, hush..." said the voice from behind her, but she screamed again, even though she knew it was futile. Who was going to hear her in a moving van? It seemed her only way to resist, though, so she did it again, and this time the scream choked off as she felt another vibrator touch her clit, making her buck her hips at the unwanted pleasure. Another hot, drawn-out moan of intense, orgasmic pleasure erupted in the earbuds.
The scream turned into a frustrated groan as the vibrator withdrew and a warm finger traced the slick folds of her pussy lips, before pressing the thing back against her clit for another teasing few moments that made her legs shake. The vibrations on her breasts continued, as did the alternating rubbing and tugging of her nipples, the hand behind her tracing her neck, behind her ear, her throat, her chin, back to her neck, and the finger between her butt probed her asshole but never attempted entry.
The horrid torture continued as the goddamn van seemed to drive aimlessly about. Jenna had given up screaming at some point. She sweated, blinded and gagged as the three strangers, again, took her to the brink of orgasm over and over, but never allowed her to climb the peak and get her release. They touched and vibrated every part of her, from her legs to her ass, her breasts, nipples, tummy, neck, and between her pussy. She could feel trickles of her own arousal sliding down the inside of her thighs, cooling on her legs as they worked her up, again and again, making her buck and tremble in her bonds. The woman in her earbuds came again, and again, taunting her with the feeling that these people were denying her.
She felt hoarse from her repeated moaning and screams that, at some point, turned into cries of desperation at her need to cum. The terror she felt became a secondary concern as her heightened arousal overrode her fight or flight response.
"Peas," she stammered through the thick gag, "peas et me cm!"
They did not. Her arms were numb from being stretched wide for so long, and her legs burned from having to stand in the awkward position. Tears of frustrated need soaked into the blindfold, and then something new happened. She felt something small and round slowly push its way inside of her well lubricated butthole, and she groaned, too tired to manage a scream, and too weak to resist. The thing spread her open and wormed a few inches into her backdoor, before it too began to vibrate. Jenna lurched at the new sensation, but she felt so tired.
The van stopped. Jenna felt the click of the transmission as it slid into park. The restraints on her arms and legs were unfastened, and then she felt the strangers lift her exhausted body in their arms. The vibrating thing in her ass continued to hum away. She had no strength to fight them. The rock of the door sliding open was only a distant tremor as the woman in her earbuds orgasmed, yet again. The strangers carried her, naked outside, and Jenna felt the kiss of the air on her body as the woman continued to pant and cream in her ears. She felt them maneuver her body, remove the thing from her butt, lay her down on the hot leather of her car's back seat, and then she felt their presence withdraw.
Her limbs were tingling with spikes of pain as the blood flowed back into them, but it was still some time before she could manage to move them enough to lift her heavy hands toward her ears, where she plucked the buds from them, then pulled the gag from her mouth. She shut her eyes tightly, then pulled the blindfold away. She cracked one eye experimentally, wincing against the fading light of the setting sun, then waited for the blinding pain to recede before blinking away tears and repeating the process with the other eye.
She propped herself up and saw, between her legs, another of the fucking white vibrators. Her pussy was a sopping mess as she took the thing in her shaky hand, switched it on, and pressed it against her clit, bucking and moaning in the empty lot, beneath the dying light of the day, until she was finally able to cum. She wept as she climaxed, her gut wrenching with shame at her own desperate need to get that greedy pleasure and stop the animal desire that had taken over her mind and body. Cum. The need for release was the first thing she'd thought of, rather than her own safety, or even where she was. She just had to cum, and that was more important than anything else in that moment.
With her creamy cunt satisfied, she dressed herself in the fading daylight, her head in a confused fog. They'd kept her in that damn van, teasing her body for hours, she judged by the position of the sun. Once she was clothed, she finally checked her phone and found that another four hours had passed since they'd taken her. She nearly dropped the thing when it pinged in her hand. She already knew what was coming. She tapped the message.
"Hush, hush..." and below this, a picture of a naked woman, her body contorted in pleasure as she pressed a vibrator against her slit and orgasmed. It was her, the previous night, in her room after they'd molested her body. Her legs spread, she pressed the vibrator to her young pussy and orgasmed as she watched the strangers torture her body with pleasure. The thought of that orgasm in the still image filled her thoughts as she drove home.
Chapter Four: Restrictions
Jenna remained silent about the whole affair, her will flagging now and again as she considered telling her parents about it. The thought of the strangers getting into her home, though, doing something to her family, stopped her each time. The still image of her shameful orgasm from the previous evening, as she was alone and tired in the dark, was a clear indication that they were watching her. Even now, as she lay on her bed and stared at the ceiling, there was a camera somewhere nearby that allowed them perverted access to her privacy. How long had it been there? How long had they been watching? What was the purpose of this whole, sick and twisted torture?
Her phone pinged again, and she reached for it, her hands shaking. Every email, every message that came in filled her with trepidation. Even when it ended up being a friend's message or some advertisement, she never felt relief. There was always the concern that the next one was going to be from her tormentors. This time, it was.
"Hush, hush..." read the message, followed by a photo of herself this afternoon, her arms and legs spread out into an X, restrained in the van, gagged and blindfolded. Her head was thrown back in an obvious near orgasm, her mouth open as widely as it would go, as sweat beaded on her forehead. The photo was cropped, showing only herself and a rubber-gloved hand pressing a vibrator to her very aroused cunt.
Below the photo, the hyperlink read, "Click here to claim your prize!"
Jenna felt a rush of anger. Prize? As if kidnapping her, or breaking into her home, then forcing her to the brink of orgasm over and over were some sort of game? Only, it was a game to these people. Fuming, she clicked the link, knowing that they were watching.
The link opened in her browser, showing the familiar black page, and the terrible words, "Hush, hush..." and below them a colored prize wheel, each slice of the thing printed with a question mark. Below this, a button read, "Spin to Win!" Jenna glanced about the room for the hundredth time, seeking the camera. Again, she found nothing, and she was too frightened to do a thorough search.
She tapped the button. The wheel spun and spun for several tortuous seconds, and then finally slowed, then stopped on a red piece. The question mark spun away. The red piece slid from the wheel, and a new message appeared below, reading, "Strip!"
Jenna swallowed hard at the single word. Strip? She glanced around again, as though this time her eyes would find the camera. She knew the angle from which it had captured the image they'd sent, but nothing in that part of the room seemed to indicate a camera. Strip. Jenna trembled, went to her door, locked it, and then removed her clothes and returned to the bed, taking up the phone. As soon as she sat down, the page reloaded, but this time the red slice was gone from the wheel. The button reappeared, instructing her to, "Spin to Win!"
She clicked the button. The wheel spun. The wheel stopped on a purple slice, and the animation played, revealing the words, "Play!" and below them, a picture of a little white vibrator. Play? With herself? The white words flashed excitedly. Play! Jenna set down the phone and retrieved the white vibrator from her purse. She'd kept it for evidence, so that she could use it when she finally worked up the courage to tell someone about this. It was not because she wanted to use it on herself again.
Vibrator in her hand, she picked up the phone. The white letters flashed again. Play! Jenna switched the thing on, and reluctantly pressed it against her pussy as the screen reloaded, this time with a video. The video was from the previous evening, this time edited from multiple angles. Jenna felt another stab of fear as she pressed the vibrator against her cunt. How many of them were there? Three of them playing with her body, and at least two more filming it from different angles. The video played, forcing her to masturbate herself as she watched the strangers toying with her naked flesh.
A few minutes into the video, as the first stranger dripped warm oil onto her tits, in a closeup shot, the rubber fingers playing with her nipples, Jenna's pussy became damp. She flushed at her body's reaction to the sensations from the toy. The video played on, and now she could see, from various angles, all of the horrid things they'd done to her. She watched her body spasm and buck as the black-robed figures pleasured her most intimate parts, pushing her arousal to the edge before they backed off and watched her squirm with need.
The pleasant feelings growing in her cunt caused her to reluctantly press the toy to her clit and stimulate herself, her hips pushing against the vibrator as she approached her peak. The screen flashed with the words, "Stop!" and Jenna pulled the vibrator away from her pussy, breathing hard as the orgasm faded away. A timer appeared, counting down from ten, and once it reached the end, the word, "Play!" reappeared. She groaned and repeated the exercise, pressing the toy back to her wet pussy as the strangers in the video continued to molest and tease her.
Once more, just as her flesh grew hot and she climbed the peak to her orgasm, the words flashed, "Stop!" and the timer began. Jenna huffed, her cheeks flushed and body taut as she complied. The timer counted down, and then the word, "Play!" flashed. She complied, pushing the vibrator against her clit and holding it there, intent on cumming. "Stop!" and again the timer, then, "Play!" and she reluctantly teased herself again as she was forced to watch herself on the screen, now pleading with the strangers to allow her to orgasm.
After the 16th time this cycle repeated itself, Jenna lost count of how many more times it happened. Her eyes burned from watching the screen, and her body quaked, while sweat glistened on her naked flesh. Her entire body quaked with the need to cum, but still the video played, and the cycle continued. Jenna whined in frustration each time the words, "Stop!" flashed, and she had to pull the toy away and allow her orgasm to fade. Just when she thought that anything was better than this torture, the word flashed again, only this time it said, "Cum!" and Jenna felt a rush of relief so palpable that she began to cry as she kept the vibrator humming against her clit.



She dropped the phone from her numb hand and squeezed her breast, rolling her nipple hard between her fingers, then bit her lip to hold in a wild scream of pleasure as she finally pushed herself over the edge and came. Her back arched and her body went rigid, then she squirmed in her throes as the wave of pleasure shot through her brain, even as her tears streamed down her cheeks. For long minutes, she pressed the toy against herself, and groaned with delight as she came twice more, before finally dropping the vibrator to the bed and allowing herself to come down. She couldn't recall ever having cum so hard in her life. It wasn't as though she was some sort of chronic masturbator. She'd done it before, and a couple times she'd even watched porno while she did it, but it had never been anything like this.
She felt on the bed for the phone, found it, and raised it to her eyes with a shaky, exhausted hand. The words on the screen flashed, "Good girl!" and the video disappeared. A new message flashed, stating, "Rest," and the page turned black. Jenna felt so tired as she set the phone down and stared at the ceiling, trying to catch her breath. Four hours in the van, and then another two hours of watching the video as she was made to deny herself orgasms had taken its toll. There was no need for pills tonight. She shut her eyes, not even turning off her light, and felt a flutter of fear as she wondered if they'd come for her again tonight. Her eyes refused to stay open, though, even as she fought against the darkness.
It was Saturday, and Jenna awoke, unmolested, but still naked from her previous masturbation. Her sheets stank of sweat and pussy. The little vibrator lay, discarded, on the bed next to her phone. As she came awake, her body sore and aching, she fumbled for the phone. No messages. The wave of relief that hit her was tangible, cloaking her tired body in a warm cocoon as she fell asleep again.
Another hour later, she managed to drag herself from her bed and into the shower. As she closed the bathroom door, she could hear the sounds of the TV downstairs and her family going about their weekend business. When she was dressed, she went back to her room, found no more messages on the phone, and she tried to focus on doing homework. It was not easy. Her mind was constantly distracted, thinking over the horrible situation she was in. She could not, for the life of her, puzzle it out. Whoever these people were, they made no demands. They did not hurt her or try to have sex with her. They just wanted to toy with her, and she couldn't understand why.
No answers were forthcoming. The entire day passed, and then the night with no more messages and no more visits. Sunday was the same. No messages. No emails. On Sunday night, Jenna lay in bed, playing the video over in her mind. The feeling of the strange hands roaming over her body, the pleasure that they'd forced on her, made her pussy wet. She used the vibrator on herself, pushing her arousal to the edge for over an hour, before she finally allowed herself to cum. Afterward, she felt so confused about why she'd done it.
On Monday, Jenna went to school, and her anxiety eased up. Maybe, she allowed herself to hope, it was over. They'd had their fun, no one had been hurt, and it was over.As Monday became Tuesday, still, no messages or emails. On Wednesday, Jenna left school with only two days left in her Senior year. She stopped at the store to buy some shampoo and makeup, and then made her way back to her car.
Four days had passed now, with no word from her tormentors. Her guard was down. The white van parked next to her car didn’t raise any red flags as she took out her keys and unlocked her door, humming to herself. The van door slid open quickly behind her, and as her mind connected that horrible sound to her most recent trip in a van, she spun around. A black bag went over her head, and she screamed, but the sound was muffled by the thick cloth. The door clicked shut again, and the van started.
Jenna continued to scream into the darkness, but then came the terrible voice, “Hush, hush…” and she fell silent, sobbing as the van rumbled away. She felt her hands being pulled gently behind her back, and then tied with a soft strip of cloth. She lay on her front on the plush floor of the van, the road vibrations coursing through her body, as one of the strangers pulled off her terry cloth shorts, followed by her panties. Two sets of hands spread her legs apart as she lay face-down, and then a third began to caress her slit with that goddamn oil.
Jenna moaned into the bag as the stranger’s hands toyed with her slit, rubbing between her folds and smearing the oil inside of her. This time, though, the fingers wormed their way just inside of her opening, spreading the oil into her pussy and gently coating her entrance. The fingers massaged her channel carefully, playfully, then withdrew and returned to slipping through her crease, then rubbing her clit until she mewled. As the fingers continued their teasing of her pussy, another gloved hand rubbed the oil around her anus, and she kicked her legs, but they were held firmly in the other stranger’s hands.
The fingers continued to stimulate her increasingly excited clit, then the lubed finger at her asshole slowly worked itself into her butt, withdrew, added another small drop of oil, and then slid inside of her again. Jenna moaned and warm tears filled her eyes as she struggled for breath in the thick bag. The van came to a stop, and the fingers probing her withdrew. The strangers hoisted her body and carried her from the van. A moment later, the cool of air conditioning kissed her naked lower body. Somewhere, behind them, a door clicked shut and they set Jenna on her feet. The bag was removed from her head, and she found herself in complete darkness.
One of them placed the thick gag at her lips, and she opened her mouth compliantly, knowing what they wanted. As the fabric slipped between her teeth, she tried to ask again, “Why are you doing this?” but the question was only met with the familiar, robotic reply, “Hush, hush…”
The darkness and terror in her body quickly overrode the arousal they’d forced on her during the van ride. The cord binding her arms was removed, and one of the strangers stripped off her top, then her bra, leaving her naked but for her socks. They guided her through the darkness, seeming to know exactly where they were going. They stopped, turned her around, and then lifted her up and sat her in a chair of some kind, with a cold, leather seat. She could feel that the seat had a large, empty hole in the center of it, and then they placed her feet into a set of stirrups and strapped them in. Her arms, similarly, were strapped to the arms of the chair.
In utter darkness, she breathed deeply, terrified. Then, the teasing began again, gloved hands cupping her breasts, rolling her nipples, applying the oil to them, working it in, toying with her tits. The stirrups elevated slightly, then spread apart, pushing her legs wide and exposing her naked pussy even further. The chair angled back as the stranger continued to play with her breasts. They slipped something over her head, and she felt weight on the front of her face, then a strap tightening on the back of her head. Not a blindfold. Sudden light made her wince, and then a video began to play in front of her eyes. Some sort of headset?
The video filled her entire field of view, showing a naked woman, her body glistening with moisture. The woman quivered with pleasure as she pressed a vibrator against her pussy and teased it until she was at the brink of orgasm, then backed off, her hand caressing her breasts. Her stomach tightened and her hips jerked, and then she pressed the toy to her cunt again.
Jenna jumped as something was placed against her own pussy and then began to vibrate along her slit. The thing, some sort of toy, she guessed, moved back and forth along her gash. One of the rubber fingers touched her clitoral hood and began to rub it gently with the warm oil as the vibrating thing slid back and forth between her lips and the hands on her breasts continued their teasing. The woman in the video repeatedly brought herself to the brink and then denied her own pleasure, just as Jenna had done to herself only days ago.
The finger at her clit had coaxed out her engorged button and worked it softly in a repetitive motion that made Jenna’s body respond, reluctantly, to the pleasure being forced on her. The woman in the video lost the battle with her self-denial and orgasmed loudly in Jenna’s ears, her body thrashing as she pushed the vibrating toy into her pussy and rubbed her fingers wildly on her clit. Her pussy gushed cream around the toy as she screeched in pleasure, and Jenna found herself pushing her bottom down against the vibrating thing tracing the length of her slit, as she watched the woman attain the state of orgasmic bliss she was being denied.
The video faded to black, and another faded in showing a woman lying face down, her arms and legs tightly bound to the base of a bench. Her naked ass and pussy were exposed, and some kind of machine slowly worked a long, vibrating sex toy in and out of her very wet pussy. Another woman, wearing a black cat mask, fingered lubricant into the bound woman’s asshole as she moaned and shook. Jenna felt motion from the chair, and heard some kind of electric whir, muted by the noise of the woman’s excited moans in her ears. Something firm and rubbery pressed against her own ass, and she felt some kind of sticky mess shoot from it, coating her anus.
Jenna jerked in the chair at the new sensation and made pitiful cries into her gag. The strangers only continued to tease her clit, her breasts, and answered with, “Hush, hush…”
The thing between her slit pressed more firmly, angled itself upward, and slid into the entrance to her pussy, making her squeal as it parted her opening and slid just an inch inside of her. The stranger manipulating her clit pressed harder and began to rub more vigorously, working her up toward an unwanted orgasm, as the thing slid out of her pussy, pushed back in, out, then in, just as the toy in the video. The woman controlling the bound girl placed a rubbery cock at the exposed, lubed asshole of her victim and pushed, opening the girl’s ass up.
The thing at Jenna’s ass followed the motion, and Jenna cried out as the weird toy burrowed its way into her bottom a few inches and then stopped. The feeling of the two toys, the hands on her breasts, and the repetitive motion on her clit nearly made her cum, but the hand on her clit backed off, as though it had known, and the orgasm receded, leaving her legs shaking in the stirrups.
The woman holding the toy in the bound girl’s ass began to slowly fuck it in and out of her, bringing a squeal of joy from the girl as the machine began to thrust into her pussy faster and deeper. The girl’s body shook as she climbed her peak, and Jenna could feel the same sensation in her own body, the growing warmth of orgasm coursing through her. Just as the girl was about to cum, though, the machine withdrew from her pussy. The girl groaned in frustration. The woman continued to fuck her asshole with the toy but used her other hand to angle the machine slightly downward. She made some small adjustments, and the machine extended a mere inch, touched the girl’s clit, and began to vibrate. The girl groaned as the thing teased her clit, and the woman fucked her bottom with the toy.
Jenna received the same treatment, the toy in her pussy withdrawing, angling forward, sliding once more back and forth along her slit. The toy in her ass squirted more lube into her bottom and then began to gently push in and out, in and out, burrowing a little deeper each time. Jenna whined and her body shook as the bound girl in the video had a tremendous orgasm with the toy in her bottom and the machine vibrating her clit. She watched the girl’s body thrash, her hips jerking from side to side as the woman spanked her naked bottom and she came.
The video faded, and yet another began. The teasing continued, just as it had the previous sessions. More videos played. More girls were forced to the edge of cumming, denied, worked up, and then made to orgasm with something pushed into their ass. The strangers continued to give Jenna the same treatment, playing with her breasts and nipples, the toy sliding back and forth along her slick slit, the finger rubbing her clit to the point that she pleaded uselessly for them to allow her to cum. The toy in her ass continued its anal assault. She counted eight of the videos before she became too distracted by the overbearing need to orgasm, and still there were more.
At last, though, they did allow her to cum this time. Just as the women in the videos she watched, Jenna came as the strangers worked on her over-excited clit, with the toy in and out of her bottom. Jenna cried as she thrashed in the chair, the strange, new feeling of an anal orgasm crashing over her, making her buck and hump the chair as she screamed with the hot bursts of pleasure from having been teased for so long.
Even as her body still shook and quivered, the strangers released her from the chair and stood her up on wobbly legs. They removed the headset, replaced it with the blindfold, left her gagged, and then she felt them putting her shirt back on. No bra. No panties. No shorts. They bound her wrists behind her back, then hefted her tired body once more and carried her back out, where she felt the late spring heat on her naked skin, then the cool of the van’s air conditioning.
Still too tired to fight, she allowed them to spread her legs again, and hold them apart. The van rumbled away. Jenna moaned into her gag again when they pressed the vibrator against her wet pussy once more, and then wriggled weakly when she felt the invasive press of something long and rubbery working its way back into her ass. As they drove, the strangers continued the terrible teasing, fucking the toy in and out of her bottom as the vibrations on her clit pushed her to a second, and then a third explosive orgasm that left her drooling and quaking.
Finally, the van stopped. They turned her over onto her back, her bound arms making the position uncomfortable. She felt them sliding something hard and metallic over her legs, fitting it about her pelvis, and then turning her onto her stomach once more. She heard the click of a lock and felt tough but flexible leather on her butt cheeks, and something snug and cold against her cunt. They stood her up, slipped her shorts over her legs and fastened them, then replaced her shoes. Her wrists were unbound, but someone still held her arms firmly behind her back. She trembled, weak and scared in complete silence for another few heartbeats, until the sound of the van door opening broke the quiet.
They lifted her, and then set her down just outside. The door slammed shut, and she heard the van drive away. With tired hands she ripped away the blindfold and the gag, squinting against the pain as her eyes adjusted to the sudden, bright sunlight. She blinked away tears of relief and pain as she regained her vision and found herself back in the nearly empty parking lot, standing next to her car. Her purse lay on the ground next to her.
Jenna picked it up, opened the car door and slipped inside, breathing heavily, wiping at her eyes. Her heart hammered in her chest as she dropped her purse to the passenger seat, and then unsnapped her shorts, wiggling her hips to see what the hell they’d put on her. She ran her fingers over a very slim, shiny metal band that encircled her waist, hugging her body tightly. The metal was padded on the inside, so as not to dig at her skin, and when she put her hands into her shorts and felt between her legs, the smooth metal continued all the way down, and between her legs, covering her mound. Panicking, she quickly started the car and drove home.
As she entered the house, she bumped into her mother, who took one look at her sweaty face and her general sense of alarm and stopped her.
“Jenna,” she said, “Are you okay? What’s going on?”
Jenna stammered, thinking quickly and replied, “Nothing. I… I forgot tampons and had an… an accident!”
Her mother stepped aside quickly, accepting the explanation and let her hurry up the stairs. Jenna locked her door and hurriedly wriggled out of her shorts, kicking them aside and rushing to her mirror, where she saw the latest horror inflicted on her.
“What the fuck?” she whispered to herself.
The thing around her waist gleamed menacingly under the glow of her makeup light, encircling her waist. The shiny metal was thin but tough, running down between her legs, where the metal shield covered her pussy, and then turned into leather straps that lifted each of her butt cheeks apart enticingly. She felt between her legs and found a thin slit that was not quite wide enough to fit her fingers into. Feeling along the back of the thing, her fingers found a small lock embedded in the metal. Jenna began to cry, tugging at the thing desperately, but it wouldn’t budge. She was locked in.
Sobbing and exhausted, she collapsed on the bed, her head spinning with anxiety. What the fuck was happening? Why were they doing it? Why her? The questions spun through her tired mind, over and over, with no answers. Her phone pinged and she jumped, then reached for it, already knowing what she’d find. She clicked the message.
“Hush, hush…” read the title, and below this a photo of her spread legs, locked in a chastity belt, her plump bottom on display. The hyperlink below the photo read, “Click here to see the future!”
She clicked, and the browser opened to the black page, the same goddamn words across the top, “Hush, hush…” and below this, a photo of a key, sparkling gold and topped with a little image of a set of full, pouty lips, a finger over them in the universal sign for quiet. Below the photo, another short message read, “Soon.”
The page went black.
Chapter Five: Keyholder
Jenna spent the night jerking awake in terror, expecting to find herself tied to the bed surrounded by strangers. She was alone each time. The awful belt hugged her body, making it difficult to find a comfortable position, but the day’s ordeal had worn her out mentally and physically, and eventually she would fall asleep again, only to awaken later to the same feeling of terror. Still, she was alone and unmolested.
In the morning, she learned that life wearing a chastity belt was an exercise in frustration. The simple act of using the bathroom or washing herself in the shower made her grit her teeth and cry angry tears at the unfairness of it. What had she ever done to deserve something like this? She was kind to people. She stayed out of everyone’s way, and never so much as said a bad word about anyone. In her room, she checked her phone, found no messages, and then dressed in a pair of loose, linen pants that hid the stupid belt. She nearly asked her mother to call her in sick but decided to get through it. There were only two days left in school. She would graduate, and then… then? Then, what?
This entirely fucked situation had thrown her life into total chaos. Nothing was certain. As they’d shown her, days could pass with nothing happening, and then they’d randomly pluck her from anywhere and subject her to the relentless teasing torture again, before finally thrusting some new horror on her that would set the terrible cycle starting all over again. How was she supposed to do or plan anything like this? The situation just made her more confused when she played the memories in her head.
The pump of the adrenaline, the paralyzing fright, the helplessness, but also the strange mix of all-consuming arousal that accompanied those feelings as she remembered the things they’d done to her body, and all of it together actually made her wet between the legs when she thought about it. That was the most confusing part of her own feelings. In fact, since the long teasing session the day before, she realized that her head was in a pleasant, nearly orgasmic fog, as though she was tingling and still expecting another orgasm to hit her.



Even as she slung her purse over her shoulder, she played back the feeling of the toy being fucked into her bottom, the pulsing vibrator against her clit, the total surrender of her body to a group of apparitions that came and went without a clue, and she got hot. The desire to masturbate made her sick to her stomach, and then the sick feeling only grew as she felt the rim of the belt. Then, she felt even worse at how desperate she was to have the belt off and the vibrator between her legs. Fuck! How could she actually get turned on by this? With a mental effort, she forced the thought away and proceeded through her routine, worried that any change to it might bring down the wrath of her blackmailers on her family.
During her third period class, Jenna learned that the belt was not simply a means of further denial to her sex, but yet another instrument of teasing torture. Sitting in her class, completely disengaged from what was happening around her, Jenna suddenly felt a quick pulse of electric shock through her cunt. She jumped in her seat, drawing strange looks from her classmates and flushed in embarrassment. The charge hadn’t been painful, just surprising and unexpected. It was like the kind of charge one would get from static build-up, as though she’d rubbed a wool sweater across herself.
Just when she thought she’d imagined it, it came again, sending a two-second jolt straight into her clit and making her bite her lip not to moan out loud. As her class went on, Jenna truly became detached as the little pulses continued, until she was squeezing her legs together from the very pleasant sensations they were creating in her pussy. By the end of class, she was soaking wet between her legs. She hurried into a bathroom stall and breathed heavily, dropping her pants and feeling between her legs. Her fingers came away sticky with her own juices that had seeped through the little slit in her belt. She cursed in her head, and experimentally rubbed between her legs again, but even if she’d had the courage to get herself off in a school bathroom, the belt made that impossible.
She pulled her pants back on and shook her head, trying to dispel the foggy feeling. It did not work. Jenna washed the smell of her pussy from her hands, and drifted back into the hall, navigating the press of student bodies toward her next class. Her eyes darted about anxiously, wondering if anyone else could tell what was hidden in her pants, or if they could smell her aroused pussy. She was terrified that her leaking cunt would leave a wet stain in the crotch of her pants, and that other people would know that she was aroused and not wearing panties. Thankfully, she didn’t have to dress out for gym class anymore.
As she passed by a bank of lockers, a hand suddenly gripped her arm, making her scream. Everyone stopped and looked at her with curious expressions, and she turned crimson all over. The other students gave her odd glances, but went back about their own ways, ready for the school year to end. Jenna turned to face the person still gripping her arm and allowed herself to be tugged into the cleft of the lockers, where she was met by the grinning face of Kara Layton.
“Um, hi, Kara,” she said.
Jenna knew Kara only by the fact that she was one more girl in her grade, who she’d shared a few classes with over the years. They’d rarely spoken, and then only to exchange the usual pleasantries. Otherwise, the girl was a stranger.
“Hello, Jenna,” the girl said, a lopsided grin on her face, “how are you this morning?”
“I’m… I’m fine. Thanks?”
The girl reached into her shirt, tugging a thin chain out, and dropped it to let it rest between her breasts. On the end of the chain hung a golden key, the head of which was a set of full, pouty lips, on a black background, a finger over them in the universal sign for quiet. Jenna’s eyes went wide, and then slid from the key up to Kara’s face. The girl put her finger to her lips, smiled, and said, “Hush, hush…”
Jenna’s legs nearly turned to jelly, and the very real fear that she might piss herself right here in the hallway slammed her gut like a suckerpunch. The other girl gripped her arm again, firmly but not enough to hurt. She stroked the back of her hand against Jenna’s cheek, wiping away a tear that Jenna hadn’t even noticed she’d produced. Despite all of the questions and the anger at what had been happening to her, Jenna couldn’t find the strength to utter a single word. She simply stared at the girl, at the key, then back to the girl’s pink lips.
“Don’t worry,” Kara said softly, as though speaking to a bawling baby, “answers are coming."
She pressed something into Jenna’s clammy, trembling hand, tucked the little key into her shirt, and brushed past her to disappear into the sea of students.
Jenna forced her heart to slow and look at the thing in her hand. It was a small package, wrapped in brown paper. She tore the paper open, wiped her hand across her eyes, felt tears, but continued until she’d unwrapped the thing. Inside, she found a small, black box with a blue neon letter “H” on the front. It seemed about the size for a pair of earbuds. Along with the box was a black card, with the familiar full, pouty lips, a finger over them in the universal sign for quiet. The words, “Hush, hush…” were printed in white letters. She turned the card over and saw four small photos, each one a member of her family. Below these, a single word was printed in the same white lettering.
“Welcome.”
Throughout the rest of the day, Jenna sat through her classes, thankful that they were basically a formality at this point. Her thoughts drifted to the little black box in her purse, between tortuous moments when the belt would send jolts through her cunt that had her legs shaking with the urge to plunge her hand between them and frig her tightly controlled pussy. Fuck, it was horrible! By the end of the day, she was a sweaty mess, and she felt certain that the occasional odd glance she got from other students was due to the fact they could tell she was in a lust-addled haze.
She made her way through the parking lot to her car, where Kara stood waiting for her. Jenna stopped short at the sight of the girl, casually twirling the key on its little chain as she waited. When she saw Jenna, she slipped the key around her neck and tucked it away. The belt began to tease her cunt again, and she pressed her legs together tightly. Kara smirked knowingly and crooked her finger. Jenna wiped at her brow and walked up to the girl.
“Hey, Jenna,” Kara said happily, “how are you feeling?”
“Why are you doing this?” Jenna asked in a rush, “What did I do to you?”
Kara’s eyes widened, and she answered, “Me? No, no. This isn’t me, honey.”
The girl pulled the front of her skirt up, just an inch, and Jenna saw a gleaming, metal band around her waist. They’re eyes locked and nothing was said.
“Come on,” Kara said, beckoning Jenna to follow, “Let’s take a drive.”
Jenna gave her car a quick glance, but then followed Kara across the lot, until they reached the other girl’s car. The vehicle chirped, lights flashed, and the click of the electronic locks allowed them access. Jenna slid into the passenger seat and waited for Kara to start the car.
“Who are they?” Jenna blurted, “What do they want?”
Kara ignored her questions, and simply placed her finger to her lips infuriatingly. She slowly navigated out of the parking lot along with the line of other vehicles, until they’d reached the main road, wheeled out onto the street, and sped away. Kara took them away from the city, and when they’d gone a few miles, she flipped open the console of the car, fished inside, and then came out with a black, velvet blindfold, which she handed to Jenna. She took it, wordlessly tying the thing around her eyes, and then sat trembling in the silence of the vehicle. The belt began to send tingling pleasure through her cunt once more, the pulses ramping up her already excited body until she squirmed in the seat, panting with need. Each time that she felt like the pleasure might make her cum, it stopped suddenly, leaving her body wanting more.
“It doesn’t get better,” Kara said, noticing Jenna’s distress, then added, “Have you tried getting your ass off, yet?”
Jenna cringed, remembering the way they’d forced her to those anal orgasms yesterday.
“Not them,” Kara said, “I mean, have you tried to do it to yourself?”
“N… no!” Jenna said, shaking in her seat as her wet pussy soaked her pants through the slit in the belt.
“You will,” Kara said with certainty.
Once the belt had stopped teasing her, and her heart rate began to slow, Jenna asked, “Where are we going?”
“There’s a time and place for answers. This isn’t it. Trust me, I know what’s going through your mind. It’s maddening. For now, though, just know that you’ve been let in, and now you’ll have to work your way up, unless you want to be a toy forever.”
“I don’t know what that means!” Jenna cried in frustration and slammed her fist against the door.
“Hush, hush…”
Jenna fumed as Kara continued to drive, until, finally, the car stopped.
“Stay,” Kara ordered, and Jenna heard her door open, shut, then a moment later her own door opened.
Kara took her by the arm and Jenna planted her feet on the ground, felt dirt slip beneath her shoes. The other girl peeled up Jenna’s top, unsnapped her bra, then said, “Open your mouth.”
Jenna complied, trembling at her near-nudity, and felt something thick and rubbery pressed between her teeth, then strapped around her head. She couldn’t bite down, and assumed it was a gag ball, like the one that had been in the package. Kara took her arm and led her forward, until Jenna heard the hiss of a door opening, and then cool air on her skin. They moved inside, the door shutting behind them, and then she was guided forward again. They walked for what seemed like minutes, Jenna stumbling blindly as Kara held her arm.
They stopped, and Kara’s hand left her arm. A moment later, she heard water running, then the hiss of a shower spray. Kara tied her arms behind her back, turned her around, and Jenna felt her push the little key into her belt and unlock it. The thing slid down her legs, and she stepped out of it, her heart soaring at the feeling of freedom. Kara guided her toward the sound of the spray.
Hot water pelted across her naked skin, and then she felt Kara’s own naked body pressed against her back and the other girl’s hands slid across her firm tummy, crept up her skin and cupped her breasts. Jenna bucked as Kara’s fingers caressed her hard nipples. Her entire body seemed on a hair trigger from the constant teasing the belt had inflicted on it, and when Kara slid one hand from her breast, down her body, and between her legs, Jenna did not try to stop her.
Jenna had never imagined that she would be touched so intimately by another girl, but at this moment it didn’t matter. Her pussy was so keyed up that when Kara’s fingers danced between her slit, she humped against them with desperate need, silently praying that the girl would just get her off and relieve the overwhelming pain of the day-long tease she’d endured.
Kara didn’t make her cum, though. She removed her hand, lathered it in soap, and then returned it to Jenna’s pussy, scrubbing it clean of the fuck honey that dripped from it for hours, while her other hand continued to grope her breasts and tug at her hard nipples. Once Kara was satisfied with her washing, she undid the bindings on Jenna’s wrists, turned her around, then took one of her arms and wrapped her wrist in a padded cuff. She repeated the process with the other, and then Jenna felt her arms pull outward as the restraints went taut.
Jenna whined pitifully, but Kara didn’t acknowledge her. Instead, she restrained her legs as well, and then Jenna stood in the X position again, her legs spread, as the hot spray of the shower pelted her back. A moment later, she felt the girl between her legs, lapping at her wet and excited slit with her tongue.
“Ugh!” Jenna cried into the gag, the new sensation wholly unfamiliar but so damn pleasurable.
Kara flattened her tongue and ran it back and forth along the folds of Jenna’s pussy, then teased her clit with the tip of it, squirming her tongue back and forth, flicking Jenna’s engorged fuck button until she was pulling against the restraints and a breath away from cumming. Kara denied her, though, and Jenna groaned when the girl left her hanging. The water stopped. Kara dried her body with a soft towel, spending extra time running the cloth between her legs as Jenna quivered and panted, her face flushed with her desire to cum. Her jaw ached as the gag pried her lips apart and she tried to bite down to keep from screaming.
Kara undid the straps on her ankles, then slid the horrid belt back up Jenna’s legs.
“Ng!” Jenna pleaded, “Ng! Dt!”
Kara ignored her, clicking the lock on the belt home once more.
Kara slipped Jenna’s pants back onto her, then undid the restraints on her arms and put her shirt back on. No bra. Her hands were bound behind her back again. Lastly, Kara dried her feet and replaced her socks and shoes, lacing them for her. Finally, she removed the gag ball and Jenna licked at her lips, working her sore jaw. She flinched back as Kara pressed her lips to her mouth, and the other girl began to kiss her sensually, her hands wrapping around Jenna’s waist and holding her. Jenna responded, the fog in her brain, the lack of sleep, the uncertainty and confusion that had become her life, all of it a mind-numbing blur of emotions that somehow made this gentle and tender feeling of intimacy seem so comforting.
Kara’s lips were soft and warm against her own, and when the girl snaked her tongue into Jenna’s mouth and played with hers, she didn’t try to fight. She felt so hot, her body on the edge, her mind chasing a feeling of ultimate pleasure that just wouldn’t come. The belt began to tease her cunt once more, sending ripples of teasing pleasure through her as Kara continued to probe her mouth sensually and slowly, like they were lovers in some sapphic romance novel. The kiss ended. Jenna exhaled hotly through parted lips, unsure of why she wanted Kara to kiss her again.
The realization that she had enjoyed this entire erotic shower hit her mind like a tidal wave, and Kara watched her face as Jenna struggled with the fact. She hadn’t been terrified, not like when the strangers had taken her. Kara had a face. Kara wasn’t someone scary and nameless. Kara was a person, and even though she’d done nearly the same thing as the strangers, Jenna had truly enjoyed it and wanted more. She began to cry as her confused feelings played through her mind, and then Kara held her in her arms.
“I know,” Kara said softly, “I know.”
Those two simple words rocked Jenna to the core, and all the anger, the frustration, the terror poured out of her in a heart-wracking sob that left her body trembling, even as the belt ramped up her arousal, which only made her more confused. Kara continued to hold her and stroke her back, for a few moments, and then let her go. She wiped at the tears and then took her by the arm and led her from the room. The girl led her back outside, and the warm air and humidity was like a thick film, instantly raising sweat beads on her skin. Kara untied her wrists, led her back to the car, and helped her in. She did not remove the blindfold. Jenna knew that she could take it off, since her hands were free, but she didn’t. Somehow, she knew that it was against whatever set of unspoken rules there were to this game, and she wasn’t going to take any chances.
Kara got in and started the car, the cool of the A/C washing over Jenna’s skin. She drove in silence for a few minutes, and then said, “I’m your keyholder. From now on, we’ll do this once a day. It may not always be here. You’re going to invite me over, or I’ll do the same. We’ll be doing a lot together, and I’m going to become a regular part of your life. Don’t fuck this up. If you think about doing something stupid, well, don’t. You’ll know things only when they tell me that you can know them. Clear?”
Jenna nodded, biting back all the questions she had.
“Do you have the box?” Kara asked.
“Yes.”
“When you get home, put them in. They’re called Haloes. Smart lenses. They aren’t on the market yet, but we get them. In fact, you’ll find that there are a lot of perks if you obey. There are, also, consequences if you don’t. Play the game the way they want you to, and you’ll never have to worry about anything. Break the rules…”
She didn’t have to elaborate. Jenna’s imagination filled in the blanks, as she thought about the little pictures of her family. They drove in silence again for several minutes before Kara said, “You can take off the blindfold, now.”
Jenna did, squinting against the invasive sunlight until her eyes readjusted. They were near the school. A moment later, Kara wheeled back into the lot and parked the car.
“Give me your phone,” Kara ordered. Jenna did. Kara punched her number into it and handed it back, then said, “Your welcome packet,” and handed her a padded envelope, then added, “Lastly. No more bras. No underwear of any kind. We’ll be going shopping soon.”
Jenna took the envelope, and when it seemed like Kara had nothing else to say, she let herself out and shut the door. Kara drove away, leaving Jenna alone by her car in the empty lot. She glanced about, nervously, half expecting a van to pull in and kidnap her, but no one came.
Chapter Six: Edge
By the time Jenna dropped her purse on her bed, she was perspiring again. The repeated pulses from the belt during the drive home, followed by an entire day of tortuous teasing from both the device and Kara’s filthy shower had Jenna in a total fog that made rational thought practically impossible. It was as though her entire being were on one long, drawn out orgasm, only the release and rush of pleasure never came. She’d never imagined that her body could feel this way, or that she would ever be so hyper-focused on the soaking wet hole between her legs.
“Have you tried getting your ass off?” Kara’s words came back to her.
Jenna had not tried. Jesus, she was actually thinking about it! In fact, she wasn’t just thinking about it, she realized, her fingers were already rubbing at her asshole through her pants! Oh, God! What had they done to her? Her shaky hands slid her pants off of her legs and kicked them aside, then stripped off her shirt and groped her breasts roughly, tugging her hard nipples. Fuck, she had to cum, or she’d go crazy! How? How could she do it? She didn’t own a sex toy, other than the white vibrators her tormentors had left her, but those were next to useless with her confined cunt.
Jenna forced herself to try to calm and think, but the belt’s pulses had become even more intense, pushing her to the verge of climax, then shutting off, only to restart a moment later. Think. Think. Yes! Jenna threw a bathrobe around her shoulders and cinched it shut, then opened her door and poked her head outside. The sound of the TV and rattling dishes from downstairs told her that her family wasn’t up here on the second floor.
She made a dash down the hallway to her parents' room, knocked softly to be sure but, when no answer came, she turned the handle and slipped inside. The early evening sun through the windows cast long shadows from the trees outside, across the room as she padded quietly along the carpet like a thief, which is exactly what she was. Only, she wasn’t after jewels or money. Opening her mother’s bedside table, she found what she needed, and silently thanked her younger self for being a curious teenager, then hoped that her mother didn’t feel the need to masturbate tonight.
Borrowed dildo in hand, Jenna quickly left the room and shut the door carefully before dashing back down the hall and closing her own, locking it. She shucked the robe and let it pool on the floor, her foggy head intent only on relieving the orgasmic pressure. Having never masturbated her butthole before, she wasn’t sure exactly how to go about it. Did one typically lay on their back? On their front? She started on her back, coating the head of the toy in the slick honey that ran liberally from her twat through the little slit. Fuck, she was soaking! The thought that she didn’t own any pants thick enough to hide the ever-present wet spot in her crotch flitted through her mind, but the primary concern was an orgasm.



As she lay on her back, legs spread, gravity pulled her slick secretions into her crack, just where she needed them to go. She fumbled the toy a few times, her hands shaking with her own need and the humiliation of what she’d been reduced to, a quivering mess of nerves that would do almost anything just to cum. The head of the toy found her back door and she gave it an exploratory push, feeling her asshole spread and accept the rounded head.
Oh, fuck, yes, she thought, and sighed as she pushed more of it into her anus. Her anal passage resisted the intrusion, but she forced herself to relax and was rewarded with another couple inches of lubricated silicon in her rectum. Jenna pulled her knees up, bracing them on the bed, spreading wider, and arching her back to allow for better access. The belt kicked up a notch, making her shake as she crammed another inch of the toy inside, then slid it back out, back in deeper. She groaned at the penetration and felt the blissful sense of a growing orgasm coming on.
Goddammit, she was so close! She could feel the heat and the sparks in her head, the feeling of release practically tangible as she squeezed her tits and continued to fuck the toy in and out of her butt. She had it deep now, her ass nearly swallowing the thing to its base on the in-thrust, and she held it longer inside of her, pulled it back only a bit to ensure that her anus was completely filled with the thing. The corners of her vision darkened as all the blood seemed to flow from her brain into her spasming pelvic region. Or maybe it was the other way around. She wasn’t sure. The peak was right… fucking… there! One final, hard thrust and it came. She came. Her entire body seemed to light with fire as a hot wave of pure heaven swept over her from her ass to her poor, locked up pussy, and rushing across her skin in every direction.
“Uh! Uh! Oooh! Fuuuuuck!” Jenna screamed out loud, unable to keep it in. The release of that pent-up pleasure was like nothing she’d ever felt. Even after those long, frustrating sessions with her tormentors, it hadn’t been like this. Oh, fuck! She pushed the toy into her ass again and set off a second explosion, screaming out her joy to the world, oblivious of all else but the orgasm that she’d finally, after an entire day of horrid torture, been able to achieve. Her head seemed foggy, the world distant around her as she humped the bed and the toy, seeking one more good cum, and then it came and she cried hot, frustrated tears at her own sick shame.
Jenna’s hips slammed back to the bed, which plunged the toy all the way up her ass in a sudden hard push, and she snatched a pillow, squealing into it as the belt sent her body into a final, life-altering orgasmic explosion that she felt in her guts. This one took some time to come down from, her mind drifting in a fuck-fog as the pins and needles in her body began to recede, leaving her a heaving, sweating mess with a sex toy shoved up her ass. She gave serious thought, at that moment, to pressing the pillow harder to her own face to end this all right here. Jesus Christ! How was she supposed to live this way?
Finally, she dropped the pillow to the side, and worked the toy out of her clenching asshole, grimacing as she dropped it to the floor, as well. She’d have to clean that, before putting it back. The belt had stopped its pulsing, for which she was thankful, as some semblance of reality began to stitch itself back together around her. Finally free of the immediate need to orgasm, she was getting her wits back and felt somewhat rational again. The feeling did not fade completely, though. It hung with her, cloying to her mind like a dark film that she couldn’t wipe away.
On wobbly legs, she stumbled to her robe and threw it on, hiding the sex toy inside it as she took a cold shower to clean the stink of sweat and arousal from her body. That done, she considered sneaking the toy back, but decided to keep it. What if she needed it again while her parents were asleep? Sickened by her own greedy need to ensure she could fuck her butthole to orgasm when necessary, she secreted the toy away under her mattress. If confronted, well, it was less embarrassing to admit to her mother that she’d taken it because she was just a horny teenage girl, rather than explain that she was involved in some kind of twisted sex game, locked in chastity, and her only means of orgasm was fucking her asshole with a dildo. She’d need to buy one of her own, she decided.
Now that she was able to think clearly, she knew that there were things that she needed to do. The box in her purse with the Haloes were part of her instructions. Then, there was the welcome packet. She wanted to scream at that, as though she’d just taken a job or something. Fucking welcome packet. First, though, there was a more pressing concern. Being on a forced near-orgasmic high seemed to burn a lot of energy, and she was absolutely starving.
A short time later, a plate of food piled high, and an excessively tall glass of water on her desk, Jenna turned her attention to the packet and the Haloes. The little box with the neon “H” she opened first, discarding the plastic wrapping and working the black, plastic case open. Inside lay an unimpressive looking set of contact lenses, which shimmered with a rainbow hue under the light of her desk lamp. Included were two small earbuds and a bottle of some sort of contact solution. Jenna had never needed glasses or contacts, and she was unsure of how to use them. A quick search online showed her the technique and she managed to get them in, the sensation of putting something in her eye an uncomfortable one.
She took up one of the earbuds and put it in her ear as the instructions dictated, then felt the bud expand until it fit tightly into her ear canal. In her vision, a glowing, neon “H” hovered before her. The letter collapsed after a second, turning into a string of animated lines, which reconfigured themselves into a glowing button that said, “Begin.”
Jenna tapped the button, and the lines swirled again, turning into a setup menu. The first step on the screen stated, “Select a wake up option,” and offered a variety of choices. Jenna tapped wake-word, and when prompted for a word with a chime in the earbud, she said, “Halo.”
The menu moved to the next item, stating, “Name your Halo.”
Jenna cocked her head and thought. Erin sounded like a cute, non-threatening name for an AI companion. “Erin,” she said, and the feminine voice in her ear replied, “Hello. I’m Erin. What’s your name?”
“Jenna.”
“Hello, Jenna. In the future, you can wake me with your wake word, or my name. Would you like to proceed with setting up my functions?”
“Yes,” Jenna answered, visions of evil AI dancing in her head.
“Great! I’ll walk you through it. It will be super easy!”
Over the next few minutes, Erin guided her through the set up steps, until she had her phone paired, social media accounts connected, and then the device asked her to choose a photo of herself to create an avatar. Jenna scrolled through her photos, streamed in from her phone and accounts, until she found one she liked. The words, “Building residual self-image,” appeared in her view, overlaying her room. Jenna had to admit that the lenses were pretty amazing. This was way different from the silly augmented reality apps she’d played with on her phone.
The words faded away, and Jenna saw a ghostly image of herself standing in her room a few feet away. She stood up and approached the ghost, walking all around it. Jesus, it was creepy seeing some specter of herself shifting from side to side impatiently. The thing even moved like her, and she guessed that the Haloes had used all of her photos to compile data from her years of poses and expressions to make the avatar as real as possible. It even cocked its head slightly and fidgeted with its thumb, just like her.
“This is how you will appear to other Halo users,” Erin said in her ear, “Is this an acceptable representation? Don’t worry, you can always change your looks later!”
“Yes,” Jenna replied, and the ghost faded away. Her vision was normal, as though there were no strange, cyborg-like lenses in her eyes.
“Halo,” Jenna said, experimentally.
The little glowing “H” appeared, floating in the corner of her vision to indicate the things were listening.
“Nevermind.”
The letter faded out. She decided she could explore the tech later. Right now, she still had the welcome packet waiting for her. Taking up the padded envelope from the desk, she shook it experimentally and heard paper swishing together. Feeling silly, she tore the top open and dumped the contents onto her desk, then sat to sort through them. The first thing she picked up was a black bank card, with the name, “National Central Bank and Trust,” imprinted on the front. On the back was, what she assumed, a pin number printed on a sticker. A white paper with instructions on setting up an online account accompanied the card.
She set the card aside and picked up a stapled sheaf of papers. Her heart froze and a chill ran down her spine as she looked down the list of photos and names. Missing persons. She did not count how many there were, but it was quite a list, and they were all girls around her age. The implication was clear. Follow the rules. She shoved the horrible sheaf of paper back into the envelope, never wanting to see it again. The last thing in the envelope was another card, this one the same size and plastic material as the bank card, only this one had that damn picture on it. A set of full, pouty lips, a finger over them in the universal sign for quiet. On the back, printed in white letters was, “Player 67892,” and a magnetic strip across the top.
Jenna took the bank card and the instructions, woke up her Haloes, and looked at the printed link to the website for National Central Bank and Trust. Erin asked if she’d like to visit the link. She did. The site did not seem out of the ordinary in any way. Just a typical bank website. She followed the link to create an account, gave the site her email address, punched in the card numbers, and the last four digits of her Social Security Number. The site allowed her access, and she felt a shiver of fear. They really did know everything about her.
At the same moment that she logged into the account, and saw that it contained a balance of $10,000, her phone pinged and a message icon appeared in the corner of her vision. After the initial surprise at the sight of the icon floating before her eyes, she tapped at it and a message appeared.
“Hush, hush…” it read, then, “Welcome to Edge, Player 67892. Your introductory credit has been deposited into your account. At this stage, you may feel uncertainty, perhaps even anger. This is understandable. This is desirable. This will never end,” Jenna sniffled as she read the words. This will never end. But there was more, “During the course of the game, you will be offered challenges to participate in. Participation in challenges will bring rewards. Successful completion of challenges will bring greater rewards. Refusal to participate in challenges is your choice. Refusal to participate in challenges will result in punishment. Your life is what you make it.”
The message ended. With a shaky finger she swiped the message away. Another one appeared only a second later. This time, the message contained only a hyperlink. When tapped, a browser window filled her vision, overlaid onto her room. The address was, again, a string of random characters which opened a black page. On the page a scrollable list with the heading, “Currently available challenges,” filled the screen. Each challenge was labeled with a heading, as well as a countdown to completion. She noted that the page was already bookmarked in the browser.
With a sick feeling in her gut, Jenna looked down the list of challenges, which were pre-filtered by her location. There were dozens of them. How many people had been press-ganged into this game, she wondered. Some challenges were grayed out and had a rank number next to them. She saw, in the corner of the page, her player number and next to it a rank. Zero. Curiosity won her over and she tapped the first challenge in the list.
Self Denial:
Requirements: Complete one week of self-imposed chastity. During this challenge, any form of orgasm is forbidden.
Reward choices:
-Cash prize of $2,000
-48 hours freedom
-Rank up
Result of failure: Additional week of enforced chastity and denial.
Consolation prize: $50
She clicked the next.
Orgasm restraint test:
Requirements: Contain the need for release in front of an audience of other players. This challenge is held at a location that will be disclosed on acceptance.
Reward choices:
-Cash prize of $500
-24 hours freedom
Result of failure: Cash loss of $500. 72 hours of enforced chastity and denial.
Consolation prize: $20
She clicked the third.
Service provider:
Requirements: Submit a Halo recording of yourself providing oral satisfaction until your target achieves orgasm. Your target must be previously unknown to you. This challenge is not gender-specific.
Reward choices:
-Cash prize of $2,000
-48 hours freedom
-Rank up
Bonus chance: Provide a livestream for other players to follow.
Bonus reward: $250
Result of failure: 24 hours with Cum Bucket designation. Geolocation active. Available to all players.
Consolation prize: $200
On and on the challenges went, but Jenna’s head spun just looking at them. She had to choose. Not tonight. It was too much. She swiped the awful page away and breathed deeply, struggling with the implications of what her life had suddenly become. Participation was not mandatory, however, not participating did not sound like something she’d want to do. The thoughts of what punishments lay in store for non-performers ranged, in her imagination, from grotesque to ghastly.
An incoming call in her earbud made her leap from her chair and a phone icon hovered in her vision, a picture of Kara next to it. She tapped the call, and a ghostly avatar of her keyholder appeared, standing in her room wearing a cropped belly shirt and denim shorts.
“Hello?” Jenna said to the ghost.
“Hey, honey,” Kara answered, “I saw you’re on the network now. Good girl. Oh, and great job with your first self-imposed analgasm. It was really hot to watch.”
Jenna’s heart sank and she flushed red. She’d been so intent on cumming that she’d completely disregarded the camera, which was still somewhere in her room.
“Believe me,” Kara went on, “It ain’t gonna be the last one. And don’t worry. Not just anyone can see it. I’m your keyholder, so I get access to your cameras,” cameras, plural, Jenna noted as Kara continued, “and of course, whoever runs this whole crazy business. I’m just touching base about tomorrow. You’re going to invite me over after school, so I can unlock you and help you wash your messy cunt.”
Jenna flushed again. Never would she have imagined hearing that combination of words. She replied, “O… okay.”
“And, Jenna,” Kara said, “I’m doing a switch hitter challenge so, tomorrow, I’m going to make you cum. A lot. Sleep tight.”
The ghostly Kara faded away, and Jenna’s vision returned to normal. A knock on her door made her jump again. Fuck, but she was edgy!
“Just a second!” she called through the door, glancing about the room to ensure that nothing would give away her terrible secret.
Restraints and sex toys all hidden. Belt covered by her robe. Nothing else seemed incriminating, so she opened the door to find her father standing outside with a large package.
“Hey honey,” he said, “I don’t know what you ordered, but it’s heavy. Can I set this down?”
Jenna stepped aside and allowed him to come in. He set the package down on her bed.
“Thanks, dad.” she said, and then he was gone.
Jenna had not ordered anything. She retrieved her box knife from the desk and cut open the tape on the package, noting that it had no return address. Opening the box, she found two cases of some kind of red drink. She hefted one of the cases out and set it on the bed, cut away the plastic encasing the bottles, and pulled one out. The label read, “Obsequium.” She’d never heard of it. Was this part of the game? Uncertainty. Uncertainty was desirable. She shuddered, wondering if this meant that she was supposed to drink it, or resist drinking it?
Confused, she said, “Erin, send a message to Kara,” into her Haloes. The glowing icon showed that the AI was listening, so Jenna spoke, asking about the drink, then sent the message. A moment later, a simple reply from her keyholder said, “It’s better cold. Drink some tomorrow, unless you want to torture yourself. Tell me if you do. I’d like to watch.”
Jenna did not feel better. She took one case of the drink to her small fridge and unloaded a few bottles to chill them. Worry knotting her stomach, Jenna lay on the bed and began to play with the Haloes, learning the interface. The things were much like a smartphone, if a smartphone were in three dimensions and always available in your vision. It was something like an always-on augmented reality headset. She’d never seen anything like it outside of a sci-fi movie.
Perks. Kara said that the game had perks. She thought about the weird tech, the bank account with $10,000 in her name, and the rewards for the challenges. Then, she thought about the punishments for failing, and those made her afraid. The belt sent pleasurable, teasing pulses through her body, making her shudder as her arousal heightened, and she realized that this had actually been going on for some time. It was just becoming normal. Kara would make her cum tomorrow. That thought was incredibly exciting, which scared her even more. Her pussy burning, Jenna eventually fell asleep, but did not sleep well. They didn’t want her to.
Chapter Seven: Prey
Jenna’s final day of school was a fuck-fog filled half day, in which she was constantly kept on edge by the belt and humiliated by the fact that she was not allowed to wear a bra. Her excited nipples made hard, little tents in her top, despite the baggy shirt she’d chosen to wear. She saw Kara once, briefly, in the hallway during a passing period, but her keyholder only nodded to her and kept on walking. During her last period of the day, a message appeared in her Haloes, which she tapped at, drawing a curious look from some of the nearby students, but she hardly noticed.
“Meet you at your car after class,” read Kara’s text. Jenna did not reply.
As her Senior year ended, Jenna wondered what it would be like to go through the graduation ceremony with a highly aroused cunt, locked in a chastity belt that constantly edged her. The idea was both horrifying and uncomfortably arousing, which made her very confused. Kara waited for her, standing next to her car. When she saw the girl, the memory of her tongue lapping between her legs the day before played in her mind, and she realized that she was very much looking forward to Kara’s promise that she would be allowed to cum today. The realization only added to the confusion and knot of sickness in her gut.
“Hey, Jenna,” Kara said, smirking, “We have some things to do before I can get your sexy cunt off for you.”
Jenna flushed at the filthy words, another layer of uncertainty lathering onto the already growing mess in her head when the dirty talk sent a warm wave of further arousal through her body.
“O… okay. What are we doing?” she asked.
Kara beckoned for her to follow, and started toward her car, refusing to answer. Jenna slid into the passenger seat and Kara started the car.
“Did you drink your Obsequium?” her keyholder asked.
Jenna shook her head, and Kara frowned.
“I’m going to let that slide this one time, but they sent it for a reason. It’s going to keep on coming.”
She reached around onto the floor of the back seat, popped open the lid of a small cooler, and withdrew two bottles of the red drink, handing one to Jenna and uncapping one for herself. Jenna gulped and took a drink, the fruity taste igniting pleasurable tingles along her tongue as she swallowed it down. Within seconds, she’d put away half the bottle.



“Good, huh?” Kara asked, drinking her own.
Jenna nodded, honestly, and asked, “What is it?”
“I honestly don’t know, but it’s going to hit you pretty soon.”
That made Jenna shudder as Kara drove out of the lot. As she navigated the streets, a fuzzy warmth began to envelope Jenna’s mind, followed by hot sparks of pleasure that flowed outward from her belly, creeping throughout her entire body until she felt like every nerve of her being was tingling pleasantly. She noted that the belt had not teased her for some time, but her pussy was so hot that she could feel her honey running from it, soaking her pants.
“Oh my God…” she whispered, running her hands over her breasts and touching the diamond points of her nipples.
“Yeah,” Kara agreed, and Jenna could see the girl squirming in her seat, her skin flushed.
“How do you stand it?” Jenna asked. She could not imagine how she was going to make it another fifteen minutes without an orgasm, let alone… who knew how long.
Kara chuckled and said, “Sometimes I don’t think I can. After a few months, it sort of becomes normal, being on the cusp of an orgasm all day. I won’t lie. It fucks with your head, but that’s what they want. Before all of this, did you ever rub your cunt to porn, and look at shit that you wouldn’t normally be into?”
Jenna blushed. She had. She’d once masturbated to an incest-themed porno, even though she had no interest in fucking her family members. There had just been some weird urge in her head that made her curious, and before she knew it, she was beating her clit to the sight of two young men pounding their “sister” from both ends.
“It’s like that,” Kara said, “When you’re in a fuck-fog, it’s like your decision making and rationality get tossed into a blender, and then you become pliable. That’s what they want. You’re easy to control when you’re horny, because you can’t think straight, and you’ll do shit that you wouldn’t normally. I remember, after the first couple of times they took me, that I edged myself when I jilled off one night, even though no one was making me do it.”
Jenna nodded, and flushed, remembering how she’d done the same. In fact, ever since this whole thing had begun, she couldn’t recall having really been able to think straight at all. There was always that feeling in her cunt, the warm pleasure in her gut, and the haze in her head as the pre-orgasmic feeling never seemed to fade.
“How… how long have you been, um, playing?” she asked, feeling somewhat silly, as though she were asking about a fucking board game.
“Three months,” Kara said.
Jenna shuddered at the number. She was barely two weeks into this thing. The thought that it could go on for months, or even years still felt unreal. This will never end, she remembered.
“It gets better,” Kara continued, “when you rank up. It also gets worse at the same time.”
“Worse?”
“I can’t really say more than that. Just don’t avoid ranking up.”
Jenna fell silent, her mind conjuring up horrors of how it could possibly get any worse. Or any better. She stared out the window, sipping the red drink, her head growing even warmer and cloudier as whatever it was in the bottle filled her with that hot and pleasant feeling. Kara eventually pulled into the mall parking lot, where she found a space and shut off the car.
“You’re going to need new clothes,” Kara explained, “There’s a certain expectation for how you dress which is going to become clear. That’s your image for the outside world, and they want you to look like a slut. For the game, well, that’s a little different. That is limited only by your imagination.”
The girl snapped her fingers in front of her eyes, and Jenna watched her tapping, flicking, and poking at the air in front of her, then she reached out and grabbed something that only she could see and made a twirling gesture. Jenna watched in astonishment as a wave of neon blue slid down Kara’s body from head to toe, transforming her clothes. The red belly shirt transformed into a white, off-the-shoulder top with a deep neckline that exposed her cleavage blatantly, while her denim shorts became a hip-hugging skirt that barely covered her exposed pussy. Her exposed pussy. No belt!
Kara followed Jenna’s gaze between her legs, and she grinned, explaining, “It’s all an illusion. To everyone not wearing Haloes, and on the network, I’m wearing a skirt and a red top. The fucking belt is still there. To the other players, this is what they see. Give the wardrobe a try later. Come on.”
Kara exited the car and waited for Jenna to join her. The two of them walked into the mall, and Jenna’s nervousness went through the roof. Everywhere she looked she was certain that the people around them could smell her arousal, or that they somehow knew she was locked in chastity and on the verge of an orgasmic meltdown. Her entire body tingled with warmth from the Obsequium, and she felt like she could lay right here in the middle of the floor and finger bang herself to a release, had she been able. When she looked at Kara, she could see the visible strain in the girl’s body, too, but she seemed to be handling it much better.
Kara led her through a couple of stores, making Jenna pick out the sluttiest clothes they could find. Barely-there tops, tiny skirts that would just cover the belt, a few pairs of heels. No bras. No panties. Jenna paid for the items with the black bank card, and with each purchase, a little tracker in her Haloes added the total to some kind of budgeting system, keeping track of her spending for her.
It was as they exited the third store, now carrying three white bags, that Jenna jumped in fright as the sound of a hunting horn blew in her ear from the Halo earbud. The edges of her vision tinted red, and a message faded in across the top of her field of view.
“A hunt has been initiated in your area. You have become prey. Hunt begins in two minutes.”
A timer appeared next to it, locked at fifteen minutes. Kara froze for a split second, and then said, “Keep walking. Don’t do anything out of the ordinary. You’re just a fucking teenager out shopping.”
Jenna felt her heart begin to pound and she shook her head quickly, trying to clear the fog out of it, but it didn’t work. Two glowing blue buttons winked into existence, floating before her eyes. One read, “Comply,” and the other, “Deny.”
Below the “Comply” button, a line of text read, “Reward for successful evasion: $1,000. Level 2 item selection. Consolation prize: $100. Level 1 item selection.”
Below the “Deny” button, the text read, “Refusal deficit: Rank down.”
“What’s going on?” she asked, her voice a hushed, trembling whisper.
“There’s a hunter somewhere nearby. See the timer? If we accept, we have to evade capture for fifteen minutes. If we refuse… fuck that. I’m not going down a rank. You’re a zero, so you wanna guess what happens if you lose rank? Feel like being a fucking edge toy again, freely available to kidnap and play with at any moment?”
Jenna did not want to think about that. She asked, “What happens if we get caught?”
“That depends,” Kara said, walking on as though everything were normal, “Are you a virgin?”
Jenna flushed, but she nodded.
“Well, that’s something. They can’t break your V-card without special permission. Aside from that, well, it’s kind of at the hunter’s discretion and their rank. Anyone of higher rank can do whatever they like with you, within the rules. If they’re guys, they’ll probably want you to suck them off, or maybe fuck you. At least, that’s what happened the last couple times I got caught.”
The timer to comply or deny ticked down toward the start of the hunt, and Jenna had to make a decision. She saw Kara tap one of the buttons, and somehow she felt sure that she’d complied. Not losing rank seemed to be very important for her. Jenna reached forward and tapped, “Comply.”
The buttons swirled away, and the countdown continued. At zero, the horn blew in her ear again, a surge of adrenaline rushed through her, dissipating the fog in her head to some degree, and the words, “The hunt has commenced,” flashed on the screen, and the timer began to count down. She followed Kara’s lead, attempting to act as nonchalant as possible, but she had the feeling that the excited flush of her skin and perspiration would give away the fact that she was a horned-up, locked-up game piece ready to be caught and used for some stranger’s pleasure.
Kara dodged skillfully through other people, her pace brisk, as she headed toward a large department store. Jenna followed her in. Kara swiveled her gaze side-to-side casually, as though taking in the merchandise, but Jenna could see her darting eyes, wary and watchful. They stopped to check some racks of clothes, patiently flipping through them as though they were a pair of casual shoppers. The timer passed thirteen minutes, and Kara kept moving, stopped again behind another tall rack and began to shop.
“Can’t we just hide in a dressing room, or something?” Jenna whispered.
“If you stop moving for too long, it’s like painting a target on your back. They’ve thought about that.”
Another minute passed, and Kara moved them on to another department, stopped again, pulled a pair of jeans from the rack and slung them over one arm. The timer passed eleven minutes. Jenna followed her lead, taking a sparkly pair of shorts from the rack. They moved on, slid behind a tall jewelry display and began poking at pairs of fashion earrings. The timer passed ten minutes, and Jenna began to breathe a little easier.
Kara’s head snapped up as the red tint in their vision closed in, growing in intensity. Jenna knew, somehow, that this meant that the hunter was closing in. Kara’s eyes moved back and forth, surreptitiously scanning over the other shoppers as they passed by. She walked on, Jenna following, but the red tint intensified again as the timer passed eight minutes. Kara picked up her pace just a bit and cut through a large open display of various patio furniture, pausing for a few seconds behind whichever ones offered the most concealment, her eyes continually scanning. At just past six minutes, Kara cursed, “Shit.”
Jenna’s blood rushed in her ears as she carefully followed Kara’s gaze, where they spotted a man who looked completely out of place in modern society. Her Halo vision showed her a tall and lanky guy, dressed in leather armor, a long bow slung over his back. His face was covered by a black mask, leaving only his intense, glowing red eyes exposed. Despite the fact that she knew it was an illusion created by the Haloes, it was terrifying.
The hunter spotted them, stopped, and then started in their direction, his gate casual, as though he, too, were nothing but a shopper. To the outside world, he had to be. Even as Kara started away, her pace brisk and Jenna following, she realized that the real world still had laws. The hunter couldn’t come running after them. He’d be some creep chasing down two teenage girls at the mall. He’d still have to catch them, and she realized that there was some kind of balance in that. They had their own advantage. Adrenaline coursed through her veins, dispelling some of the lusty fog from her thoughts as she followed her keyholder, dodging through store displays as the timer passed five minutes.
When they emerged from behind a tall rack of shoes, Kara cursed. The hunter had gotten ahead of them, and stood a few feet away, waiting. He unslung the bow from his back, and Jenna nearly screamed. Kara gently tugged at her arm, and they went back the way they’d come. Kara moved at a very fast walk, and Jenna saw her swiping and tapping at the air in front of her, drawing the odd look from some of the shoppers they passed. The other girl grabbed Jenna’s hand, and then grabbed something out of the air in front of her as the timer passed four minutes. She tossed whatever it was over her shoulder, and the entire world in Jenna’s vision took on a muted, gray cast. The words, “Cloak of Concealment Active,” appeared in the corner of her vision.
“Don’t let go of my hand, Kara said, pausing behind a lawn tractor and breathing deeply. It won’t work for you if we’re not touching. This only buys us a minute, but hopefully he’ll miss us and give up.”
Jenna nodded, her head in a whirl, her heart thumping, body charged with adrenaline. She let out a nervous giggle, and Kara gave her a knowing grin of agreement. Jesus, the rush of it was crazy, like an adult version of hide and seek.
“Jenna,” Kara said, “I’m on a week-long self-imposed chastity challenge. I can’t fucking cum or I’m going to downrank. If that fucker catches us, and he wants to put a fucking dick anywhere near me, I’m going to fail. I am not losing rank. Do you hear me? I’m begging you. Fucking begging you. If we get caught, please take it for me. I’ll owe you one.”
“What?” Jenna asked, her mouth agape.
“Please!”
“But I’ve never… never done that. I’ve never done anything!” Jenna argued.
“You have to start somewhere. Trust me, you’re going to get a lot of fucking experience in fucking real quick if you want to rank.”
“But I–”
Jenna’s words were cut short as the gray film over the world shattered into glass shards that rained down all around them, causing Jenna to cover her head in reflex. Of course, it was an illusion, and nothing touched her. The words, “Concealment has been dispelled!” flashed across her vision as the timer passed two minutes. They looked up, and the hunter stood just a few feet away, tucking some kind of glowing orb into a pack on his waist. He quickly whipped out his bow, nocked an arrow, and in one smooth motion, pulled back.
“I’m sorry,” Kara said to her, and added, “Don’t trust anyone. Not even me.”
She ducked down, pulling Jenna over her like a shield, and a second later her entire field of view turned red, shook with a sudden vibration, and the words, “You have been captured!” flashed across her view and the belt did something to her that made her muscles seize up, paralyzing her. Kara rolled Jenna off of her, and the other girl bolted, leaving Jenna and the bags behind.
Jenna rolled onto her back, the hunter hovering over her, his hand extended toward her, offering to help her up. Trembling, Jenna took it, and allowed the masked man to help her to her feet as she quaked in fright at his glowing red eyes. The eyes dimmed, and became a normal set of baby blues as his gaze wandered up and down over her body.
“Good try, newbie,” he said gruffly, “looks like your friend left you behind,” he chuckled, “I know you sluts have it rough, and you’re new, so I’m gonna take it easy on you. Just be glad I’m not one of those sadistic fucks from WAT. My tastes run a little differently.”
“Please…” Jenna begged, though she had no idea what she was actually pleading for.
A new countdown began in her Haloes, counting back from thirty minutes.
The hunter took her hand, as though they were a couple and pulled her along, saying, “Don’t worry. You might even enjoy this. You’re gonna get to cum.”
Jenna felt sick at the wave of relief those words brought her, and then an equal sense of fear at what they portended. Was he going to rape her? Would she have to suck his dick? Here in the middle of the mall?
The man led her along by the hand, until they were out of the store, and then through the crowd of shoppers, who paid no mind to the cute teenager and her boyfriend holding hands as they shopped. The adrenaline surge continued to pump through her veins, this time fueled by uncertainty at what this stranger was intending to do to her. They entered the food court, where the man sat her down at one of the tables, right in the center of the place.
Jenna felt slightly safer, surrounded by all the people. He couldn’t rape her or make her suck him off in front of all these people. Could he? The timer passed twenty two minutes. The black-masked figure tapped and flicked at the air in front of him, oblivious to the occasional odd glance this drew, and Jenna watched as the strange, neon blue glow passed down her body. Her clothes vanished, leaving her stark naked.
A strangled cry caught in her throat as she remembered that it was an illusion. Only the hunter could see her nakedness, and anyone else that happened to be on the Edge network. The stranger’s eyes locked on her breasts, and she knew that he was grinning behind the mask. Then, he made another swipe, like he was adjusting a dial. The timer passed nineteen minutes, and the belt around her waist kicked into high gear, shooting hard, pleasurable pulses through her cunt. Jenna’s hands gripped the sides of the little table as her legs squeezed together and she gasped.
She’d been teased constantly since her self-induced analgasm the previous evening, and the effects of the Obsequium were still fresh. The adrenaline surge had lifted some of the fog from her brain, and the hunt had distracted her from her constantly tingling cunt, but now those feelings came back in force. The stranger sat and watched her, smirking behind his mask as her legs began to shake and her body trembled. The pleasurable sensations continued, ramping up her arousal to a nearly intolerable level, then backing off before she hit her peak.
The man watched her dilated pupils, observed her tightly gritted teeth, enjoying her torment as he controlled his prize. She heard him chuckle at the look of disappointment as the orgasm was snatched away, delighting in the slump of her shoulders as the peak never came, and then again as he dialed up the intensity once more, making her shake in her chair. Jenna quaked, her need to cum growing desperate. She was oblivious to the few pairs of eyes from other shoppers, who had noted her excited shivers, and heard the pitiful little moans of desire she was making. The sensations coursing through her soaking pussy became her sole focus, her hands clenching the little table in a white knuckled grip as the stranger toyed with her.
This went on and on, as the timer counted down past two minutes. The man dialed the belt up again, and she could see a sheen of sweaty arousal on his forehead as he watched her. Their eyes locked. Jenna shook uncontrollably. She bit her lip. Some of the nearby diners left, especially those with children, and a few women dragging men away with them, anxious to get away from the kinky couple playing some weird sex game in public. Jenna bucked in her chair, once, sharply, and then came letting out a long, stifled moan of pleasure at the much-needed release. She heard a couple of gasps from people nearby, and she flushed in shame and embarrassment, but she couldn’t hold it back.
The man watched her cum in the chair, overcome by the violent orgasm, amused at the way she fought to hold it in, despite being so desperate for it. The pulsing from the belt stopped suddenly, and it was like everything joyful in life had been snatched away from her. Jenna let out a long, lusty exhalation, breathing hard, her vision swimming. The timer hit zero, and the message, “Prey released,” flashed across her Haloes.
The hunter got up from his seat and said, “You did well, slut,” then he vanished into the crowd, leaving Jenna trembling in her chair, flushed with arousal and shame as nearby shoppers gave her rueful grins or looks of disgust. She managed to pull herself up on her shaky legs and quickly found the nearest restroom, where she ducked into a stall and tried to clean as much of her girl cream from between her legs as she was able. She looked at the crotch of her pants, horrified at the large wet spot. It looked as though she’d peed herself.
She sat on the toilet and tried to collect herself, her mind wheeling. Jesus Christ! Holy fucking shit! The entire episode didn’t seem real. Nothing in the last week and a half seemed real. She’d just been hunted down by a fucking fantasy ranger at the mall, taken an arrow in the back, been betrayed by a girl she’d started to feel some kind of kinship with, and then forcefully made to orgasm in the middle of the food court as strangers watched her humiliation. And the entire time, she’d been filled with a mix of every emotion a person could feel, all at the same time. The adrenaline high and orgasmic fog wouldn’t go away, though.



An alert in her Haloes faded in stating, “Kara has requested access to your location. Is this okay?”
Jenna reached for the “Yes” button, hesitated, anger making her pause. Her keyholder had left her behind. She’d cut and run, leaving Jenna at the mercy of some sick stranger, knowing that he could do anything he liked with her. She’d made the mistake of thinking that Kara was her friend in this. She had no friends. Don’t trust anyone. Her whacked out hormones, fueled by the Obsequium, the lack of sleep, the never-ending uncertainty, and the constant arousal brought tears to her eyes. Kara had her key, though. She wiped away the tears and tapped the button.
Jenna sat in the bathroom stall, sulking as she waited for Kara. She could see the other girl’s approach in her Haloes as a distance counter, and then the bathroom door opened, shut. There was a pause, and then Kara’s voice whispered, “Jenna?”
Jenna turned the latch on the stall, and Kara’s ashen face poked inside. Jenna wiped her hands over her eyes again and looked back, trying to project anger at the betrayal. Kara flushed, looked regretful, and said softly, “Come on,” and held her hand out. Jenna stood up and pushed past the other girl, went to the sink and washed her hands and face, blew her nose, and then walked out. A moment later, Kara followed her out, carrying Jenna’s shopping bags.
Kara nodded down the hallway, and Jenna followed her. After a moment of tense silence, Kara said, “I’m sorry. Did he… hurt you?”
Jenna shook her head.
“Jenna–”
“You left me!” Jenna spat.
Kara looked ashamed, and then she reddened with anger and snapped, “Look! I’m not your friend, Jenna. Before yesterday, the most time we ever spent together was that 9th grade science project we had to do. They assigned me to you.”
Jenna shrank back from Kara’s finger in her chest, her back coming up against the wall of the deserted hallway. Kara lowered her voice and continued, “It’s a shit deal. I get it. You didn’t ask for this shit. Well, I didn’t ask for it either! You’re not the only one who got the shit stick,” her anger seemed to flag, and then she sighed deeply and went on, “You don’t know… My keyholder… She isn’t like me. Consider yourself lucky in that department. I’m not some fucked up sadist that enjoys your Goddamn suffering, alright? If I rank up, I don’t need that fucking bitch anymore, and if you do the same, you don’t need me either. I’m not losing rank for anyone. Come on.”
She walked off down the hall, and Jenna followed, feeling guilty. It was difficult to think with her head so cloudy and her emotions such a tangle. Kara wasn’t wrong, though, she knew. Kara was just like her. The other girl had, so far, been like a lifeline, and that part of herself that wanted to be saved from this nightmare had latched onto Kara in some desperate longing for someone to share this torment with, someone who understood, and someone that could help. She’d barely stopped to let the fact that Kara was as scared and uncertain as she was sink in. Kara had a belt. Kara had a keyholder. She was just another game piece, giving some sick fucker a good laugh as the rest of them ran around in a fuck-craze, trying to follow a twisted ruleset, in a game they’d never asked to play.
“I’m sorry,” Jenna said, “I shouldn’t have said that.”
Kara shook her head as they exited the mall and made their way back to the car. Once they were driving away, Kara looked at her and asked, “You’re okay?”
Jenna nodded and answered, “Yeah. He didn’t really make me do anything. He just wanted to humiliate me and make me cum in the food court with people watching.”
Kara snorted and said, “Believe it or not, I’ve found that they’re not all evil fucks. From what I’ve been able to gather, the men have different rules, and they’re not forced into this. They’re invited. Some of us–the girls–are in it willingly, too. It’s not all bad, though, really. Everything has a reward, even when you lose. Rewards just get better as you rank, but the challenges get tougher.”
Jenna thought about that, and then realized that there was a small icon floating in the corner of her vision. It had been there for some time, but she’d been distracted. The icon looked like a treasure chest. She tapped it, and it swirled apart, the neon blue lines reconstructing themselves into a window. At the top of the screen it read, “Consolation prize deposited into account. Item shop unlocked. One free purchase available.”
“What is the item shop?” Jenna asked.
Kara brightened, saying, “Things you can use to make life easier on yourself, or harder for other players.”
“Like the cloak you used?”
Kara nodded, adding, “There are even items at the higher levels that have real world effects. Whoever put this fucking thing together has a lot of influence, and a lot of money. Just the cash rewards alone are insane. Multiply that amount by, who knows how many players, and that it’s going on all day, every day. This thing has the fortunes of entire countries revolving through it on a daily basis.”
Jenna nodded and looked at the item shop. All of the higher-level tiers were locked to her, but she could see that they went all the way to level 99, and then a final tier, just above this, labeled, “Epic.”
“What are you going to pick?” Kara asked.
“I have no idea,” Jenna admitted, and began to scroll through the available items.
She saw Kara’s Cloak of Concealment and considered that it could be useful. Then again, the hunter had been able to dispel it easily with that glowing orb. Jesus Christ! It was like her brothers’ fucking video games. Worry knotted her stomach, mixing with the growing arousal between her legs as the belt occasionally shot pulses of pleasure through her, wondering what she should pick.
Universal key: Unlocks any player’s belt for one hour. One time use. Forcible reattachment and chastity penalty applied if time limit is exceeded.
Hall pass: Opt out of any rank 1 challenge prior to completion. One time use. Cash penalty of $250.
Arrow shield: Shields the wearer from one physical projectile. One time use.
Sorcerous barrier: Shields the wearer from one magical projectile: One time use.
Jenna selected the Hall Pass, knowing that she couldn’t avoid taking challenges. If one got too tough, well, a loss of some cash was better than going through with something that was too hard, she figured. The item glowed and a new icon appeared, floating at the edge of her right eye. Inventory.
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Chapter Eight: Switch Hitter
Kara pulled her car into the school lot, saying, "I'll follow you to your house."
A short time later, the two of them pulled into Jenna's driveway and parked. Kara followed her inside, where the sounds of her brothers playing video games came from the living room. Jenna called a greeting, they responded in their usual, disinterested way, and the two girls took the stairs up to Jenna's room.
"My parents will be home in about an hour," Jenna said, her pussy itching despite having an explosive orgasm only recently.
Kara nodded and said, "Let's go shower."
Jenna flushed at that. She was going to, somewhat willingly, get naked and shower with another girl. And she was excited about it. Kara gave her a knowing smile and Jenna led them to the bathroom, where she started the shower. Kara unlocked her belt for her, and they watched one another strip their clothes off. Kara did not look at all uncomfortable about it, and Jenna wondered if the other girl was a lesbian. It didn't seem polite to ask.
With the water now hot, Kara led her into the shower. Kara worked a thick lather of body wash into her hands and placed them to either side of Jenna's neck, working at the knot of tendons that betrayed her anxiety. Jenna sighed at the touch and the gentle kneading, and then Kara worked her hands over Jenna's shoulders, pressing into her taut muscles with her fingers until Jenna groaned and relaxed. Kara gathered more of the wash, and when she touched Jenna's breasts, running her soft hands over them and cupping them, flicking her hard nipples lightly with the tips of her fingers, Jenna shuddered at the feeling.
Kara's hands slid down her sides, and then the girl put her arms around Jenna's waist and drew her in, pressing her nude body against her sensually. Their breasts mashed together, and when Kara pressed her lips gently to Jenna's, she melted into her kiss and allowed Kara to devour her mouth in that slow, sexy way she'd done to her before. Kara's lips molded to her own, making Jenna purr as the pleasant fog in her head and the warm feelings in her body dissolved any hesitation she might have otherwise had at making out with another girl. Right now, it was just another pleasurable sensation and someone to be close to when there
were so many frightening things happening to her.
Kara slipped her tongue playfully into Jenna's mouth, one of her hands sliding over her rump to cup a firm cheek, while the other came around and slid between her legs, lathering her excited pussy, cleaning away the day's arousal and drawing forth even more. As Kara's tongue played with her own, the girl's wet fingers slid into Jenna's sexy gash, coating themselves in her young honey, then slowly parting her folds and slipping inside of her.
Jenna squeaked into Kara's mouth, pressing her pussy against the girl's fingers and rocking her hips slowly back and forth, the feeling of those invading digits so welcome after the day's torment. Kara's other hand explored her body and their tongues continued to play as their wet lips smacked hotly under the spray of the shower. Kara's manipulations of her warm sex sent sparks up Jenna's body and made her legs quake as she felt the build-up of an imminent orgasm working through her. Fuck, but she needed this! She moaned into Kara's mouth, knowing that her keyholder would not deny her the release she was so desperate for. Kara would take care of her. She would let her climb the peak and jump off.
The girl's fingers worked in and out of her in a gentle rhythm as they kissed, until Jenna's breath came in quick, sharp gasps and her knees buckled. She squealed into Kara's mouth, sucking at the girl's tongue as she came. Kara held her tightly through it, never letting her mouth go. Jenna sobbed as she orgasmed on the girl's fingers, not from fear or from pain, but from the relief at having someone to share the uncertainty of her life with, someone who knew and understood what that uncertainty was like. Kara kissed away her tears with those soft lips and made her cum again.
Cleaned, but still in a sex fog, the two girls stood naked in Jenna's bedroom, the door locked. Kara helped herself to two bottles of Obsequium from Jenna's little fridge, uncapping both and handing one to her charge. Jenna tipped the bottle back and felt the strange, tingling warmth flow through her body. As Kara laid her back on the bed, the warm feeling made her hair stand on end, the effects of the stuff causing pin pricks of desire to spring up all over her skin. Despite being free of the belt for the time being, her arousal level hadn't diminished in the least. Kara had, only minutes ago, washed away the sexy cream that always seemed to pour out of her but her pussy was already soaking again, creating a small wet patch on her comforter as her keyholder guided her onto her back.
Though Kara had been touching and kissing her only moments ago, this felt so different from the shower play. She was slightly less desperate to cum, now, after two very satisfying orgasms, but her body still craved more. The recent release gave her a mild clarity that she'd been lacking for the last several hours, though, and as Kara crawled, naked but for her belt, onto the bed with her, Jenna found herself shaking, knowing that this girl was about to make love to her, and that she was willingly surrendering herself. Jenna had imagined that when she did, truly, become intimate with another person, that it would be with some boy in college. They would be awkward and fumble around, learning what it meant to enjoy their bodies. He'd take her on dates, buy her flowers, and they'd bond over some shared interest until she felt comfortable to take one step, and then another.
As Kara slid onto the bed and lay with her, the girl's warm hands caressing her belly teasingly, Jenna suddenly felt that the girly fantasy of that distant courtship was stupid, in light of what her life had become. There would be no sweet boy, no dates, dinners, chocolates or flowers. There would be no gifts or long nights of pillow talks and sweet nothings said, as her imaginary young man and herself peeled back the layers of each other's pasts, or communicated their dreams, ambitions, and insecurities. Instead, there was Kara, sexy and soft, her dark hair smelling of soap and her skin glowing with forced arousal, the light touch of her nails raking the flesh of Jenna's trembling tummy. Only Kara, a near-stranger who had been thrust into an uncaring and dangerous new life that was something out of a Hollywood horror. Kara and her, not friends, but at the same time something more. Lifelines. Anchors to sanity in an insane game.
As Kara's hands roamed over her skin, lightly touching, petting, cupping, slow and pleasant like the flush of desire that was spreading across every part of her, Jenna wondered how she would have managed this thing without the girl. She, almost, felt like she might not have been able to make it much longer. Kara's lips traced the curve of her neck, and her small nose nuzzled behind Jenna's ear playfully.
Unbidden, a slow moan escaped Jenna's throat, and she could feel Kara's smile as the girl's hand slid up her belly to gently squeeze her naked breast. Kara was right, she decided. If she had to live this life, to play this game, there were certainly crueler people in the world that she could have been saddled with. She wondered about Kara's keyholder, and the other girl's determination to be rid of her.
In the end, Jenna knew, everyone was alone. Everyone had their self-interest and preservation at the top of their hierarchy of needs. No one would ever care for you and your wellbeing like yourself. It was how people were made. She felt guilty for the way she'd been angry at Kara leaving her, and as Kara's fingers cupped her cheek, turned her face to the side and her lips pressed hotly against her own, she understood why she'd done it.
Give a caged animal a chance to flee its torment, and it was going to take the opportunity. Jenna couldn't say, with any certainty, that she wouldn't have done the same. She turned on her side, and reciprocated, slipping her tongue into Kara's mouth and sliding her hands down the other girl's side, tracing her belt with her fingers and wondering what it would be like to feel her between the legs, the way Kara had done to her.
How would Kara react to her touch? Would she want it, the way Jenna wanted it now? Would Jenna herself be able to bring her the kind of pleasure that she'd known at her keyholder's touch? One day, she resolved, after Kara's chastity challenge, she would try it. Kara could have been mean. She could have been cruel and sadistic. Kara was a higher rank.
She could do anything to Jenna that she pleased. But she'd been tender and kind, even now spending long minutes making this new and frightening experience something that Jenna would look back on with fondness, rather than disdain and hate. Even though the feelings this intimacy must be creating for her, the further torture it was inflicting on her already highly aroused body, were making her challenge all the more difficult, Kara still went slow. For her. So that she wouldn't be afraid.
Jenna ran her hands up Kara's spine, fingers tracing the back of her neck and then holding it, cradling it as their lips and tongues toyed with one another, the sexy sounds of their shared moans a beautiful sort of music that tugged at Jenna's heartstrings like the sound of a tear-jerking violin. She felt her heart swell in her chest, just under Kara's hand as the other girl touched her so kindly, and then a tear as her throat constricted. Flushed and trembling, Jenna managed, somehow, to pull her head out of the hot, lusty fog that had invaded her mind and look into Kara's smoldering eyes.
The other girl had a deep sadness in them, and her shining eyes were misty with caged desire and unspoken pain that even now she barely kept in check. Jenna could see it, and it made her heart hurt as she whispered, "Kara. Thank you. We are friends."
Kara smiled weakly and Jenna could see misty tears form at the edges of those beautiful eyes, and then the girl kissed her again, once, deeply, before rolling her onto her back and kissing her way down Jenna's neck, her tongue flicking the cleft of her throat. Her hands followed the same path stopping to cup her breasts as Kara's tongue played over her hard nipples.
Lower still, the girl paused and kissed her belly, and then continued her descent. Jenna hissed out a hot breath, somewhere between a moan and squeak as Kara's lips brushed over the soft mound above her needy pussy and her little tongue snaked outward to give her clit the smallest flick, sending a shock of guilty pleasure in a line up her tummy and into her brain.
Kara ran the flat of her tongue between Jenna's slit, from the base to the top, licking up the trickles of honey and then giving her clit a back and forth, back and forth with the tip, that made Jenna curl her fists into the comforter. Kara's lips closed over her excited button, gripping it and sucking softly as her tongue kept up the rhythm, until Jenna's body quaked, and her hips arched off of the bed, breath coming in short, rapid gasps that turned into a fit of giggles as the wave of pleasure overtook her and she came. Kara kept the rhythm through her orgasm, and then released her clit, returning to her lapping of Jenna's slit, then curling her tongue and thrusting it hotly into her pussy and her hands slid up her legs, her belly, caressed the swell of her breasts, and then traced their way back down her body.
The wave built again under Kara's ministrations, and a second long, hot burst of orgasmic pleasure made Jenna curse as her breath exploded outward and her back arched. Her hands released the comforter and found their way to the back of Kara's head, where they toyed with the girl's hair as she continued to pleasure her with her lips, tongue and hands. Kara pulled her tongue from Jenna's wet pussy and replaced it with two fingers, then moved up to lay beside her. Her mouth sought Jenna's own, and their dance of tongues played out once more, Jenna tasting herself on her keyholder's lips as the girl worked those fingers inside of her, rubbing that special spot just inside of her that Jenna knew would bring her another intense release. Then it did and she moaned loudly into Kara's mouth as the girl cupped her cheek and continued to kiss her.
Jenna's body was on a ceaseless tingling high of pleasure, fueled by the effects of the Obsequium, the day's long teasing from the belt, and the ever-present arousal that she was forced to endure. Kara pushed her to another, and then another quaking, star-inducing orgasm that plunged her mind into a happy place that she didn't ever want to leave.
Chapter Nine: Challenge Accepted
By the time the girls had finished a second shower, carefully avoiding any contact with Jenna's parents, Jenna felt more relieved of her constant arousal than she had in the last week. Kara, though, she could tell was on the verge of a meltdown and Jenna wondered how much longer her chastity challenge was going to last. She couldn't imagine going a full week with the belt teasing her, and who knew what other torments the game would inflict on her to keep her locked-up pussy on edge. Clean and mostly satisfied, Jenna hardly had the strength to whine a bit as Kara locked her in the belt again.
"Kara," Jenna said softly as she put on some of her new clothes, "how long do you have left in your challenge?"
"Today is the last day," Kara answered, desperation clear in her tone.
"I'm... I'm sorry," Jenna said, lamely.
Kara shook her head and replied, "Don't be. I took it knowing it would be hard. I didn't realize exactly how hard," she smiled sadly, chuckled, and continued, "but I'll be rank five and have only one more to go before I can ditch my keyholder."
"What happens to the belt, you know, after that?"
"It stays on," Kara explained, "but you're entitled to one Universal Key in your inventory each day. You can only hold one at a time, though, so it's its own form of torture. Use it on yourself or use it on another player."
The idea of having her own key, being able to be free of the belt whenever she chose, if only for a little while was immensely exciting to Jenna.
"Kara," Jenna said, timidly, "What is it like to really... well, to have sex?"
She flushed crimson at the silly, naive question. Kara was clearly more experienced, though, and from looking at the challenges the previous evening, she knew that a lot of them involved some kind of sexual act.
"Honestly," Kara said, taking her hand, "It's not so bad. Most times it's really fucking good! Of course, being on a constant fuck high, with whatever's in the Obsequium pumping through your veins makes it incredible. Doing it with complete strangers, well, it wasn't that much fun at first, but after the first few times it becomes its own kind of thrill. At least, it did for me."
"I need to start taking challenges," Jenna said.
Kara nodded and replied, "You can start easy. The important thing is to rank and to increase your trust score."
"Trust score?" Jenna asked. She didn't remember seeing any kind of score.
"You really haven't played any online games, have you?"
Jenna shook her head.
"Okay, think of it like social media or like a product review. Edge has its own community. The whole thing is fucked, and it revolves around you debasing yourself and being as slutty as you can be. At least, it does for the girls. As far as I can tell, the guys are the real winners, no matter what kind of rewards they give us. I just figure that the rewards are a way to keep the slaves (us) from getting too rebellious. If you're constantly beating an animal and never giving it any kind of positive reinforcement, eventually it's going to bite back. But if you can give it an incentive to keep coming back for more, something that has real, tangible benefits, eventually it just stays in its cage and wants to keep being rewarded."
Jenna nodded. It made sense.
Kara went on, "The trust score is like a product review. When you interact with other players, you're given the chance to rank that interaction. It might not seem like it, but there are rules that govern what people can and can't do to one another. Other players can't kill you, for example. The people at the top, that's probably a different story. I haven't been keen to see for myself, if you know what I mean."
Jenna gulped, thinking of the missing persons reports in the envelope, and nodded agreement.
Kara understood. She continued, "Trust score has an effect on what challenges you can take. The lower your score, the lower reward you can earn. There's a lot of twisted and sadistic fuckery to this whole thing, but whoever is running it doesn't seem to want people out-and-out harming each other or inflicting total misery. They push you, coerce you to do things that are kinky as fuck, but there seems to be a bigger picture, like they're using us to create some kind of alternative society."
"Alternative society?" Jenna asked.
"You'll start to see it when you get new challenges. The introductory ones are to get you motivated. Good money, nothing too extreme, some fairly easy but still kinky sex. My thinking is that it's what they do to get you comfortable with taking risks, doing things that are outside of your comfort zone. Later, you'll start to see new ones, things that don't even involve sex, like Courier challenges, where you transport packages. Others, like Influencer usually do involve sex, but those are with a specific target. I once spent the whole night getting butt-fucked by a Congressman."
Jenna paled, and Kara laughed.
"It's not so bad. I mean, you already butt-fucked yourself, right? Trust me, with how goddamn horny you are all the time, you'll take an orgasm any time you can get it. Why don't we take a look at some of the challenges, and I'll help you pick one to try."
Jenna nodded, uncertain, but slightly aroused at the thought of being anally penetrated by a congressman, which was very confusing.
"Tony," Kara said, "Request access to Jenna's Halo."
A message appeared in her vision stating, "Kara has requested to share your view. Is this okay?"
She tapped to accept as she asked, "You named your Halo Tony?"
Kara shrugged, "I think it's cute. There's nothing that says your Halo has to share the same gender."
Kara swiped and tapped the air in front of her, and in Jenna's view a ghostly white hand brought up the Edge page, showing the available challenges. Kara enlarged the Rank Zero challenges and began to scroll.
"This one," she said, tapping it.
Service provider:
Requirements: Submit a Halo recording of yourself providing oral satisfaction until your target achieves orgasm. Your target must be previously unknown to you. This challenge is not gender specific.
Reward choices:
-Cash prize of $2,000
-48 hours freedom
-Rank up
Bonus chance: Provide a livestream for other players to follow.
Bonus reward: $250
Result of failure: 24 hours with Cum Bucket designation. Geolocation active. Available to all players.
"You want me to suck some stranger's dick? And record it?" Jenna asked.




Kara nodded, saying, "It's just a blowjob. These ones are super easy, especially if you go after a guy. Since it's not gender specific, you could do a girl, too, but guys are an easy target. What guy doesn't want his dick sucked by a hot girl like you? Consider the rewards, too. That's a good one. Money, two days of freedom, and a rank up. This is a no-brainer, Jenna."
"What's Cum Bucket designation?" Jenna asked, looking at the result of failure.
"You become a free use cum hole for any other player, regardless of rank, for 24 hours. You also get a target painted on you, signaling your location to everyone. Anyone that wants to can cum in your mouth during that period."
"What the fuck!" Jenna cried.
"Them's the brakes, kiddo."
Jenna cringed. What was the alternative, though? Stay a Rank Zero? Be a low-level toy for anyone of higher rank? Refuse to play and see her entire family become a missing person report?
"I... I don't know how to do it." Jenna admitted.
"No better way to learn," Kara said, "than by giving it a try. It's not rocket science. Place cock in mouth. Wrap lips around cock. Lick, suck, bob your head, swallow. Or take it in the face. Or the tits. Or wherever else. Most guys aren't really particular."
"So, I just find some stranger on the street and ask if he wants a blowjob? He's going to think I'm a hooker, or something," Jenna said.
"Well, I can propose an easy solution for you, if you're open to it," Kara said, a grin spreading across her face.
"This ought to be good."
"It is! It has to be someone previously unknown to you, and I do have an older brother," Kara suggested.
Jenna sighed, and asked, "You're serious?"
Kara nodded and said, "Sure. I'll just tell him that I have a friend who lost a bet and has to do something kinky, and he'll be glad to get his dick sucked. Then, I get to be a good little sister, too. Win-win."
Jenna considered it. It was a better option than going around and asking strange men, who were complete unknowns, if she could suck their dicks.
"Okay," she said, resigned, "When?"
"I need to meet with my keyholder, so I'll message you afterward. We'll do it tonight."
Jenna nodded and said, "Alright."
Dressed, the two girls made their way downstairs, where Jenna made a brief introduction of her new bestie to her parents. Kara departed, and Jenna sat through dinner at the table, morose and flushed, the belt teasing her. She was starving, though, and ate everything before heading back upstairs.
Now that she had a moment when there was not adrenaline or terror coursing through her, and her arousal was fairly low in comparison to the norm, Jenna had some time to breathe. Sipping from a bottle of Obsequium, she opened the Edge page and began to explore more of it. Outside of the challenge screen, she found other features, including her trust score in her user profile. The ability to edit the profile was currently locked and a message stating, "Obtain rank 10 to unlock customization," hovered over the grayed-out fields. Her trust score stood at 100% with two reviews.
Curious, she tapped at it. The page displayed a star rating, both reviews showing five stars. The first was from Kara, whose picture she recognized, as well as her player number. The score showed two rated interactions, both the same rating. The second player's rating showed a profile picture of the hunter, who she saw was a Rank eighteen Hunter class going by the player name StimShot. Apparently, forcing her to a humiliating public orgasm had made him happy.
She clicked on Kara's photo, which opened her keyholder's profile. Jenna found Kara's own trust score, a stellar 99.7% with thirty-six rated interactions from both low and high-level players. It also included three ratings of five stars each from someone named SysAdmin, whose profile photo was the all-seeing eye. That made Jenna shudder. In reciprocation, she left Kara two five-star ratings. It was the least she felt she could do.
She flicked the profiles away and spent the rest of her time perusing the very detailed rulebook, while she waited for Kara.
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Thought I'd try my hand at a short story. I hope you find the results enjoyable and Evan's family gives you a good chuckle. I may consider future episodes if you find this fun.
Episode One: Sandy
Evan's family was an embarrassment. Most of the time, he thought that he was the only normal person who lived in his house. It wasn't that he didn't love his family. He did. It was just that, well, it seemed like everyone in his family delighted in humiliating him. It was never intentional, certainly. It was just Evan's luck. Unfortunately, Evan had awful luck, and a family of whacky perverts.
Today would be the day, he thought, that nothing weird would happen. He could safely bring Anna, the girl he'd been crushing on for months, home to meet his mother. It would happen on their way to dinner for their first date, but as luck would have it, Evan had forgotten his wallet. Needing to stop at home, just for a moment, to pop in and grab it, he was certain that nothing could go wrong.
"I'll come in with you," Anna said, "just to meet your mom."
"Alright," Evan said with trepidation, "Just let me call ahead and make sure she's not too busy."
Evan phoned ahead. This had to go well. His mother couldn't embarrass him. God and fucking Jesus, just this once, he prayed. He called.
"Hey, mom," he said, "I'm just going to run in and grab my wallet on the way to dinner, but Anna wants to meet you. Is that alright?"
"Of course, honey," Sandy assured him, "I'm just getting dinner ready."
Evan pulled into the driveway and escorted Sandy into the house. Everything had sounded normal. This would not be like the time that he'd brought Linda home for dinner, only to find his mother stuffing a rolling pin into her twat. It would not be like the incident in which his sister, Lua, had been practicing her deep throat skills on a ten-inch plastic cock, in the living room, when Evan had dropped in with his prom-date-to-be. This would go off well.
He opened the door and quickly glanced inside. The house was quiet. From the kitchen, he could hear the sound of water running and a spoon scraping a bowl. Evan took Anna's hand and led her toward the kitchen.
"Mom?" he asked, catching her attention.
Sandy whipped around, mixing bowl in hand, her blonde hair tied back in a ponytail. She wore an apron that said, "Lick my Beater," in red letters. Evan flushed. At least she was wearing clothes.
"Hi, Honey!" Sandy said.
"Mom, this is Anna. She wanted to meet you on our way to dinner. I'm just going to run up and grab my wallet. Can you be nice to her?"
"Of course," Sandy said, setting the bowl aside.
"I'll be right back," he said, his eyes practically begging.
He took the stairs, two at a time, leapfrogging his way up to his room. He barreled down the hall, crashed through the door, snagged the wallet from his desk, then dashed back down. The entire jaunt couldn't have lasted more than twenty seconds. As he hit the bottom of the stairs, though, his heart sank. There were sounds coming from the kitchen, sexy sounds, wet smacking sounds. Jesus fuck! They hadn't been in the house for sixty seconds! How did this happen?
Evan burst into the kitchen to find his date nude from the waist down, her cute ass on the kitchen table, while Evan's mother eagerly sucked at her fuckhole.
"Oh, shit! Holy shit!" Anna cried, her hands gripping Sandy's hair.
"Mom!" Evan cried in distress, "What the hell?"
Anna turned her wild eyes toward him and orgasmed loudly on his mother's face, her tits heaving and breath coming in ragged gasps. Sandy stood up and wiped at her mouth, licked her lips.
"You see? That's the beater," Sandy explained.
"Oh my God!" Anna gasped, "Oh my God!"
"Have fun at your dinner, honey," Sandy said, as though nothing odd had just taken place.
Anna staggered from the table and pulled down her skirt but forgot her panties on the floor. She wobbled past Evan, into the hallway. Evan, his mouth open in shock, turned from his mother. Sandy continued making dinner. Evan ran after his date, who was getting back into the car with a dazed expression on her face. He bolted to the car and tore open his door, getting inside.
"Hey," he babbled, "I'm... oh my God, I'm so sorry! I'm so, so, fucking sorry. My mom... she's... I'm so sorry!"
Anna's body shook, a tremor of sheer delight, like she'd just swallowed the most delicious thing she'd ever tasted.
"Oh my God," she whispered again, and lay her head against the window, giggling.
"Anna? Are you alright?"
"What?" she said, suddenly snapping her head up and looking around, "Oh! Evan. What?"
"Are you alright? I'm so sorry about my mom!"
"Oh, yeah. It's fine. She was... your mom's great. Hey, what do you think if we just stay here for dinner?"
Evan flushed.
Episode Two: Lua
When Evan's lab partner wanted to do their assignment at the library, Evan was happy to agree. Unfortunately, the library was closed that day, due to a plumbing issue.
"Some bunch of sick bastards done shit up every toilet in the place!" Old Jones complained to Evan and Daryl, who had just been denied entry, "Ain't never seen nothing like it, and never want to again. Every toilet in the place! Shit them up good!"
"Can we go to your place?" Evan asked his partner.
"Nah," Daryl said, "My dad's back on the bottle and he'll be an ass, for sure. Your place?"
It was early in the day, so Evan's mother would be at work. His two sisters were unknowns. Lua, also, had her junior classes, but Evan didn't know her schedule. Jenny, in her senior year, was also a mystery.
"I don't know. Let me call the house," Evan said, praying.
He called the main phone at the house and got no answer. Next, he called Jenny, who confirmed that she was out with friends. Finally, he tried Lua, but got no answer. Lua was never without her phone. She even took the damn thing in the shower with her, in one of those little waterproof containers.
Evan knew this because she'd been so intent on the phone one day that she had attempted to get into the shower with him, naked, because she hadn't been paying attention. Lua was such a ditz, too, that she had been so absorbed in whatever she was watching on the phone, that she hadn't even noticed him in the shower (despite his cries of protest and the shower already running). It wasn't until his nude sister was bumping her ass against his erection that she, finally, noticed what she'd done.
Lua had screamed, dropped the phone, and then shrieked, "What the hell are you doing in here? Can't you see I'm showering?"
Evan had been so baffled, embarrassed, and horrified by the incident that he'd stumbled out of the shower, shampoo still in his hair, and quickly fled the bathroom in a panic. The lack of a response to his call seemed like a safe bet that Lua was, likely, in class.
"I guess we can go to my house," he said to Daryl.
Daryl followed his lab partner to Evan's home, where Evan let them in. Evan knew, immediately, that he had not been lucky. The sounds of porno playing from the surround sound system in the living room walloped them in the face the moment they opened the door. In 5.1 surround, the sounds of a groaning man and orgasmic woman assaulted their senses.
"Damn, dude!" Daryl said, "Your family's cool with this?"
Evan did not want to say, yes, to tell Daryl that finding a family member masturbating in the living room, the kitchen, the bathroom, the garage, the back yard, was a frequent, almost daily occurrence.
"Maybe we should go," Evan said, instead.
Over the sounds of the porno, though, came a muffled, distressed mumbling. Evan couldn't ignore it. It sounded like Lua, and it sounded like Lua needed help. This, too, was not an isolated incident.
"Do you mind staying here?" Evan said, "I'll be right back."
"Are you shitting me?" Daryl said, "This I have to see!"
Fuck, Evan thought, and headed toward the sounds of the porno. The sight before their eyes was one that Daryl found shocking. Evan, though, sighed, embarrassed. His sister, Lua, sat naked, atop a Sybian. Her large tits jiggled obscenely as the thing rumbled beneath her, vigorously masturbating her twat.
Lua had gagged herself, before beginning and also handcuffed her wrists to the machine. Her ankles, likewise, were bound with lengths of nylon, which had been secured to eyebolts in the floor. Evan did not want to explain why there were eyebolts in the living room floor, so he was grateful that Daryl did not ask.
The crux of Lua's problem was, as usual, that she was far too inventive in her masturbations for her own good. Lua enjoyed challenging herself while masturbating. Unfortunately, Lua did not often think through all the implications of the predicaments she put herself in, necessitating that her family rescue her from her own traps.
In this instance, a balloon filled with air held the key to the cuffs. Only, when she'd hung the balloon from the ceiling, she had misjudged the height, or she had misjudged the length of the ties on her ankles. Therefore, she could not reach the key to the cuffs and had trapped herself on the Sybian.
How she had intended to get the key from the balloon was, altogether, another mystery. Likewise, the control box for the machine had been tossed some distance away. Evan wished that he could say this embarrassing situation was a one-off incident, but the fact was that this sort of thing happened with more frequency than was in any way reasonable.
"Holy shit!" Daryl exclaimed, watching Lua's bouncing tits.
"Hph! Hm ghk!" Lua mumbled through her gag.
"Jesus, Lua!" Evan shouted and made for the balloon.
He stood in front of his sister, hand reaching for the balloon. At that moment the sybian's randomized pattern went into what Evan was (to his dismay) familiar with as, "The Big Bang."
He broke the balloon, fumbled in the remnants for the key, and then Lua's body went into orgasmic spasms as the dildo on the machine melted her mind. Her eyes rolled back in her head, and she tossed her hair back, gasping as though she'd just come back from the dead, sucking in a lungful of air, and then letting loose with a long, drawn out, "Oooooooooooo...Fuuuuuuuuuuuuck!"
Her entire body convulsed with the power of the orgasm as Evan and Daryl, shocked, appalled, aroused, stood by and watched it happen. A wet patch appeared in Daryl's shorts as the two of them took in Lua's jiggling tits, and the sounds of a porn slut being pounded into a submissive heap of Jell-o, blaring through the speakers.
After what seemed like minutes, Lua's wild eyes looked up at him pleadingly. Evan quickly put the key into the lock, turned it, and they heard a snap as the key broke. Brother and sister locked eyes, a moment of sheer panic passing through them both. And then The Big Bang came again. Lua shrieked as the pattern worked up, vibrating the toy in her cunt in the mind-erasing pattern of ultimate pleasure. Lua had said once, wistfully, that she'd never been able to make it through the entire sequence before. She just had. Now, she was going in for a second round.
She began to panic, trying to get up off the toy, but her legs were fastened in the straps and the cuffs weren't coming off. Evan slapped himself in the forehead, dashed to the wall outlet and pulled the plug. The machine didn't stop.
"Why isn't is stopping?" he shouted over the porno, and then he knew, "Is that the one with the battery backup? Jesus Christ, Lua!"
Lua was oblivious to him, though, because the machine was halfway into its Big Bang pattern now and Lua's pussy and brain had turned to jelly. Her body vibrated, shook, she moaned and wailed, as Evan fought with the restraints on her ankles. Finally, he managed to get them free, yanking his sister's naked body free of the machine. The vibrating cock that had been lodged in her cunt came free with a wet, sucking pop and she groaned with relief, but her wrists were still cuffed to the thing.
Daryl, finally regaining his senses, found the quick release on the novelty handcuffs, and removed them from Lua's wrists. The siblings looked at him in shock.
"What? Every pair has the little release lever, except the real ones. You didn't know?"
Episode Three: Jenny
Evan rarely brought a friend home. Evan had friends, of course, but Evan's family was a gang of whacky perverts, whose behavior Evan found embarrassing, at times even appalling. Evan's mother was gone for the weekend, though, away for a two-day retreat in a neighboring state. Lua, his older sister, had opted to stay the weekend with a friend. This left his oldest sister, Jenny, at home with Evan.
When Jenny informed him that she would be staying out, as well, Evan saw an opportunity to have a few friends over for a night of video games and movies. Delighted to have a place to hang out and have a few drinks, Evan's two closest friends, Lyle and Tom, walked through the front door with a case of beer. Evan had moved his PlayStation to the living room, where they could spend the evening enjoying games and drinks.
The three of them were halfway into the case of beer and two spots down from first in a tense race, when the front door boomed open, and Jenny stalked into the living room in a huff. Lyle and Tom had met Jenny, of course, they were just kept as far away from her (and the rest of Evan's family) as possible. They knew, too, about Jenny's reputation. They had once been freshman in high school, and Jenny a senior, just as they were, now, in college.
Jenny's well-deserved nickname was Jerk Off Jenny, and Evan's hot, older sister had been the stroke fantasy (and realization of said fantasy) for many a man. Jenny was not shy, in the least, about her love of jerking off cocks. Evan, himself, had been the reluctant recipient of many a helping hand from his oldest sister, who had a penchant for ambushing him with handjobs when least expected.
This always made Evan feel dirty and perverted, but it was difficult to say no to a big breasted blonde who insisted on fistfucking your penis. Evan had taken to locking his door at night, as well as the bathroom door when he showered. This was due to the fact that his ditzy sister, Lua, had once obliviously joined him in the shower and been shocked that he was already in it. Additionally, these measures were to protect his cock from Jenny and her surprise handjobs.
The countermeasures, though, had little effect as Jenny would just spring the locks with a hair pin and then proceed to masturbate Evan's cock for him without warning. Nothing further ever happened, and Evan had no desire to have sex with his sisters or his mother. It was simply Jenny's odd personality quirk, like Lua's need for nefarious masturbatory shenanigans.
Frequently, Jenny would spring the lock to the bathroom, invite herself, nude, into the shower and proceed to jerk Evan off. She'd push him against the wall, her tits mashed into his back, and then reach around and stroke his erection with shampoo, body wash, hand soap, or whatever else was easily at hand. She'd do it fast and hard, and she'd do it while she whispered perversions in his ear.
"You like that, you little pervert? You like making your sister jerk off your fucking cock? I see the way you look at my tits, you little fuck. You want to slam your dick into me like a sex doll, don't you? Fucking pervert."
Inevitably, this would have Evan spraying his load against the shower wall as he denied that he was having incestuous fantasies about Jenny. Other times, Evan would awaken to find Jenny in his bed, nude, pressing her body against him and jerking his cock under his sheets.
"Is this what you wanted, you little pervert? Is this what you've been thinking about? I see the way you fuck me with your eyes, you sick fuck. You've been thinking about holding me down and fucking your big incest dick into your sister again, haven't you?"
Evan, thinking no such thing, would deny this and protest. Only, Jenny wouldn't stop. Jenny would, instead, stick her tongue into his ear or his mouth and stroke his cock until he orgasmed, leaving him to clean up the sticky mess. Over his adult years, Evan had grown used to this. He never shook the feeling of wrongness or guilt, but he loved his sister, and so he put up with her weird little game, just as he put up with frequently having to save Lua from her latest masturbation trap.
Now, Jerk Off Jenny burst in on the three young men's gaming session, hands on her hips in a short, tight navy dress. Her ample cleavage spilled from the top in such a way that Lyle and Tom dropped their controllers, sending their cars spinning off the side of a cliff, the race forgotten. Evan blushed and said, "Um, hey, Jen. I thought you were gonna be out all night."
"Well, that makes two of us," she said, "but that... shitfuck assbag that I was going to fuck all night told me that he wasn't into slutty girls."
Lyle choked and Tom made a small, strangled noise in his throat.
"Slutty! He called me slutty! Like, what the fuck, right?" she went on, and plopped down between Lyle and Tom.
"You... you want a beer?" Lyle asked, handing Jenny a bottle.
"Fuckin' right, bitch," Jenny said, snapping up the bottle, twisting the cap, and flicking it across the room.
She put her bare legs up on the coffee table and gulped half the bottle, then wiped her mouth with the back of her hand.
"That's some decent piss water," she said, burping loudly, "What are you fuckers doing, anyway? Evan never brings friends around."
"We can go upstairs," Evan said quickly, "No need to bother you."
"I'm not bothered. I'm bored."
Jenny tossed back the remainder of her beer and handed the empty bottle to Lyle.
"No, really," Evan argued, "It's getting late."
"Hey," Jenny said, "Do you guys want handjobs?"
"No!" cried Evan.
"Oh my God," whispered Tom.
"Finally," said Lyle, "Jesus. Finally!"
Jenny stuck out her tongue at Evan and said, "Evan's always saying no, but then he cums anyway. He's always perving on me in the shower."
"No! I don't!" Evan protested.
"Dude! That's awesome!" Lyle said.
Tom nodded agreement. Jenny, skillfully, unzipped their pants with either hand and pulled out their cocks. Evan blushed in shame and embarrassment as his sister proceeded to rub and tug his friends' hardening shafts.
"You can grope my tits," Jenny said, "just don't cum on my dress."
Evan didn't want to watch. He stood up but Jenny stopped him asking, "Where are you going?"
"I'm not going to sit here and watch you jerk off my friends!" Evan spat, "It's gross."
"It is pretty gross," Jenny agreed, "What kind of pervert sits there and watches his own sister stroke cocks?"
"Exactly!"
"If you stay and watch," she said, "I'll suck your dick after they cum."
Evan's mouth fell open.
"What? No! I don't want you to suck my dick! Why would you say that?"
"Fine. If you don't want to stay and watch, I'll just fuck them when you leave," she said, giving him a twisted grin.
Evan did not want his friends to fuck his sister. He did not want his sister to jerk them off. He did not want his sister to suck his dick. It was not that Evan disliked blowjobs, but Evan was not into incest, despite living with a family of kinky fucks.
"Dude, you should totally go," Tom suggested.
"Yeah, man," Lyle agreed, "It's pretty weird having your sister jerk me off with you watching. You should sit this one out."
"Fine. I'm staying," Evan reluctantly agreed, "but you're not sucking my dick."
Jenny spit into her hands and resumed pumping the hard dicks, saying, "That's not the deal. I'm going to jerk them off, and then I'm going to suck your dick, while they watch. If you don't let me suck it, they can stay the whole weekend and fuck me as many times as they can get it up."
"Dude! Fucking go! Please," Tom begged.



"Come on, man. Do us a solid here," Lyle said, his cock twitching.
Evan dithered. It was an impossible choice. He sat back down, his own cock hard, betraying him, as his sister smiled and continued to pump the cocks in her hands.
"That's it. Grab my fucking tits," she said, encouraging them to squeeze them, "Get a good feel," then to Evan, "Are you watching this you little pervert? Are you thinking about how good it's going to feel when I put my lips over your cockhead? You've been dreaming of that, haven't you? You think about me swallowing your dick all the time. I know you do."
"I don't," Evan grumbled, "You're so gross."
"If he doesn't want to," Tom said, "I'm game."
"Yeah, totally," Lyle agreed.
"Sorry, I don't really like giving head," Jenny said, "Evan just makes me do it."
Evan made a little squeak of protest.
"Sometimes he comes in my room at night and holds me down while he pushes his big incest dick into my mouth," Jenny said, looking Evan in the eyes, "If I struggle, he just slaps me and tells me it's what I deserve. You guys don't know him like I do."
"That's not true!" Evan argued.
"He jerks off in my food," she continued, "He doesn't think I know about it, but I can taste his cum in my oatmeal or my shakes in the morning."
"Oh, shit!" Tom exclaimed and suddenly ejaculated on Jenny's hand without warning, cum rocketing onto the front of his shirt and coating her fist.
"Fuck, that's a big one!" Jenny squealed, "It's almost as much cum as Evan beat into my shampoo bottle this morning!"
"I didn't!" Evan argued, and Lyle blew his load.
"That's it, baby," Jenny cooed, "That's so much! Oh my God!"
Their cocks spent, Evan's friends stared in awe at Jenny.
"Thank you," Tom said quietly.
"That was amazing, Jenny. Thanks," Lyle agreed.
"Stay put and you can watch Evan fuck my mouth."
Evan paled.
"Come on, pervert, come hold me down and show them how you do it at night," Jenny urged.
"That's not funny, Jen. I don't do that to you."
"Come stuff my face or I'm going to start sucking their dicks until they're hard again, and then they're going to spend the entire week pounding the fuck out of me. I'm going to record it and send you clips all day long. I'll let them take pictures and post them to Facebook, and make sure they tag you in every one of them."
"Dude. You should absolutely not do this," Tom hastily said, "For the love of God, don't fucking do it. Think of your... your soul."
"Yeah, man," Lyle agreed, "Like, what would Jesus do?"
"Come on, Evan," Jenny taunted him, "It's not like you haven't done it a hundred fucking times before. You just have an audience this time. Go ahead. Show your friends what you like to make me do for you."
She got down on her knees and pulled down her dress, baring her naked tits and sucking the remains of the semen from her hands.
"If you won't put your dick in my mouth, the way you like to do, I'm going to start sucking Tom's cock," Jenny warned.
"Godammit!" Evan growled.
He marched over to Jenny, pulling his cock out, stiff and excited. Jenny backed away on her knees.
"What are you doing Evan?" she cried, "Stop it! Stop! Don't do it again, Evan, please! Don't make me!"
"This is the hottest fucking thing I've ever seen," Tom whispered.
Lyle nodded.
Evan grabbed his sister by the back of the head and Jenny, somehow producing tears, protested once more, "No! I don't want to do that, Evan!"
Evan pushed his cock into her mouth. Jenny pushed at his legs and squealed around his cock as Evan fucked it into her throat.
"Dude," Lyle said, "I think you're, like, actually raping your sister."
"This is what she wanted," Evan growled, confused, horny, angry at Jenny's provocation, "You heard her."
"Nah man, look at her," Tom said, "She's like hitting you and shit."
"It's a lie," Evan said, pumping his cock into Jenny's mouth, holding her hair as Jenny cried and struggled, "She wants this! You heard her! She made me!"
Evan pushed his sister onto her back and mounted her chest, his cock pulling free of her mouth as she fell back onto the carpet.
"I don't want it, Evan!" Jenny cried, "Don't make me suck it!"
Evan pushed his cock back in her mouth. Jenny watched him, her eyes full of victorious lust as Evan fucked his prick into her mouth.
"You see!" Evan said, "See! She wants it. Look at those eyes!"
He pummeled Jenny's mouth with long strokes between her wet lips, pleasuring his cock. Jenny stopped struggling and sobbed as she allowed Evan to fuck, and then ejaculate into her mouth. When he was finished, his head spinning, he let her up and staggered back. Jenny, crying, wobbled to her feet.
She stalked past him, proclaiming, "I can't believe you!" then whispered in his ear, "Every night, from now on, or I'm going to start fucking all of your friends, you fucking rapist pervert."
She ran, crying, from the room, up the stairs. The sound of her door slamming echoed down. Evan, shocked, horrified, his wet cock dangling from his open fly, faced his two friends.
"I didn't... that wasn't... you heard her, right?" he stammered.
"Dude, you just mouth raped your sister," Tom said.
"Yeah man," Lyle agreed, "I think I'm gonna go."
The two of them quickly left the house, leaving Evan stunned.
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Chapter Ten: Brother Sucking Slut
Jenna dozed fitfully, her eyes tired from trying to comprehend the horrendous set of rules on how to be a good and proper slut slave for other Edge members. The more she read and understood just what this thing was, the more she realized that she was going to be doing a whole lot more than just blowjobs. Everything about Edge seemed designed to humiliate the enslaved players, while at the same time rewarding them greatly for debasing themselves and conforming to an existence of uncertainty and degradation. There were rules that governed day-to-day life, as well as in-game life, covering everything from how they were allowed to dress to the frequency of masturbation, and even the method by which masturbation was allowed.
The belts, she learned, were even more sinister than she already knew. The things contained suites of sensors, monitoring vitals, arousal levels, and streaming the data back to the Edge servers so that they could be manipulated in real-time. She also found mention of new "accessories" that became available at higher ranks. The exact nature of these was not explained in detail, in order to preserve the uncertainty and mystery, but Jenna's imagination conjured up all sorts of horrors.
Already exhausted from the trials of the day, Jenna was nearly asleep when her Haloes alerted her to a call from Kara. She sat up, wiping her bleary eyes and accepted the call. The ghostly avatar of her keyholder appeared in her room, dressed in a slinky, short black dress that exposed her lean legs and cleavage.
"Hello?" Jenna said, tiredly.
"Hey. I'm finished up, so I'm going to head home and prep my brother for your arrival. I'm going to share my location with you, so drive over as soon as you can."
"Okay. And, Kara?"
"Hm?"
"Thanks."
The avatar grinned, and then faded away. A moment later, a message appeared in her Haloes, stating, "Kara is sharing her location with you."
Dressed in a banded top that hugged her tits magnificently, hard nipples fully on display, and a short denim skirt, Jenna snuck down the stairs, avoiding her family who she could hear watching TV in the living room. She quietly left the house, easing the door shut, before pulling out of the drive and following the HUD in her Haloes to Kara's home.
"You have reached your destination," Erin said in her ear, when she pulled into Kara's drive. Okay, the Haloes weren't the worst part of Edge, she decided, and walked to the door. Kara opened it as she approached, ushering her into the house. Kara's home was an open-concept two-story, clean and tidy. Her keyholder put her finger to her lips, making Jenna wince at the reminder of why she was here. Not that she needed the reminder. Her heart thudded against her ribcage as she imagined getting to her knees in front of a stranger and allowing him use of her mouth for the rewards of rank and money. She was a hooker.
As they climbed the steps, Jenna's trepidation increased, but the cloudy feeling from the Obsequium filled her mind with a sexy fog that left her mouth salivating at the thought of doing something dirty. The war of emotions and feelings in her body never seemed to go away, and they played havoc with her every thought. She'd never imagined that she could feel simultaneously disgusted by her own actions, but also highly turned on by them.
Kara turned to her and said, "Don't be scared. It's easy, and Lucas is nice. He's not going to hurt you."
Jenna nodded. Kara knocked on the door.
"Come in," came a muffled call from beyond.
Kara opened the door and Jenna followed her in. Lucas sat on the edge of his bed, grinning playfully as he took in Jenna's hard nipples, her bare tummy, and the smooth legs under the small skirt. Jenna trembled at the hungry appraisal of her body, her pussy damp and tingling from the increased teasing from the belt.
"Hey, honey," Lucas said, "so, it sounds like you got the bad end of a bet?"
Jenna nodded and said, "Yeah. Guess I'm not much of a gambler."
Lucas chuckled and replied, "Well, don't take this the wrong way, but I'm glad you lost."
Jenna flushed and smiled, shuffling her feet cutely. She looked at Kara, who tapped her eyes, reminding Jenna that this needed to be recorded for her challenge.
"Can you give me just a second?" Jenna asked, and Lucas nodded his head.
Jenna stepped from the room, breathed once, deeply, then said, "Erin, start a recording."
A recording indicator winked in at the corner of her vision. Jenna swiped up the challenge screen, located her active challenge, and tapped, "Begin Challenge."
A blue tint filled the sides of her vision, and the challenge screen faded. She turned back to the room and went in. Kara and Lucas watched her expectantly as she approached, then stood in front of her keyholder's grinning brother. Kara stepped behind her, and she felt the girl's arms around her waist, caressing her bare belly and making her gasp. Kara kissed the side of her neck, and whispered, "Just go with it. It will be so sexy, baby. I'm going to watch you suck my big brother's cock for him."
Jenna trembled at the dirty words, and then Kara's fingers found the hem of her top and tugged at it, making Jenna moan as the girl exposed her breasts to a man for the first time. Lucas gave a surprised, throaty grunt as his sister cupped Jenna's breasts and squeezed them gently, nuzzling her face against her neck and kissing softly. Kara guided her to her knees in front of him.
"Pull his cock out," Kara instructed as she played with Jenna's body.
Her hands shaking, Jenna reached for the catch on Lucas' shorts, unsnapping them and then tugging at the zipper. The boy was breathing hard as Jenna's hands reached up to his waistband. He raised his hips and let her tug the shorts down his legs, and then she repeated the motion with his boxers. His hard pole sprung free, bobbing in front of Jenna's eyes. She watched it, her mouth opening, her tongue darting out to lick her already wet lips.
"Go on, baby," Kara instructed, "take that dick in your hand and feel it. You want to suck on it, don't you?"
Jenna reached out and wrapped her fingers around the warm tool, giving it an experimental squeeze, feeling the odd, fleshy harness of it. She glanced up at the boy's eyes, shining with excitement as this sexy young girl stared back at him, poised to sink his shaft into her welcoming mouth. Jenna gave his cock a few tugs, and then moved forward, flicking her tongue on the underside of his crown, tasting her first cock. Just skin, she decided, relaxing.
The warm cloud in her head made her pussy gush as she sealed her lips over the head of his dick. Kara let out a small moan as she watched Jenna envelope her brother's cock, while he groaned with relief at the sexy feeling.
"Good girl," Kara praised her, "That's so good, baby. Suck his cock. Let him have that sexy little mouth. Make that dick feel good for him."
Jenna slid her lips over the pulsing mushroom of his cockhead, allowing her tongue to test the ridge of the underside as she took more of him into her mouth, driven by the heightened excitement of Kara's dirty talk. She felt Lucas' hand rest on the back of her head and his penis jerked against her tongue as she swallowed another couple of inches.
"Fuck, that's so hot, Jenna," Kara said, her voice husky, "Does my brother's cock taste good?"
Jenna pulled back and then sunk the length of his prick into her mouth again, her lips a tight seal around his shaft as she hummed her agreement. This wasn't so bad at all, she thought, and rested her hands on Lucas's legs as she pleasured him. The boy's hand gently stroked her hair as she repeated the motion, taking a bit more of his cock, then more, until she felt the head of it touch her throat. She flicked her eyes up at him and felt his cock lurch as they met each other's gaze.
"That's it," Kara said, her hand dipping under Jenna's skirt, where her finger rubbed at her asshole, "Let him see those sexy eyes. Give him that sexy slut look, baby. Show him that your mouth is there to make him feel so good."
Jenna moaned around his cock as Kara's digit, coated in her own honey, pushed at her back door and began to worm its way inside. Jenna increased her pace a bit, her tummy fluttering with the familiar wave of arousal that having her bottom filled created. Even though she'd been treated to a number of fantastic orgasms today, the effects of the belt and the red drink had her whole body hot and tingling, ready for more. The fuck-fog was becoming an all-consuming feeling of need once more. Lucas' hand tightened in her hair, making her tremble and push her hips down against Kara's fucking finger.
"Tell her she's a good slut for you, Lucas," Kara said hotly, "Tell her that her sexy mouth feels so good."
Lucas gently guided her head up and down his wet prick, Jenna's inexperienced sucking creating a wet sheen of spit on his shaft.
"Your mouth feels so good, Jenna," Lucas said, his voice hoarse and throaty as she continued to look up at him submissively, "You're such a good slut."
Jenna squeaked and her body shook as she came on Kara's finger, her lips tightening around the dick in her mouth, making Lucas groan pleasantly as he fisted her hair.
"Fuck yeah," Kara whispered, "cum from your ass while you suck cock, you dirty bitch."
Jenna's head spun. No one had ever spoken to her like that. But, then, she'd never been on her knees with a dick in her mouth as said dick's younger sister watched her give her first blowjob. The words made her feel like a whore, and that feeling was naughty and exciting. The enthralled look on Lucas face as she gazed up at him, pleasuring his cock with her wet lips was doing something to her mind. It was as though some untapped animal urge to please him was clawing its way out of some place inside of her. The sound of his happy groans, the feeling of Kara playing with her body, the wet, squishing sound of her mouth around his jerking penis added to the fog in her brain, making her wet pussy practically gush through the slit in the belt.
Lucas' breathing was rapid, now, as Jenna sucked him faster, urged on by the sexy heat inside of her and Kara's seductive prattle in her ear. The boy muttered to himself, cursing softly. Kara groped her tits with one hand and continued fingering her butt with the other, all the while encouraging her to suck and swallow. She felt the head of his cock expand, and then Lucas inhaled sharply. His legs shook beneath her hands, and Jenna knew what was coming. She tried to prepare herself mentally for the blast, and then moaned around his penis as the first shot of hot jizz caked her tonsils.
"Fuck, yeah!" Kara hissed.
"Oh, fuck!" Lucas groaned.
"Mmm!" Jenna squealed, caught by surprise at the force of the blast, then the second one followed and she was swallowing, letting the hard bursts hit the back of her throat as she gulped the sticky mess down, her lips continuing their path up and down his quivering shaft as he held the back of her head. After four hard shots, the rest of his cum trickled out more slowly, drawn forth by Jenna's soft sucking. Lucas' hand relaxed and she saw the desire drain from his eyes. Still, Jenna suckled at his cock, unsure if she was done or if she should keep going.
Lucas trembled and made the decision for her, wrapping his hand around his tool and pulling it from her mouth. He let out a breath and looked down on her worshipfully.
"Damn, girl. That was great! Thanks."
Jenna blushed at the compliment, feeling just like the slut she was supposed to be. Kara pulled her finger from Jenna's ass and turned her around, then the girl's tongue was in her mouth, hotly smacking her lips against Jenna's and licking at the traces of semen still inside of her. Jenna squeaked in shock, but soon melted into her, enjoying the passionate kiss as Kara's brother watched the two of them swap his spermy leftovers with an excited grin.
"Tell Lucas thank you for feeding you his cum," Kara instructed, licking her lips, her eyes showing a nearly out of control lust. The effects of her self-imposed chastity challenge were clearly getting to her, Jenna thought.
"Thank you for feeding me your cum," Jenna said quietly.
Lucas patted her head like a pet and lay back on his bed with a contented sigh. Kara pulled Jenna to her feet and led her from the room, then down the hall to her own room. The girl wheeled on her and yanked Jenna's top up and off of her in a swift motion that made Jenna flinch. She tugged off her own top and pushed Jenna back onto her bed, pulling off her skirt with shaking hands. Jenna's Obsequium filled body felt like it was on fire, and the slutty feeling of giving a strange boy a blowjob, while his own sister watched, had her pussy gushing.
Kara wildly pulled open a bedside drawer and came up with a fat, pink, vibrating dildo. Jenna quivered delightfully, knowing that Kara was about to make her cum. Her keyholder joined her on the bed, her skin flushed pink and sweating. She turned Jenna over, mashing her breasts into the mattress and giving her ass a hard smack that sent a tremor through her. Jenna yelped into the pillow and nearly orgasmed at the naughty feeling.
Kara spread her legs wider and pushed Jenna up to her knees, bringing her ass up and then plunging her tongue into it. Jenna squealed and jerked at the surprising feeling, and then moaned when Kara's tongue snaked into her asshole. For a few moments she enjoyed the feeling of the girl's tongue writhing and licking at her insides, her tight hole contracting around it at the unfamiliar but very pleasant feeling. Then, Kara pulled her tongue from her and she felt the head of the dildo at her back door.
Jenna grunted as the first inch of the toy burrowed into her bottom, and then another slap on her upturned rump made her yell. Her legs shook, her ridiculously aroused body already on the verge of a good cum, and then the toy sank deeper. Her hands gripped the sheets of Kara's bed and she breathed heavily as the girl pushed more of the toy into her, opening up her pliant little hole. The heightened feelings in her body swept away all sense of shame at the fact that she was allowing another girl to fuck her ass with a sex toy.
She felt Kara's other hand caress her bottom as she hissed, "You loved sucking cock. I could see it. You sucked off my big brother while you got your asshole fingered, and you fucking loved it!"
"Ugh!" Jenna grunted. She had enjoyed it.
Kara switched on the vibrator and the tremors in her full butthole made Jenna push her ass back against the invading toy as she let out a long, muffled moan.
"They're going to turn you into a dirty little slut, baby," Kara went on, "They're going to turn us all into dirty sluts that fucking love it."
Jenna came on the toy, the vibrations sending pleasurable waves through her body, wracking it with spasms of blissful jolts that were only enhanced by the teasing belt jolting her cunt.
"Fuck yeah, bitch! Cum for me!" Kara hissed, utterly lost in her week-long struggle of denial.
She fucked Jenna's poor bottom with the vibrator, sending her head spinning into another, and then another quaking orgasm that had her drooling into the pillow. Sweat matted her brow as she surrendered herself to the feelings, to the humiliating dirty talk coming from Kara's mouth. Kara pulled the toy from her with a sucking pop and tossed it aside, flipped her over, and then the girl's tongue was back in her mouth, her hands groping Jenna's tits as she sucked at her tongue.
Jenna trembled in her arms at the aggressive kiss, but returned the same with fervor as Kara pawed at her body. Finally, some kind of switch seemed to flip in the girl and she pulled herself away, panting and wild-eyed. She leapt from the bed and paced the room, wiping sweat from her forehead and trying to calm her excited breathing. She gripped the edge of her desk, leaned over it, and Jenna could see the taut muscles of her shoulders heaving as she breathed, struggling for control.
Jenna went to her, rested her hands on Kara's shoulders and felt her stiffen. She was shaking under Jenna's touch. After a long moment, she turned to Jenna and wiped away tears.
"Jenna," she said, "I'm... I'm sorry. That was... fuck. I don't know what's happening to me."
She shook her head, trying to clear away the fuck-fog the Jenna knew well. Kara's, she imagined, was far worse than her own after an entire week without release, the constant torture of the belt, and the artificial desire created by the Obsequium. Jenna held her, stroking her back, their naked breasts pressed together, as Kara cried on her shoulder.
"It's okay," Jenna whispered, "It's alright. I liked it," she admitted, but that only made Kara's tears worse. Jenna reassured her, "Just get through today."
Kara collected herself, wiped at her eyes, and then nodded, sniffling.
"Just today," she repeated, and held Jenna's hand, giving her a tired smile.
She blew out a long breath, shuddered, and then said, "I'm okay."
The little red recording light in her vision indicated that she was still capturing this moment for her submission.
"Kara," she said, "Can you show me how to clip that part out of my video?"
Kara chuckled at the ridiculousness of their lives and nodded.
Chapter Eleven: Rank Up
Every moment of Jenna's life just seemed to grow stranger. An hour after submitting a video of herself sucking off a stranger, a message appeared in her Haloes stating, "Submission approved. Challenge complete!"
She watched a little reward chest appear in the corner of her right eye, which she tapped and a little explosion of color erupted as her rewards filled the screen. The money was deposited to her account. Her rank increased to one, which startled her as a triumphant horn sounded in her earbud, and then a Universal Key was added to her inventory with a 48 hour duration. For the first time since this whole business began she felt an exultant thrill. She'd done it!
She swiped open her inventory and took the key in her hand, watching it glow golden in her fingers. The key, though, was a virtual object. Her belt was a physical thing. Even as she wondered what she was supposed to do to unlock the belt, the options appeared in her vision.
"Apply Key to Self," read the first, while the second read, "Return to Inventory," and a third offered, "Transfer to Another Player."
Jenna paused, remembering Kara's words. It's its own kind of torture. Her heart sank, thinking of Kara and her challenge, the pain and the torture she'd endured for a long week. She sighed and returned the key to her inventory. No. She wouldn't use the key for herself. Kara deserved it. She'd never have been able to complete the challenge without her, she knew. Kara's solution had proven the easy way to do it. Kara had saved her, again.
Jenna swiped away the inventory screen and brought up the list of newly unlocked challenges befitting her new rank. She'd given a lot of thought to the weird life she was now stuck in. There were great rewards out there for players who complied, and the more she progressed, the greater freedom over her own destiny she'd obtain. Having successfully sucked off her first boy, too, and then having been anally dominated by her keyholder had taught her things about herself, as well.



Perhaps it was only the influence of the belt and the Obsequium, but the rush of sexual excitement from taking that strange cock in her mouth, using her inexperienced tongue and lips to pleasure it, until it fed her a gooey reward, had been exciting and pleasurable for her, too. Then, surrendering herself to Kara, hearing the filthy words out of her mouth as she made her cum from her ass was, even now, making her pussy ache for attention. Of course, her pussy was always aching for attention these days, so perhaps it was the fog of arousal that was constantly with her which was making her enjoy these things. In either circumstance, it wasn't going to change, so there were only two choices. Fight and lose, or capitulate and be rewarded.
The introductory challenges were now gray and locked, no longer valid for someone of her rank. The new challenges, she saw, were similar but a step up in what they required, forcing her to choose something that would push her just a bit further from her comfort zone. As though she'd ever considered performing sexual acts on strangers within her comfort zone, she thought. She scrolled through.
Switch Hitter: Submit a Halo recording of yourself providing oral satisfaction to another player of the same gender. Target can be someone known to you. Oral satisfaction can be achieved from any part of the body, as long as the target experiences orgasm.
Reward choices:
-Cash prize of $1,500
-Level 2 item choice
Bonus chance: Provide satisfaction to a player previously unknown to you.
Bonus reward: $500
Result of failure: 24 hours with Cum Bucket designation. Geolocation active. Available to all players.
Consolation prize: $100
She now knew that multiple challenges could be taken at once, and if she chose wisely, she could actually fulfill different aspects of them while doing others. She added the Switch Hitter challenge to her queue. That was an easy one. Kara would certainly let her go down on her after she completed her own challenge, and Jenna had to admit that she was very curious to see what it would be like to repay her keyholder for the many orgasms she'd allowed her recently.
She read down the list, which contained some of the same types of challenges as the initial rank, including self-imposed chastity or self-denial in front of an audience. Those she shied away from, but she did need something else that would get her rank up.
Spread the Love: Submit a Halo recording of yourself engaging in penetrative sexual congress with a person of the opposite gender. Target can be known to you. Oral sex does not fulfill challenge requirements. Orgasm for one or both parties must be achieved for challenge completion.
Reward choices:
-Cash prize of $2,000
-48 hours freedom
Bonus chance: If the target is unknown to you, Rank up.
Result of failure: 24 hours with Free Use designation. Geo-location active. Available to all players.
Consolation prize: $100
This challenge she stopped at, and read it again. She thought of Kara's handsome brother. She'd already given him a blowjob, and she was sure that he'd be open to the idea of doing more. She toyed with her hard nipples and imagined what it would be like, giving herself to him, taking that cock as her first, to see what real sex would be like. The thought was not unpleasant in the least, she found, and wished that she could play with her pussy while she daydreamed.
She pulled her foggy mind out of the fantasy with a mental effort. It might be pleasant, but the only thing she'd gain was some money or a couple days of freedom from the belt. Rank was the most important thing, she decided. She added a star next to the challenge, tagging it as a possibility, and then felt bewildered that she was contemplating giving her virginity to a stranger in exchange for a virtual rank up. Fucking Edge.
The Gang's All Here: Give yourself freely to a group of three or more persons for sexual use for a period of no less than one hour. This challenge is not gender-specific. At least two persons must be previously unknown to you.
Reward choices:
-Cash prize of $5,000. Additional bonus prize of $1,000 per person serviced over the minimum requirement of three. Additional bonus prize of $200 for each additional hour of service beyond the one hour requirement.
-Double Rank Up. Additional Rank up for every three persons serviced over the minimum requirement of three.
Result of failure: One week enforced denial. Cash loss of $2,000. 24 hours Free Use designation. If orgasm results from Free Use, an additional 48 hour enforced denial penalty will be applied.
Consolation prize: $500
Jenna read this challenge over, and then again. This was, by far, the most complicated one she'd seen. If this was a rank one challenge, she shuddered to think of what the later challenges held in store. The rewards, though, were phenomenal. Her cunt itched as the belt sent wave after wave of pleasure through her suddenly, making her grip the desk as her body quaked and she bit her lip to hold in a moan.
The waves kept coming, making her sink in her chair and hold on, tossing her head back as the peak of a tremendous orgasm hovered just out of reach. Of course, the fucking thing stopped just before she could reach it, though, and she was forced to slump in her chair, breathing in ragged gasps until her heartrate slowed.
Slowly, her thoughts turned back the idea of being used by a group for their sexual pleasure. That was a bit extreme, but as she kept looking at the rewards, she found herself giving it serious consideration. Double rank from a single challenge, and it was only for one hour. Of course, she had no idea where she would find a group of people, at least two of which were strangers, to have sex with her for an hour. Still, she starred it and moved on.
Grope Toy: For the length of one film, offer yourself to be freely groped by other viewers. This challenge is held at a location which will be disclosed upon acceptance of the challenge, and at a scheduled time. During this challenge, oral sex cannot be declined.
Reward choices:
-Cash prize of $2,500
-Rank up
-Level 5 item choice
Result of failure: 24 hours with Cum Bucket designation. Geo-location active. Available to all players.
Consolation prize: $50
This challenge, she decided, certainly bore consideration. The thought of sitting in a dark theater, allowing anyone that chose to grope her body or put their cock in her mouth was making her wet. Was it just the Obsequium, she wondered, or was she actually getting excited thinking about the anonymous hands in the dark touching her body?
It would be like the strangers, she thought, touching her in the dark, teasing her to the point of cumming. She shook her head, trying to dispel the warm fog, but it didn't work. The strangers had been frightening. What they'd done had filled her with terror. And, she had to admit, a certain excitement. Jesus! What was happening to her?
She starred the challenge and moved on, resolving to talk with Kara tomorrow and get her opinion. After adding a couple of others that involved rank, and didn't seem too extreme, she tiredly crawled into bed naked, her cunt wet and hot as she fantasized about groups of strangers touching her or taking their pleasure from her body.
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Since the humor of Evan's family fell a bit flat, I suppose I owe you all a more traditional tale of family fun.
Note from the weird fucker what wrote these words'o wisdom:
The town of Birchbark Falls has many a tale to tell. They're the tales 'bout a Godly sort of people, raisin' theirs in a way that's right n' proper. This here tale's what I'm fixin' to call the Standard Edition of this asstastic fantasy of familial bumfuckery.
Chapter One: The Town of Birchbark Falls
The town of Birchbark Falls was a small dot on the map, far from the eyes of big city folk, a sleepy place of nigh 1,000 souls. It was the kind of town where the birth of Farmer Pembroke's latest calf was the news of the week, and a town in which the two churches loved and hated one another in equal measure. Birchbark Falls was a conservative place, populated by a god-fearing sort of people that flew the American flag with pride, spoke of the President with reverence, and said the name 'New York' as though it were the pinnacle of the civilized, modern world.
In the town of Birchbark Falls, lived Allison and her father. Allison's Father, Jim, was a helpful sort of man, the kind of man that the neighbors could count on to fix a faulty dryer, lend a tool without a question, and to never ask for anything in return. He was the hard-working sort of man that was quick to give the Widow Bess a ride into Main Street, or to drop a nickel into One-Legged Bill's bucket on the corner, in exchange for nothing but a tune on his harmonica. Jim would do these things, because that was what neighbors did, by God, and not a soul in the town would ever say that old Jim couldn't be counted on to do right by his neighbors.
If there was one true worry in his life, for Jim it was his daughter, Allison. Jim had kept this worry in his heart for many a year, for he knew that one day, someone was going to put their cock in his daughter's ass. That time was fast approaching too, Jim knew with certainty. Allison was eighteen years old, now, and a right beauty that took after his late Sarah (God rest her soul) in every way.
Those ways included Allison's jiggling, enticing, perfectly formed behind. His Sarah had had such an ass. Sarah though (God rest her soul) was no longer here to rear her daughter properly in the ways of bumfuckery, the ways in which a man had an expectation of. Many a night had Jim sought the comfort and warmth of his late wife's plump and welcoming backdoor and it was a certainty, Jim knew, that a good, proper rogering of the woman's asshole had kept him on the straight and narrow for all the years The Lord had blessed them with.
Jim dreaded the day that Allison would, herself, take a husband, only for his daughter to find that she could not meet with the man's expectations that her butt be a ready receptacle for his penis. Worse yet, he imagined his daughter taking a trip into the big city, as youngsters were wont to do, only to end up getting her wires crossed about the joys of a good butt-loving, because some uncaring city boy assaulted her virginal butthole before it was good and ready for proper use.
So it was, with a sense of duty, that Jim set about taking the task of adjusting Allison's ass upon himself. And, with the Lord's help, he'd have her anus ready for proper fucking by the time she was wed to the right man.
Chapter Two: A Little Swat Ne'r Hurt No One
Allison was expected home directly after school, where she was to do her schoolwork first, before anything else. A dutiful girl, Allison followed her father's rules to the letter, because that was what good daughters did. In the town of Birchbark Falls, a man's house was his dominion. So, The Lord had decreed, and so it was.
Allison's father, Jim, came in through the back door of the house and washed grease from his hands. He dried them, pulled a chair from the table and sat. Each time he sat at the table Jim ran his hands lovingly over the wood. He'd crafted it himself, as with most of the furniture in the house. His work was all over the town, too. If there was wood that needed carving or carpentry that needed done, Jim was the man the town came to.
"How's that homework comin', darlin'?" Jim asked.
"Almost finished, dad," she said, scribbling on her paper, giving the eraser the occasional, adorable chew.
"You come see me in the front room once you're done. We got some things that it's about time to talk about."
Jim stood up, ruffled the girl's hair and took a seat in the front room, taking up his whittling knife and block of wood. It wasn't long before Allison joined him. Allison wore a cute summer dress, picked up for her by her father on one of his trips into the city. The pretty dress was dotted with cornflower blue petals, in the same color as Allison's eyes, and the honey yellow of the fabric was a perfect match for her hair. The dress, though, was a couple of years old, and though the girl loved it, she'd gained the gorgeous curves of a woman and pushed the fit of the cloth to its limits.
Jim could see this in the way that her breasts strained the neckline, the swells of her cleavage spilling temptingly over the top. Her legs were longer, too, leaving the once-modest dress invitingly short, enticing a man to dream of the treasures hidden beneath. Allison sat next to her father.
"Honey," he said, setting his tools aside, "You're of an age where it's time that you should get to know the facts of being a woman."
"Dad," Allison groaned, "they tell us about birds and bees in school. You ain't gotta go all into that."
Jim nodded and said, "There's only so much a public schoolhouse can tell you, girl. What with all the separation of church n' state. Fact is that there's a good deal they ain't gonna teach you. Your dear mother, God rest her soul, woulda been the one to, rightly, instruct you. Seein' as The Lord saw fit to call 'er home, though, that task is up to me."
Allison blushed. She did not want to have a talk about this with her father. She was dutiful, though, and her father's word was second only to The Lord's.
"Allison, there's important things a girl needs to know in order to make a fit wife. Now, I won't have any man in town say that I didn't raise you proper or that I was delinquent in my duties. You understand?"
"Yes," Allison agreed.
"Good. Now, it ain't gonna be easy. I'll tell you that straight. I 'spect there's gonna be some hollering and cryin', and you'll probably fight like a cat with me. What you gotta get right, though, is that it's for your own good. A man's got expectations about a proper wife. Any man worth his salt, the kind of man that works hard and provides for his own, is owed the bodily pleasures that a good wife provides. Someday, that'll be your responsibility. you hear what I'm saying?"
"I... I guess so," Allison said, blushing.
Jim nodded and continued, "Good girl. Now, what I'm talkin' 'bout here is your bottom."
"What?"
"Your bottom, honey. That ass of yours is the kind that a man will put a ring on your finger for and dedicate his work to. You got that ass from yer mother."
"God rest her soul," Allison muttered.
Jim nodded and continued, "Now yer mother had the way of it. She understood that a woman's cunny is fer breedin' and her ass is for pleasin'. You gotta get that in yer head, too."
"But... but I don't-"
Jim cut her off, "You listen now! As yer father, it's up to me to see you through this, starting right now. I want you to shuck off that dress and lay yourself over my lap."
Allison paled and she protested, "No! Why?"
"So, I can paddle your bottom," Jim explained cooly, "That's the first step. A man's got a right to spank your ass when it pleases him."
"But I didn't do anything wrong!" Allison argued, standing up.
"It ain't about doing something wrong," Jim explained, "If you did wrong, I'd show you the back of my hand. You ain't never felt it, cuz you've been a good girl. Don't you start makin' me raise it to you now."
"I don't want to get a spanking!" Allison argued.
"Like I told you," Jim said, shaking his head, "I 'spected there'd be some squallin' on your part. Now you mind me and get that dress off."
Jim raised his hand in warning. Allison, never having been disciplined, complied. Blushing, she pulled the dress off and stood before her father in her bra and cotton panties, her hands covering her large tits. Jim's cock twitched at the sight of her, so like his Sarah. God rest her soul.
"Now, come and lay on my lap so we can practice."
Allison lay across his lap. She could feel his penis hard in his pants, poking her tummy. Jim rested one hand on her bottom, gripping it tightly.
"You did sure get your mother's bottom, girl. You're gonna make a good man mighty pleased, one day. Now, you just relax. I ain't gonna go hard on you this first time. We need to toughen up your butt for what's to come. Now, you'll probably squeal a bit, but that's natural. It ain't meant to feel good fer you. It's meant to please a man. You hear me?"
"Yes, Sir," Allison mumbled.
Jim raised his hand and brought it back down, lightly on her ass. Allison flinched but it hadn't hurt.
"Ya' see? Nice n' easy."
He repeated the motion with a little more force, this time causing a sharp crack as Allison's bottom jiggled.
"Ow!" she squeaked, more in surprise than pain.
"That's good. You just holler all you need to."
He spanked her again, harder, and this time left a red handprint.
"Ow!" Allison shrieked and kicked her legs.
Jim spanked her other cheek with the same force and Allison yelped again.
"How... how many times are you going to do it?" she asked.
"As many as it takes," Jim said, and spanked her again.
Allison yelped and on the tenth slap on her behind she began to sniffle with pain and humiliation.
"Good girl," Jim said, "It's right and proper that a woman should be shamed by the needs of her cunny. I can see right now that yer cunny is feelin' its shame," Jim said, referring to the small wet patch in the crotch of her panties.
"Can we stop now? Please? I don't want anymore," Allison whined.
"Girl, you got to learn that it ain't about yer wants. A woman's wants are for the pleasure of her man and the glory of God. Yer good for makin' babies, keepin' the house and satisfying yer man. If what's satisfyin' is to spank yer bottom, then you'll thank yer man and ask for another? You got that?"
He spanked her again.
"Ow! Yes!"
"That ain't how you show yer father respect, now, is it?"
He spanked her again.
"Ow! Yes, Sir!"
"That's better. Now, I'm gonna tell you a little trick that your mother used, during those times that I got my pleasure from spanking her cheeks."
He spanked her again and Allison wiggled in his lap, sniffling. Jim took her hand and pulled her panties to the side, placing her fingers against her moist pussy.
"You go ahead and rub your cunny while I have my way. Soon as you can get yourself a cum, we'll call tonight's lesson complete."
"No! That's... it's wrong!"
Jim spanked her again, twice on each cheek. Allison started rubbing her cunt, ashamed by the wetness she felt. That shame was right and proper, though, her father had said. She should feel her cunny's shame.
After several more spankings, each harsher than the last, Allison did finally manage to cum from rubbing her cunt, shaking and bucking, while her father held one of her reddened butt cheeks in his hand and she cried.
"Good girl," Jim said, soothingly, stroking her hair, "You did good."
He pulled Allison's panties down her legs and took up a bottle of some ointment from nearby.
"Now, I'm gonna work this into your cheeks, alright? You just keep on rubbing yer cunny."
Allison did as instructed, gently pleasuring her twat as her father smeared the cooling ointment into her sore ass. Jim took his time, admiring the redness and the roundness of her bottom. It had been so very long since he'd held a woman's ass in his hands, let alone spanked it. His cock was sinfully hard in his pants, straining. There was work to be done yet, though, before Allison was ready for that. He smeared another dollop of the ointment onto his fingers and parted her ass with his other hand.
Gently, he began to smear the stuff around his daughter's anus as she rubbed her cunt. He could feel her body tensing as she approached her orgasm. Jim was a man who understood what it was to pleasure a woman's ass, and Allison was going to receive the full benefit of his experience. He pushed the tip of his coated finger into her asshole just as she reached her peak and Allison wiggled her bottom against it, her anus accepting his finger readily as she sobbed and orgasmed in confusion.
Chapter Three: Plugged for Pleasure
Allison was awakened early by her father the next day and instructed to present herself, bare-assed, for another spanking. The soothing ointment had done its work and, though her bottom was a bit sore, it didn't really hurt. Still, Allison was not looking forward to another spanking. She did as she was told, though, and lay across her father's lap, trembling.
"You did real good, girl. You took your lickin's and brought out the shame of your cunny, just like a proper woman. We'll have this ass of yours ready for a good fuckin' any time, now."
"Yes, Sir," Allison grumbled, averse to having her ass made ready for a good fucking.
"Now, start bringin' forth your shame by rubbin' yer cunny," Jim instructed.
Allison rubbed her twat, waiting for the first spanking, and then it came. She hollered loudly at the slap, then began to cry by the third. On the seventh, she orgasmed, her eyes filled with humiliated tears.
"There's a girl," Jim said, "Ya' see? Just rub yer cunny and it'll make it all better. Keep on rubbin'."
Allison continued to rub her twat, while Jim poured more of the ointment into his hands and began to gently coat her red ass with it.
"Now, daddy's got a little plug to put in yer bottom for ya'. I 'spect you to wear it all day, you hear? You'll thank me for it in the end."
"Yes, Sir," Allison said as she sniffled and rubbed her cunt.
Jim took up another bottle, this one of slick lubricant, which he poured a few drops of onto Allison's anus. Spreading her ass open, he took up a small silver plug and began to rub it against her asshole, working the lube around her hole. He added another few drops, then pushed the pointed head of the plug, gently into her butthole.
"Ow!" Allison yelped.
"Quiet down, now. It ain't even going in yet. You just rub your cunny and let me do my work."
Allison resumed rubbing her twat. Jim added another few drops and returned to working the plug slowly into his daughter's ass, watching with satisfaction as her little hole opened up on each small push. Allison began to groan and wiggle her ass as he continued lubing, pushing, until Allison was ready to cum. When she did, squeaking with the pleasure of her orgasm, Jim pushed the head of the plug into her ass. He watched the little hole swallow it to the base, contracting around the small plug and trapping it inside his daughter's virgin ass.
Allison groaned and continued to rub her cunt. Jim pulled her hand away from it, replaced it with his own, and vigorously frigged Allison's excitable little fuck button until she wiggled and squirmed in his lap.
"There's a girl. You go on and get yer cum for daddy's fingers. Yer doin' good," Jim assured her.
As Allison orgasmed on his lap, he gave each ass cheek one more good slap, which made Allison screech, and then pushed two of his fingers up her cunt, gripped the plug in his other hand, and finger fucked his daughter to one more orgasm that left her sniffling and trembling in a confused mixture of pain and pleasure.
"You go and put your panties on," he said, "and if you need to take that plug out for any reason, I 'spect to see it in again when you get home. That clear?"
"Yes, Sir!" Allison said, running from the room, her cheeks flushed and ass stinging.
Chapter Four: Shame O' Yer Cunny
Allison did not like wearing the butt plug to school. The plug was uncomfortable when she sat down and found herself constantly wiggling in her seat, which made the plug rub the insides of her anus. The feeling, also, caused her shame to trickle out into her panties all day. By the time she got home she was desperate for her father to allow her to remove it. She, also, found herself looking forward to rubbing her cunny for the release, even if it meant a spanking.
Jim was pleased with her for keeping the plug in all day, and more pleased at the flush in her cheeks and the way her hands drifted to her cunt in the desire to rub it. As with the day before, he lay Allison over his lap and commenced spanking her ass as she wailed and rubbed her cunt. After a few good whacks to her backside, Jim assisted her with his fingers once more.
"Now, I let you do this yerself on account of this is all new to ya'," he explained, as he sawed his fingers into his daughter's wet snatch, "Eventually yer gonna need to learn that ya' can't just go rubbin' yer cunny all willy nilly, whenever you get the urge. It's right and proper for a man to decide when and how you get yer cums. A woman that's just gettin' em whenever she pleases is just givin' in to sin. If yer all tuckered out from pleasurin' yer cunny, how do you 'spect to have any left to give yer man?"
"Yes, Sir!" Allison said as Jim punctuated his latest pearl of wisdom with a sharp slap to her ass.
"That cunny nectar pourin' out of you is shameful. It's the sin of Eve, what drove her to accept the forbidden fruits from the devil. Only reason for it is to juice you up for makin' babies. You hear me, girl?"
"Yes, Sir!"
"Now, you want to get your cums from it, you need'ta learn how to ask proper, like an obedient woman."
"Please, daddy," Allison whined, "Please may I... have my cums?"
"There's a girl," Jim said, "It's a start. You won't be callin' yer husband daddy, though, will ya'?"
"Please, Sir," Allison repeated, "Please may I... have... my cums?"
"That's the way, darlin'," Jim said approvingly, and rubbed her fuckhole until Allison's orgasm was imminent.
Her bottom wiggling delightfully, Jim pressed on, then popped the plug from her asshole as the orgasm took her, making Allison squeal and shake. He gave her two more hard smacks with his fingers in her cunt, approving of the way her tight hole gripped them pleasantly.
***
Over the next few days, this process repeated itself, with the addition of video instruction. In the morning, Allison received a few good spankings, followed by the insertion of increasingly larger butt plugs. While they went through this process, Jim would play porno videos consisting of nothing but anal sex, making Allison watch them and only allowing her to cum when the men in the videos ejaculated into the girl's anuses.
The plugs, she would wear to school, where she would wiggle about as they rubbed her insides. Once she was home, her father would remind her of a woman's shame, while masturbating her cunt for her, making her watch anal porn, then delivering a harsh spanking. Only then would he rub her with the ointment. At night, she would sleep with the butt plug in.
On the fourth night, Allison orgasmed from the spanking without having her cunt touched, as she watched the porno. The following morning, she came when Jim pushed the new plug into her anus. This, he decided, made her ready for the next step.
Chapter Five: The Proper Use O' Yer Ass
It was Saturday and Allison did not have school. Still, her father woke her early and delivered her morning spanking. Allison cried less, now, her ass having gotten used to the pain of being slapped. She still didn't enjoy it, but her mind had begun to associate being spanked as part of what was necessary for her to cum. Therefore, she met the spankings with a mixture of hesitancy and anticipation.



After her spanking, during which she orgasmed to her father's approval, Allison was instructed to clean up. Once she'd showered, she returned to her father. Rather than laying her across his lap, though, he instructed her to bend over the couch. He turned on the porno and had Allison watch the long series of girls having their asses licked and fucked.
Allison bent over the couch, prepared to receive yet another spanking. Instead, what she received was her father's tongue in her asshole. Jim parted her cheeks and spent long moments licking her anus, pushing his tongue into it, and rubbing her cunt with his hand. After Allison orgasmed from it, he extracted his tongue, issued another spanking, and repeated the process until his daughter came again.
"That's good, honey," he said, "Yer learning. We're gonna do this until you can get yer cum without me rubbin' yer cunny."
It took until mid-afternoon and by the time Allison managed to orgasm, purely from having her asshole rimmed, she was very tired. Jim lubed up her anus once more, replaced her butt plug, and then allowed her to nap. After dinner, though, the lessons began again.
"What you done so far," Jim explained as Allison lay across his lap, his fingers buried in her cunt, "That's a start. A man's got a right to put his cock into your ass and fuck it, though. That's the whole reason we're takin' steps to get yer bottom opened up. Elsewise, some knucklehead without a lick'o sense is going to shove his willy into your behind, rough and hard. That'll make you holler something fierce if ya' ain't ready. Daddy wants to make sure that don't happen to ya'. Understand me, girl?"
"Yes, Sir!"
While the porno played, Jim carefully extracted the plug from his daughter's lubed asshole, giving her cunt a good, slow fingering as he did so. Allison whined a bit, as she still didn't care for the feeling of her anus spreading widely around the newest, largest of the plugs. She did, however, give him a small orgasm when it came free.
"Now, you can holler and kick if you need to, but yer gonna get yer butt fucked with this here fake cock."
Jim showed the eight-inch-long dildo to his daughter.
"It's too big!" she protested.
"It ain't too big. Yer ass is good and res... resil... it'll stretch open good and then just go right back to being tight. If yer ever gonna be a proper wife, yer gonna have to hurt a little. You think a marriage is all smiles n' sunshine? It ain't. Sometimes it's a right cock up the butt," Jim lectured.
He put the dildo to her lips and instructed further, "Now you just wet that a bit with yer mouth while I grease up your butt a bit more."
Allison took the dildo and reluctantly sucked on it, watching the anal porn, while Jim applied some further lube to his daughter's resiliant butthole. He carefully worked his finger into her anus, pushing some of the lube into her tight hole, then repeated the process, as Allison moaned, until his finger was easily sliding in up to his knuckle.
For good measure, he pushed a bit more in and then began to gently massage Allison's anal passage with the tip of his finger, while she sucked the dildo, her eyes intent on the closeup view of a woman's lewdly stretched asshole on the TV. Jim continued his ministrations with his finger, using his other hand to frig his daughter's fuck button, until Allison orgasmed again with the entirety of his finger in her bottom.
He took the toy from her, slipped his finger slowly out of the girl's ass, and then fisted the dildo with more lube. With his fingers buried in her twat, Jim began the process of training his daughter's butthole to take cock. Allison whimpered and sniffled as the toy, nearly three inches around, began its journey into her pliable little ass passage.
Jim was slow with her, delicately feeding the length of the thing into her virginal hole, pulling it back a bit, and then pushing it deeper. Jim took up a new instrument, a small white vibrator with a rounded head and flicked it on, pressing the toy against Allison's engorged clit. Allison squealed in surprised pleasure and her ass began to wiggle. Applying gentle pressure, Jim allowed his daughter's own excited humping to push the dildo further into her ass.
With just over half of the toy stretching her teenage butthole, Allison orgasmed again with the vibrator on her clit. She kicked her legs and moaned into the couch cushion, but Jim was intent on getting this first step accomplished and he didn't relent. He kept the buzzing toy on his daughter's cunt, running the rounded head, with its small protrusions, up her slit.
Allison squealed again at the sensation, wriggling like a fish on his lap as he held the toy and applied more pressure.
"Daddy, it hurts!" Allison complained.
Jim ignored the protest and returned the vibrator to Allison's button, which relieved some of the pain and made her begin to thrash her way toward another orgasm. The toy sank deeper, until it had gone six inches into her rectum and Allison grunted like an animal and came again. Still, Jim didn't relent. He knew that Allison believed she had limits, that her body couldn't give him another orgasm or take another inch of plastic cock up the ass. But Jim knew differently.
Jim's wife (God rest her soul) had been the kind of butt slut that a man deserved, and Allison wasn't going to disappoint her mother. His daughter would learn the proper use of her ass, even if Jim had to fuck it himself. Such was the dedication of her father, the love he had, and strength of his faith.
Chapter Six: Suckin' with Yer Butt Stuffed
Allison had to wear the big plug during the night, but the following morning was a Sunday and that meant that Allison and her father attended a Godly service at their local church. The day of worship, though, was not an excuse to skip out on Allison's anal training. Allison received her necessary spanking, laying over her father's lap as he rubbed her cunt, watching the anal porn and sucking on her dildo, until she achieved an orgasm. Only then was breakfast served.
During breakfast, though, Jim suction cupped a small rubber cock, this one only five inches long, onto Allison's chair. Having lubed the girl's anus liberally after her spanking, he instructed his daughter to, first, kneel before the chair and suck on the fake penis, while Jim, doing his fatherly duty, knelt behind her and pushed his fingers into her cunt. When Allison moaned around the cock and spurted girl cum onto his fingers, she was allowed to stand.
Jim handed her the bottle of lube and ordered her to fist the fake penis with it, to ensure that it would slide easily into her backdoor. Allison did it, rubbing the lube into the cock under her father's watchful eye, Jim nodding approvingly. This task done, he instructed the girl on how to position the cock at her anus. Allison squeaked at the intrusion of the toy in her butt, but after some humping up and down, she managed it, slowly sinking down until her bottom touched the wood of the chair and she groaned at the fullness in her rectum.
Jim served breakfast, taking his customary seat across the table.
"Now, you give yerself a good bounce on that cock. Yer gonna need to get yerself a cum before we leave for church," Jim instructed, spearing a sausage link.
"What if I can't?" Allison asked, sitting up an inch, wiggling her bottom, and then sitting back down.
"I 'spect you'll not have trouble with it. But if ya' can't, then I'll give your cunny a good spanking before we go."
Allison began to hump the fake penis with more vigor, as she did not like the idea of having her cunny spanked. It was difficult, trying to eat, while simultaneously fucking her bottom with the toy. The fullness and the wetness of her shame, pouring from her cunny, made Allison feel dirty. She knew that this was the way she was supposed to feel, but it didn't make it any easier. The rubber cock, though, each time her bottom hit the wood of the chair, seemed to press against something inside of her that did begin to feel very good.
Jim gave her an approving nod as Allison, at last, began to cum in her chair with the fake penis in her bottom.
"Ya' did good, girl. Why, I'd even say that yer mother took longer to learn that than you," her father said.
"God... rest her... soul," Allison mumbled, her tits heaving.
"Ya' did so fine," Jim said, "That I'm gonna give you something special before we plug that butt of yours fer church."
Jim stood, rounded the table, and sank to his knees. He scooted Allison to the edge of her chair, sliding the suction cupped cock along with her, and then he proceeded to tongue fuck her cunt. Her father sucked at her gash and her excited little fuck button, lapping up the sweet girl honey of her shame as it poured from her aroused fuckhole. Allison squealed at the amazing pleasure of it, gripping the edges of her chair until she squealed and came again.
Jim wiped at his face, saying, "Now, don't you get used to that. That's a special treat for when you done real well. It's not to be 'spected of yer man to have concerns fer yer pleasure. A good man'll be sure you get yer cums when yer obedient, but it ain't some kinda right that yer entitled to."
"Yes, Sir," Allison said, breathing heavily.
Before leaving for church, Jim pushed the big plug back into Allison's asshole before she was allowed to put on her Sunday best. Before they left the house, though, Jim had one more addition for her wardrobe.
"What is that?" Allison asked, her eyes wide and terrified.
"This here's a dildo gag," Jim said, holding an odd contraption that consisted of a fake cock and a strap.
"But... I don't want to wear that!" Allison argued.
Jim shook his head and said, "Girl, ain't ya' been listenin' to a word I said? It ain't about yer wants. What are yer wants?"
Allison fidgeted and repeated her lesson, "A woman's wants are for the pleasure of her man and the glory of God. I'm good for makin' babies, keepin' the house and satisfying my man."
"Right. There's a great deal of satisfaction fer a man in that mouth'o yers. I'd say nearly as much as yer bottom. This here," he dangled the gag, "is a lesson in the right'o yer shame and the readiness of yer suckhole."
"But-"
"Don't you 'but' me, now. Just imagine if I'da took that fake cock and jammed it up yer butt without all the trainin' we done. That'd make ya' squeal like a cat on fire. This here's the same. Ya' want some shit fer brains young man to go pumpin' his meatpole into yer throat, like one of Farmer Pembroke's ruttin' studs? Well, you just don't listen to me and see what happens. You'll be chokin' and spittin' around that cock like you took yer drink down the wrong pipe. Is that what ya' want?"
"No, Sir," Allison said.
"Good. Now open up."
Allison opened her mouth and allowed her father to push the dildo gag into it, gagging as the fake cock tickled her throat. Her teeth bit down on the base of it and Jim put the strap behind her head, covering it with her hair.
"Hts mbrthg!" Allison mumbled.
"Allison, ya' can't make proper words what with yer mouth all gagged. Best ya' just stay silent, as is right and proper fer a woman," Jim instructed.
Allison's eyes filled with shameful, embarrassed tears as her father drove them to church. She did not want to have to face half the town with a dildo gag in her mouth and butt plug stretching her anus. When they arrived, Jim escorted his daughter into the building with the Sunday crowd to glares, snickers, and some nods of approval at Allison's predicament.
Jim shook hands with many of the townsfolk, explaining, to Allison's humiliation, that he was giving his girl a lesson in the rightness of a woman's shame.
"Mighty fine," said Mr. Trent, the general store owner.
"It's right and proper," agreed the Widow Bess.
The pastor, Father Lincoln, nodded and said, "The Lord's work, Jim. Right out of Corinthians."
"The women should keep silent in the churches. For they are not permitted to speak, but should be in submission, as the Law also says. If there is anything they desire to learn, let them ask their husbands at home. For it is shameful for a woman to speak in church," Jim quoted, loudly, to the approval of many nearby townsfolk.
Allison mumbled an amen around her gag.
For the entirety of the service, Allison squirmed uncomfortably in the pew, the butt plug rubbing her insides and drool leaking from her mouth and into her breasts. She could not, of course, sing the hymns, but she did mumble around the gag to make an attempt, as she did not want The Lord to be displeased by her neglecting to sing His praises. By the time the service ended, the constant stream of drool had soaked the front of Allison's white dress, leaving streaks, where the material had become nearly transparent and now showed her bra.
***
During their lunch at the kitchen table, Allison was, once more, made to hump her rubber cock until she orgasmed. Thankfully, she did not have to wear the gag for the continuation of their lessons in the living room. Instead, she was spanked as she watched the anal porn, while Jim fingered her twat to another orgasm. Then, her father brought the kitchen chair in and had his daughter plug her anus with the rubber cock.
While his daughter bounced her poor bottom on the toy, watching the porn, Jim read to her. The Bible had many a lesson to convey on the submissiveness of a woman to her husband or father, and so Jim imparted these important lessons. He did so with his penis exposed, making Allison watch it as the porno played. Periodically, he would push his penis into her mouth, keeping it there until Allison was able to achieve an orgasm from her self-induced butt fucking.
The fourth time he pushed his cock into her mouth, and on Allison's seventh orgasm of the day, Jim ejaculated into her mouth while he groaned and held her head tightly in his hand.
"You swallow that seed, now," Jim instructed, "That's a gift. It's not to be spilled or wasted."
Allison followed his instructions. Her first semen injection was followed by another passionate twat-sucking from her father, while Jim groped his daughter's tits, providing Allison's eighth orgasm. The girl was weary, Jim could tell, and so he cuddled her on her bed, his arm around her, his hand latched onto her breast, and allowed her to nap. He even allowed her to forgo the butt plug, just this once.
Chapter Seven: Spank Yer Cunny
Having had her anus filled almost constantly for the last week, Allison felt a bit empty without her plug.
"Even the most well-adapted butthole needs itself a rest now and again," Jim explained, "But that don't mean we stopped teaching ya'."
Allison was happy to give her sore bottom a rest for the remainder of the day. However, as her father promised there was a great deal more to learn. For the benefit of both lessons, Jim introduced a new series of videos. In these, Allison was made to watch as the girls either rode fake cocks with their assholes, while sucking on men's cocks, or the girls were fucked in their bottoms, while sucking on men's cocks.
Jim explained the necessity of this as he cradled Allison's head in his lap and pushed his penis into her mouth.
"It's a man's Godly duty to show hospitality to his guests, to offer 'em what he's got and ask for naught in return. Just as Lot offered his own daughters to that ragin' mob'o idol worshipers. Yer gonna need to learn to provide comfort to more than one man, in the event it comes to pass."
"Gluk," Allison replied around his penis, though it was difficult to wholly concentrate on her father's lessons, as she was required to keep her eyes on the porno while Jim idly rubbed her twat with his thick fingers.
Allison was required to stay in this position, her father's arm cradling her head. Jim masturbated his cock with her head as Allison attempted to soak in the importance of using her mouth and anus, in concert, to prepare for the eventuality of pleasuring her future husband and his guests. Fortunately, she wasn't required to do much, other than keep her mouth tightly sealed around her father's cock while he gently rocked his hips and fucked his cockhead between her lips.
Jim continued to stimulate her cunny as he did this, keeping Allison wriggling and on the point of an orgasm, which he wouldn't let her have. She began to whine with need after an hour of this treatment. Sensing his own orgasm approaching, Jim picked up the pace on his daughter's aroused fuckhole, forcing her to orgasm at the same time that he released his jizz into her mouth. Allison trembled and bucked, her ass wiggling as she came, which made it hard to swallow the gift from her father's jerking penis, but she managed.
Jim continued to gently rub her cunt throughout the evening, though his cock never left her mouth. He continued the important lesson, while Allison continued to ingest the pornography, gently suckling at his soft cock. The pleasure of her submissive mouth around his cock did, after a time, cause it to harden again. As the night wore on, he was able to provide another gift to his daughter, ensuring that she reached her orgasm at the same time once more.
He felt it important that Allison receive positive reinforcement for drawing forth his seed, and to begin to associate her orgasms with this action. In the week of training, thus far, his girl was on the right track. Almost invariably she could orgasm from her spankings, now, as her mind had begun to pair the feeling of having her bottom slapped as a necessary step in achieving her own pleasure. The insertion and removal of the plug, too, occasionally resulted in an orgasm.
Following her second feeding, Allison was quite tired. The porno had been playing for nearly four hours and her father had had his penis in her mouth for that entire duration. Jim prepared his daughter for bed by putting the dildo gag back into her mouth, which had raised a bit of a ruckus from the girl.
"Daddy, my jaw is sore," Allison complained, "I don't want to wear the gag to bed."
"Yer just not used to having yer mouth full, darlin'. Once ya' wear the gag enough that jaw'll stop gettin' sore," Jim said.
"But it's weird. I don't like it!" Allison balked.
Shaking his head, Jim pulled the girl over his lap and issued a hard slap to Allison's cunt. The wet smack of his hand against her creamy twat made Allison screech and wiggle, but Jim put his hand firmly on her back and gave her a second swat. Allison cried and quickly said, "I'm sorry, Sir!"
"There, there, girl," Jim said, soothingly, "Yer just a notch feisty is all. It's good to have a li'l fire in ya'. Just can't be going around thinking a girl can make decisions for herself is all. Now open up and put the gag in, else you'll wear it to school tomorrow."
Allison complied, quickly, opening her mouth and allowing him to push the dildo gag into it.
"I'm sorry that I had to spank yer cunny," Jim said, "but we're doin' what needs to be done to secure yer future and what's right ain't always easy."
He pushed two of his thick fingers into Allison's twat and slowly pleasured it, while his other hand came down on her bottom. Allison groaned and kicked her legs, her bottom wiggling. Jim provided her obligatory bedtime spanking until Allison squealed and her pussy gushed on his fingers. Jim, then, rubbed her fuck button as he worked the plug back into her anus, ensuring that she came again once it popped into her bottom.
With his girl ready for bed, he lay with her, groping her breast as Allison tried to fall asleep with the uncomfortable gag in her mouth. While she drifted off, Jim cuddled closely with her, his hard penis between her legs. The length of her father's cock slipped, easily, back and forth between the wet lips of Allison's virgin pussy. The friction of his cock on her highly aroused little hole made it even harder to fall asleep, because Allison felt like she was going to cum again.



Her father's engorged cockhead kept bumping against her clit each time he sawed his cock through the soaking gash of her cunt lips, her small, stiff nipples pressed against his hand on her breast. Allison began to grind her cunny against his shaft, pushing her bottom back against his hips, trying to get one more cum before she fell asleep. Jim's bloated cockhead slipped into the entrance to her young pussy, and Allison came, the tight entrance to her fucktunnel gripping her father's crown as Jim, himself, ejaculated onto her warm, wet hole.
Her father made no comment about this as Allison shuddered and shook in his arms, her pussy lips parted around the head of his jerking cock. He simply held her and continued to pour forth a torrent of hot semen into the spasming entrance of the youngster's pleasure sheath. Finally, the flow of jizz stopped, but Jim continued to allow her cum-soaked pussy to cradle his cock lovingly. Allison lay panting in the darkness, gagged and plugged, as her father's cock softened between her lips.
Chapter Eight: A Splash O' Daddy's Cum
Allison was thankful that she did not have to wear the gag to school. However, two of her friends, Marybeth and Sue Ellen did have to wear dildo gags to school. The two blushing girls, sisters, were also adorned with painful little clamps on their braless nipples. Though they wore their uniform shirts over them, the devious little clamps were embarrassingly apparent through their white, button-up tops. Allison did attempt to ask if their father was tutoring them, as well, in the Godly ways of serving a future husband, but she received only unintelligible mumbling in reply.
Fearing that her father might also apply clamps to her nipples, Allison was silent about the incident when she returned home. Upon arriving home Allison was met by her father, who put her over his lap and removed her panties. Allison gritted her teeth through her necessary spanking, orgasmed loudly under her father's hand and his fingering of her twat, and then he removed the plug from her anus.
Before she could begin her homework, though, Allison was required to kneel before the rubber cock on the chair and suck on it, while her father rubbed her twat to another orgasm. Only then was she allowed to take the rubber cock into her bottom, in order to sit at the table and do her homework. Homework was quite difficult to concentrate on with her bottom stretched around the rubber toy and her shame leaking onto the chair, but Allison did manage to complete it.
While Jim fixed them dinner, he instructed her to rub her cunt and bounce her asshole on the toy, until she was able to orgasm. As she worked at it, vigorously fingering her little button, there came a knock at the door. Allison stopped rubbing, flushed.
"I'll get that. You just keep on goin' until you get yer cum," Jim instructed.
Allison did not want to fuck the cock with her bottom while there was someone at the door, but the memory of having her cunny spanked and the fear of disappointing her father, The Lord, and the memory of her mother soon overrode her shame. The shame was only right, and what's right ain't always easy, her father had said.
The visitor at the door turned out to be Mathias Jenkins from down the road. Allison could hear her father talking with him at the door, and then the sound of their voices coming toward the kitchen. She froze. Should she continue? Her father had instructed her to continue. Allison did not want Mathias Jenkins to see her rubbing her naked twat with a rubber cock in her ass, but her fear of the cunny spanking, and The Lord's disappointment, made her continue.
"I'm just in the midst'o dinner," Jim said to Mathias, as they entered the kitchen, "Stay and have a plate, if yer inclined, and I'll grab that wrench for ya' after."
"Obliged, Jim," Mathias said.
He paused at the sight of Allison fucking a rubber cock as she masturbated her cunt at the kitchen table, but only for a moment.
"This here's right and proper of you, Jim," Mathias said, nodding his head toward Allison.
"It'd be neighborly of ya'," Jim said, "If you'd cock the girl's mouth fer me while I finish dinner."
"Right neighborly'o you, too, Jim," Mathias said in thanks.
The man extracted his cock and then, to Allison's surprise, he pushed it into her mouth. Allison squealed and tried to pull away, but Mathias held her head firmly with his hands and masturbated himself with her face. Allison, impaled on the rubber cock, had nowhere to go.
"Settle yerself, girl," Jim said, pointing a wooden spoon at her, "Didn't we just cover this lesson last evenin'?"
Allison settled. Having Mathias' penis suddenly fill her mouth had been shocking, but her father was right, of course. She'd spent four hours learning about the value of sharing what a man has with his neighbor, while she suckled her father's penis. She mumbled an apology around her neighbor's cock and allowed him to use her face, while she commenced bouncing on the rubber cock and punishing her fuckhole with her hand.
***
Allison was made to eat her meal with the rubber cock up her ass and was not allowed to leave the table until she could successfully orgasm without stimulation to her twat. She was still at it after her father lent his wrench to Mathias Jenkins. When Jim pushed his penis into her mouth and applied gentle pressure to her breast, squeezing it and tugging on Allison's hard nipple, the orgasm came. Jim rewarded his daughter with a thorough tonguing of her cunt, but he did so in the living room as Allison lay atop him, watching the porno.
He positioned Allison in a 69 position and slowly fingered her tender young anus while he sucked at her cunt and Allison provided a daughterly sucking to his cock. This lesson continued until Allison orgasmed, with Jim's finger in her bottom and his semen coating her tongue. Allison swallowed his gift as she humped her young pussy against her daddy's mouth, riding his invading digit with her asshole, and then Jim continued the lesson until Allison was able to harden his cock once more.
Just as on the prior evening, Jim cuddled his daughter in bed, her anus plugged and the dildo gag in her mouth. Laying on her side, her father's large hand tightly adhering to her braless breast, Jim's cock once more began to saw back and forth between her legs. The hot pleasure of his cock length, slipping back and forth gently between her spread cunt lips made Allison's shame pour forth to coat his rod for an easy passage.
His daughter ground her ass back against him and moaned quietly around the gag while Jim pinched and tugged on her nipple, easing his hard inches back and forth, back and forth through the warm crease of her young sex. His fat, pulsing cockhead rubbed gently against her tiny button with each pass, making Allison squirm with need as her cunt honey smeared along his shaft.
Having deposited his cum into Allison's mouth, her father's cock had a great deal of endurance. Each time he felt her body shuddering with an approaching orgasm, though, he would stop his movement, resting his throbbing crown just inside of her entrance, where it would pulse between her splayed lips pleasurably, his daughter's warm folds hugging it with incestuous desire.
Once the girl had calmed, Jim resumed his slow thrusting, coating his cock with Allison's creamy daughter juice, playing with her hardened tit nub, the full roundness of her pliable, young breast encased by his palm.
Allison's body trembled with the need for an orgasm, the gentle but insistent friction of her father's hard cock making her moan and shake in his arms. Jim's own state was fast approaching, too, the welcoming lips of his girl's young cunny having invigorated his penis. He nestled his cockhead just into her warm sheath once more and discharged a hot splash of daddy cum into her. The first hard shot of his ejaculation pushed Allison's tortured young pussy over the edge, and she pushed back against his invading cock, the gripping entrance of her cunt squeezing tightly about her daddy's spurting head, while she mumbled around the gag and orgasmed.
Chapter Nine: Proper Bumfuckery
Through the next few days, the routine became the norm. Allison, upon returning from school, was made to fuck the rubber cock with her asshole while doing her homework, as well as through the evening meal. Without touching her cunt, she orgasmed as Jim put his cock into her mouth at the table. They would, then, retire to the living room. Here, Allison would watch the porno while hardening up her father's cock with her young mouth, as Jim devoured her virgin snatch.
Unlike that first night, though, he would lap at her juicy box while pushing the large rubber cock into her anus, ensuring that Allison orgasmed multiple times with the entirety of the toy in her rectum. It took only until the third night of this for the entire eight inches of the fat toy to fit wholly into his daughter's asshole. Each night, Jim would then cradle the girl, lovingly masturbating his cock with her pussy gash, fondling her breasts, and warming her cunt with a large discharge of his fatherly gift.
On the fourth night of this exercise, while Allison shook and wriggled with the need to orgasm, her father's cock sliding through her embarrassingly wet slit, Jim said, "You done real good taking that rubber cock, honey. It's about time you got a proper rogering from the real thing."
Allison moaned and humped his cock, desperate to cum.
"Yer gonna need to ask fer it, though. Do you think yer ready to have your bottom fucked?" Jim asked.
Allison shook her head, afraid of getting a real cock, her father's cock, pushed into her young anus.
"That's alright. Ain't no one gonna make you take it, lest you want to. Til you do, though, you ain't gettin' no more cums."
Allison whined and began to hump against him more vigorously. Jim withdrew his cock, making his daughter wiggle her hips needily. She could feel his hard, wet penis nestled between her butt cheeks, where it stayed as her father continued to palm her breast. Flushed with her desire to orgasm, Allison began to sob.
"Now, now, don't you go tearin' up. Remember what we talked about. A good man'll be mindful of yer pleasure, but it ain't some right that yer owed. There ain't no Second Amendment about a girl's right to cum."
He pushed his cock back between her legs and resumed stroking the length of it along her slit, until Allison panted around her dildo gag and whined, on the verge of an orgasm. Jim would not give it to her, instead pulling his cock out again and letting it rest between her cheeks, until the imminent pleasure began to fade. This action continued throughout the night and Allison slept very little, flushed and horny, unable to cum.
***
The following morning, after receiving her morning spanking, swallowing her father's gift, and then having the plug inserted into her anus, Jim introduced his daughter to her latest bit of training.
"What is that?" Allison said, looking at the weird leather and metal thing in her father's hand.
"This here's a chastity belt. Given that yer all worked up and ain't had no cum since last night, chances are yer gonna give in to temptation and go rubbin' yer cunny once yer at school."
Allison blushed, because she had been intending to do just that. She'd imagined hiding in a bathroom stall and quickly rubbing her cunny to an orgasm to get her release.
"No! I don't want that! Please!" Allison argued.
"Now you listen here," Jim said sternly, "Until you ask for a proper butt humpin' you ain't gettin' no cums. Since I can't watch ya' at school, yer getting put in the belt until ya' get home."
Allison, still, did not want a proper butt humping. She'd taken the big rubber cock into her anus, all the way, more than once this week, but the idea of having a real cock and a naked man pumping his length into her asshole made her afraid. She didn't want to do it.
"Don't make me spank yer cunny again," Jim warned.
Blushing, Allison complied, allowing her father to put the belt on her and lock it around her waist. Allison squealed with distress as the thing began to vibrate gently against her twat, increasing her arousal, but denying her relief.
***
Allison did not, at all, like wearing the belt. It was uncomfortable and embarrassing, even if no one else could see it. The vibrations kept her pussy so on edge that it was nearly impossible to concentrate on school. The addition of the large plug in her bottom only made it worse. Still, when she saw her two friends, Marybeth and Sue Ellen, with their clamped nipples, teary eyes, and dildo gags, she felt thankful that she wasn't humiliated in such a way.
When she returned home, the belt did not come off right away. Once she'd accepted another gift of semen from her father's cock, he helped her to remove the belt, and then observed her as she toileted and showered, which Allison found humiliating. Then, he put the belt back on.
The butt plug stayed in her anus as she did her homework, certain that it would be a mess. Jim, after dinner, pleasured his cock with her mouth. Allison's head in his lap, she watched the anal porn as the belt vibrated her twat, whining and sobbing with need while her father slowly pumped his cock into her mouth and occasionally jiggled the plug in her anus.
She wore the dildo gag again that night, but the belt stayed on, teasing her aroused fuckhole all night and keeping her awake. In the morning, Jim assisted her with her toileting and showering once more, this time joining her in the shower and washing her tits, cunt, and ass himself to ensure that she wasn't tempted to touch her sinful cunny.
***
By Sunday morning, Allison was so tired and horny, not having cum for three days while her cunny was mercilessly teased by the horrible, vibrating belt. Her father would not even allow her to achieve an orgasm from having the large rubber cock fucked into her asshole, ensuring that he stopped each time to keep her aroused, confused, and desperately horny.
The two of them attended church service, Allison wearing her dildo gag, butt plug and the belt. Allison spent the remainder of that day as she had so many others, recently, with Jim's fat cock in her mouth, watching the porno, and having her anus fucked by the rubber cock. By the time dinner ended, though, Allison crumbled. She needed to orgasm. The need was so great that nothing else mattered. It was impossible to think of anything but her cunny.
"Daddy," she said, after dinner, "I... I need a proper butt fucking. Please! Please, Sir, may I please have my cums?"
"If it's what ya' really want, we'll see ya' get it. Is that what you really want?"
"Yes! Please!" Allison begged.
***
Jim released her from the belt and brought her to the bathroom, where he observed her again, and then got her into the shower. Allison was not familiar with the term "enema," but she soon learned that it was a humiliating experience that she found disgusting, and it made her cry. Jim assured her, though, that it was right and proper to clean her out for a proper anal reaming. Once the process was complete, her father took her to her bedroom.
For quite some time, Jim sucked at his daughter's creaming hole, careful not to allow her to orgasm, which was not an easy feat given how worked up the girl was. Jim knew his way around a woman's pleasure, though, and made certain that Allison could never reach her peak. Once his daughter was bucking and flushed once more, Jim mounted her chest and spent a goodly while pumping his hard penis between her lips as he held her wrists in his hands.
Finally, Jim gauged it was time. He coated her well-trained butthole in the lube, and then spent several long minutes working the stuff into her anal passage with his fingers and the rubber cock. Allison wiggled and shook, moaning into the mattress with her need to cum, her mind utterly blank but for the want of that long-denied orgasm. At last, Jim judged her butthole ready to receive his fatherly erection.
He mounted his daughter and parted her rounded cheeks with his hands, admiring her puckered anus, the delicious hole that he'd come to love as much as the rest of her. This, he thought, was the culmination of those long weeks of work. His girl would go into the world, a proper woman, with a butthole ready for use by some unnamed future husband. That man, he knew, would one day shake his hand as he asked permission to take his daughter's ass in the blessing of marital union. Until that time, though, Jim would ensure that Allison's ass stayed ready.
Jim coated his cockshaft and placed the head of his dick at Allison's anus, cautiously inserting the spongy crown and giving an experimental push that parted her precious hole around his head. Allison groaned but she was used to this now, having taken the large, rubber cock with relative ease over the course of the last few weeks. Jim gave another push and her asshole opened up for him, enveloping the head of his penis and closing over its cap snugly, welcoming him in.
Allison's legs trembled at the intrusion, and she began to breathe heavily, her body shaking. Jim gave another nudge, working an inch of his length into her backdoor, the slick lube and her days of practice easing his passage into her anus. Allison's legs began to kick a bit as Jim fed more and more of his cock into her butthole, until half of his length had found its way into her rectum. Here he paused to allow her to adjust to the feel of a hard, throbbing shaft of real cockmeat.
He eased back an inch, then pushed forward, sliding his cock down the tunnel of her ass as her silky walls squeezed him tightly. Allison groaned under him, wiggling her bottom, her legs kicking. Another push sent five inches of his fatherly cock into her, leaving but two inches to go.
"That's real good, darlin'," Jim said soothingly.
A final slow thrust of his cock put the entire length of it into her tender backside, and then Jim's balls slapped lightly against her gushing cunny. Allison gave a long, guttural moan of pleasure at the feeling of the pulsing cock buried in her butt. Jim rested again, wholly taken with the warm, cozy grip of his daughter's anus massaging his penis. It had been far too long since he'd had the pleasure of a good butthole sucking at his cock and it was heavenly to feel it again.
Allison squirmed and wiggled, her legs trembling. Jim pulled his cock back an inch, and then pushed again, making his daughter groan into the mattress. His pace was slow and gentle as he repeated this, falling into a rhythm, holding Allison's arms to the bed as he began a slow, deliberate fucking of her teenage bottom. The long days of practice had done their work and, soon, Allison's adjusted anus was taking him with ease as she moaned and humped her ass back against him, breathing raggedly, sweating and panting her way toward her orgasm.
Jim increased his pace, just slightly, withdrawing more of his length on each stroke, ensuring that Allison began to feel the full, measured inches of his cock plundering her insides. With her father's cock to the balls in her contracting anus, Allison had her first analgasm on a real cock, grunting like an animal as the days of teasing finally found their release. She sobbed with relief as the pleasure finally consumed her mind, humping her father's penis, driving it into her asshole.
Jim, certain that the girl could take it, spread her legs further apart with his knees and commenced a proper rogering of his daughter's welcoming behind. His strokes were long and hard now, pushing Allison up the mattress by centimeters on each inward thrust, his daughter grunting and then orgasming violently around his prick, her entire body convulsing as his hard knob bumped at her insides and the length of his cock rubbed every inch of her ass shaft.



Her fourth orgasm finally milked the cum from her father's taut nutsack. Jim plunged the full length into her spasming, twitching bottom in a good, final thrust of fatherly butt-loving, coating his daughter's rectum in a hot wash of daddy cum that had Allison grunting and humping his penis, looking for another good cum for her own cunny. Sweating and huffing into the mattress, Allison lay prone as her father kept his softening cock in her ass.
He rested, gently pumping his softened cock in her, his cum filling her asshole, squishing wetly around the tightness of her cock-stuffed anus. The feel of his daughter's gripping, squeezing asshole was, in every way, like his Sarah's (God rest her soul) and as Jim's cock began to harden again, he knew that Allison's mother was looking down on his good work, feeling the pride at what a well-trained butt slut their girl was becoming. It had been a difficult thing, made no easier by going it alone, without the aid of a good woman, but Jim felt a sense of accomplishment.
He wouldn't feel pride in his work, for that would be sin, but he could feel a sense of rightness in his daughter's butthole, knowing that he'd done his Godly duty in preparing her for life as a fit and proper wife. As he resumed his reaming of her asshole, feeling the incessant humping of Allison's pliable, soft butt cheeks under his weight and the pleasurable groans of want for her father's penis, Jim lost himself in the feeling and considered the future.
He'd done the work, put in the effort and the time to make his girl a proper ass slut. It was only right that he reap the rewards of that work and the glory of burying his cockshaft in her eager teenage asshole. He considered, though, the long days ahead, the days in which Allison was gone and wed, when there would be no one in the home and no sons to carry on his name and his trade. Perhaps, he thought, as he pounded his new erection into Allison's squealing young body, there might be more wifely duties he could teach her.
The girl was of a prime age to begin breeding, after all. Jim considered this carefully as he recalled the heavenly warmth of Allison's creamy cunny lips, the blissful feel of her loving young entrance, where for many a night he'd nestled his glans to release his gift. All the work he'd put in, thus far, had made his daughter a respectable bumfucker. He surmised that with just a bit more training, and a blessing from Father Lincoln, that Allison could, indeed, bear him the sons that were so important to his legacy.
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Chapter Twelve: Cafe Cocksucker
Jenna arrived at Kara's home early in the morning, desperate to be unlocked and allowed to clean the sexy mess from between her legs, but even more so at the chance that she'd get to cum. As exhausted as she'd been from the previous day, it was incredibly difficult to get any meaningful rest when her cunt was always wet and yearning for attention, or when the belt would randomly shock her awake and drive her to the point of an orgasm that was, then, denied.
It would take some time for her body to come down, and then she'd fall into a fitful slumber until the process would repeat itself. Once, she'd given in and fucked her bottom with the stolen dildo until she'd cum, which gave her the mildest of reprieves. The resultant fuck-fog that she constantly lived with, combined with the lack of sleep and the effects of the Obsequium that she was, even now, guzzling down meant that her world had become a bleary haze-filled existence that held a dreamlike quality and little in the way of rational thought.
She figured that it was what they wanted. The more confused she felt, the easier she was to manipulate. She'd heard about the results of sleep deprivation on prisoners of war, once, in a history class, and thought that this must be something akin to that form of torture. It broke people down, made them unwilling to fight and easier to control.
Kara was on her the moment she came through the door, flushed and tugging her up the steps toward the bathroom, where she stripped herself and Jenna naked in a rush as the shower warmed. Her ferocity took Jenna by surprise, much like the previous evening.
"I'm so fucking hot!" Kara whined, unlocking Jenna's belt and ushering her into the shower, "I came so fucking hard from my ass this morning, but it's not enough. God, this was a hard week!"
Jenna held her keyholder at arm's length, watching the way the water sprayed and slid across her naked skin. Before the girl could attack her again, Jenna swiped up her inventory and quickly selected the key, then tapped the button to transfer it to Kara.
"I'm assuming you chose to rank up, instead of taking a key," Jenna said, as the key appeared in Kara's inventory, "so, I want you to have this."
Kara held the key, staring open-mouthed at Jenna under the falling water.
"I can't, Jenna. That's yours."
Jenna shook her head, saying, "I wouldn't have it, if it weren't for you. Please. You need it. And..." she bit her lip, looked away, then back, "and I want to do it to you, like you did for me."
Kara grinned at the blush in her cheeks. She took Jenna in her arms and said, "Thank you."
Jenna found herself wishing that Kara would kiss her again, and when she did, Jenna's body trembled as the heat of Kara's lips against her own sent pleasant pin-pricks of desire through her. Kara's hand went between her legs, cleaning her wet sex as their tongues toyed with one another. As Jenna let her hands roam over Kara's wet skin, she wondered if this meant she was a lesbian. Bisexual?
She'd been looking forward to having Kara touch her all morning, eager for the feeling of her warm, soft lips and her sexy touch. It was so different from the way Lucas had touched her the night before, so much more passionate and hungrier, sensual and exciting. Pleasing Lucas had been exciting in a dirty kind of way. Being with Kara also felt a little dirty, but it also felt right, where her blowjob for Lucas had felt dirty because it was wrong.
Kara pulled away from her and she watched her keyholder apply the key to herself. Some remote system unlocked the belt, and Jenna could hear the click of it echo off the shower walls. Kara let out a groan of relief and slipped out of the thing, tossing it onto the floor of the bathroom. 48 hours of freedom, Jenna thought, and then realized that she could hardly remember what that was like. Though it hadn't been that long, she felt as though the belt had been on her for her whole life.
"Touch me," Kara said softly, taking Jenna's hand and guiding it between her legs, then kissing her again.
The heat in Jenna's cunt only increased as she touched another girl's pussy for the first time, willingly cupping her shaved sex and exploring the wet folds with her fingers, gently, carefully. Kara moaned into her mouth, her week-long torture finally at an end. Within seconds she was pushing her cunt against Jenna's hand, whining into her mouth as they kissed, rubbing herself against Jenna's fingers until she quaked and pressed her naked body against Jenna's.
She grunted and came, splashing Jenna's fingers with sexy honey that slickened them. Jenna kept up her clumsy explorations, slipping her lubricated fingers into the other girl and playfully stirring her insides until Kara put her arms around Jenna's neck, kissed her hard and came again, gently biting her lip this time. Her eyes were misty and there was a more relaxed look on her face, though she was still flushed beneath the strings of dark, wet hair that clung to her cheeks.
"I need more of you," Kara panted, "Please."
Jenna nodded and shut off the water. Kara watched her body as they toweled off, her eyes smoldering, drinking her in, in a way that made Jenna blush. She felt like she should be ashamed of how wet and excited her pussy was, imagining how Kara might taste, but she wasn't. She wanted to know. She wanted to feel Kara's body move under her hands as she pleasured her with her tongue and lips, to hear her sexy little moans and cries of joy as Jenna brought her off.
Kara held her hand as they padded down the hall to Kara's room, locking themselves inside and then dropping the towels and belts to the floor, both of them fully nude together for the first time. There was no one, this time, making them do anything. This was real, and it made Jenna's heart swell. Jenna took a step toward her naked keyholder, but Kara held up a hand, causing Jenna to cock her head curiously.
"Do you have a Switch Hitter you can do?" Kara asked.
Jenna nodded, saying, "Yeah. But I don't want to do it for Edge. I... I want to do it for you."
She looked away shyly, cheeks flushed. It sounded silly, she thought, like something out of a lesbian love story. She felt Kara's hand on her cheek, gently turning her gaze to meet her own. There were small tears at the corners of her eyes and a tender upturn to the corners of her sexy mouth.
"I don't deserve you," Kara said, and kissed her softly, broke away, "I don't deserve you, but I'm glad I have you."
Eyes shining, Jenna tentatively kissed her back, brushing her wet hair from her face, saying more with the gesture than any word replied in kind. Kara's hand slid to the back of her neck, raising the little hairs on her skin at the lightness of the touch. Jenna's hands rested on her hips, her fingertips electric at the warmth and softness of this other person's body, the aroused heat of her nearly tangible as their bodies inched together, met, and then the transfer of heat sent a shower of pleasant sparks down Jenna's spine.
Kara pulled her to bed and lay back, tugging Jenna on top of her, kissing her hotly, their lips smacking and tongues intertwining as their hands slid gently over each other, exploring their curves. Jenna pulled away, looked Kara in the eye and said, "Thank you for the way you did it for me, when I was afraid."
Kara only nodded, and then Jenna slid lower, taking the girl's breast in her mouth and gently nipping at her hard nipple, sucking it between her lips and making Kara mewl. Her keyholder's hand toyed with her hair as Jenna used her other hand to continue exploring her body. She gave up the nipple and crept lower, until she was looking between Kara's parted legs. The shaven treasure she saw there was beautiful, she decided, and felt a small thrill run through her as she slid her hands up Kara's bare legs, leaned forward, and pressed the flat of her tongue against the other girl's excited slit.
Kara let out a breath and trembled at the feeling, her hand in Jenna's hair pressing gently, encouraging her to go further. Jenna could feel the caged desire in Kara's body, the week of suffering and the incessant teasing that she'd endured priming her for a release that she was, finally, going to get. Jenna tried to remember the way Kara had done this to her. She'd been in such a haze that she could only recall the way it made her feel. Memorizing the technique hadn't been high on her list of concerns at that moment.
She ran her tongue up and down Kara's slit, gathering the slick honey pouring from it onto her tongue, the taste of it setting off little fireworks of tingling pleasure on her taste buds. The girl's freshly washed pussy tasted amazing, Jenna thought, blushing at her own desire to continue, to learn how to do it well, and to please the other girl. She licked upwards, tickling Kara's engorged button with her tongue, flicking it gently back and forth, the way she did to herself with her fingers. Kara trembled, then hissed and her hips bucked sharply upward as her legs shook and she came against Jenna's mouth.
"Fuck, that's so good!" she whispered.
Exultant, Jenna continued, sucking at Kara's clit and running her hands up the girl's body, toying with her breasts as she pushed her toward another orgasm, the warm, wet feeling between her own legs spurring her on, the movement of Kara's body and the ragged breath from her mouth adding to the dizzying fuck-fog in Jenna's head. The tremors running through Kara's body were like a lash, urging Jenna on toward her goal. She wanted to give Kara this, to give it to her freely, out of her own desire.
"Fuck... fuck... fuck!" Kara said, over and over as Jenna licked and sucked at her trembling cunt, the girl practically riding her face in chaotic humps against her tongue. Kara's tummy was taut under her hand, the muscles tense and corded, and Jenna could feel her just on the edge of an incredible cum. She kept up her rhythm as best she could manage.
"Huh... huh..." Kara breathed, and then, "hmmm... Fuck!"
The girl's eyes rolled back in her head as her pleasure centers overloaded. Her hand in Jenna's hair was tight as she held her face against her spasming pussy.
"Gah! Fuck!" Kara cried again as she rode out her pleasure, the long-held release finally breaking through, consuming her Obsequium-filled body.
Jenna lapped at the pouring cream from her pussy, her own head light and foggy as she thrilled at being able to give Kara this pleasure. Some part of her mind compared the feeling to what she'd done for Lucas, and again it felt different. This wasn't for a challenge. This act was pure and right, accompanied by a sexy thrill at having done it for another girl, but so, so right. As Kara continued to buck against her sucking lips and squirming tongue, Jenna knew, with certainty, that she was going to do this again. She would do it a lot!
When her orgasm subsided, Kara pulled Jenna up to her and devoured her mouth, hot tears on her cheeks as she thanked her without words, caressing her excited body. For long minutes, they lay this way, mewling, kissing, stroking and cuddling together, until Kara slid between her legs and returned the favor, only minutes before she would be required to return her to the belt and the game.
As the lock on the belt clicked shut, there was some part of her that was silently grateful to Edge for the one good thing that it had brought into her life. For all the horror, the uncertainty, the teasing and the challenges, the game had brought her something that she might have otherwise missed. Kara. Had she never been roped into this ridiculous world, she'd have graduated, gone on with her life, and in time Kara would have been some memory, just another girl from high school that she'd done a project with in a science class. As they shared a conspiratorial grin, though, each of them flushed and well-fucked, she knew that Kara was much more than that now.
Kara made them breakfast, and they sat on her bed, giggling and chatting happily, as though their lives were normal, while they watched TV. For the first time since being forcibly inducted into Edge, Jenna felt human. There was still the invasive fog in her head, the hot feeling of arousal between her legs, the pervasive teasing from the belt, and the dizzying, seductive glow from the Obsequium she was drinking with her breakfast. Otherwise, she felt like a normal girl enjoying the first day of summer vacation with a friend.
The feeling, however, did not last long. Kara brought her out of her happy moment with a dose of reality, asking, "Have you decided on some challenges?"
Jenna swallowed her toast and set her plate aside.
"I've added some to the queue, but I was hoping you'd give me your opinion on what I should do. You're so good at combining them to get more than one done at a time," she explained.
"Yeah," Kara agreed, "Show me what you have. Maybe we have some of the same requirements. It might be fun to do some together, right?"
Jenna felt a wave of relief at the idea of not having to do them alone. She couldn't remember anything in the rules about teaming up being forbidden. In fact, she knew that at the higher levels, there were teams. One day, she might even be invited to one. She swiped up her challenges and instructed Erin, "Share my view with Kara."
Jenna's challenge screen appeared in Kara's Haloes, where she brought up her own and shared the side-by-side view. She browsed through the challenges Jenna had added to her queue, comparing them with her own.
"These are some good choices," Kara remarked, then smirked, adding, "You're feeling bold, huh? Haven't even been fucked and you're thinking about getting gang banged?"
Jenna colored, saying, "Well, there's a lot of potential rank in it."
Kara nodded, agreeing, and said, "I've got the same one, but my minimum requirement is six. You know, if we teamed up on this one, that would give you a triple rank up. You can add in Spread the Love, and Switch Hitter, and come out of it with some great extras. Oh, and we can get this one done, too!"
Kara tapped at another challenge.
Team Player: In concert with another player, submit a Halo recording of yourself providing sexual satisfaction to a minimum of six persons. Orgasms may be obtained through any chosen means. This challenge is not gender specific.
Reward choices:
-Cash prize of $2,500. Additional bonus cash prize of $250 per person serviced over the minimum requirement of six.
-Rank up. Additional bonus rank for each additional six persons serviced over the minimum requirement of six.
-One week freedom.
Bonus chance: Provide a live stream of the event for other players.
Bonus reward: Level Ten item choice.
Result of failure: 72 hours with Cum Bucket designation. Geolocation active. Available to all players.
Consolation prize: $500
"Since we're going to be doing six people anyway," Kara explained, "we may as well get another rank out of it. Shit! This will be great!"
Jenna wasn't sure that "great" was the proper adjective to describe being reluctantly gang banged by six strangers, but she did agree that the extra rank was important.
"Should I even ask where we're going to find six people to do this with?"
"Challenge pool," Kara said, adding the new challenge to both of their queues, then bringing up another screen.
The list contained hundreds of entries, each of them preceded by an acronym such as, "LFG," which Kara explained meant, "Looking for Group," or "LFS," which stood for, "Looking for Service."
She filtered out those looking for groups, then narrowed down those that were nearby. This left a handful of entries that were, "Looking for Service." Kara checked these and found two that she seemed satisfied with. The first was a group put together by a player, who also had eight friends hosting a party just off a local college campus. Kara checked his profile, noted his rank of thirteen, and checked his trust score. Jenna followed the process, taking mental notes. The guy had an average rating of close to five stars, some of the reviews from other girls stating that he'd been filthy, but he wasn't mean and kept his friends in line.
"I don't get it," Jenna said, "If the people with higher ranks can do whatever they want with us, why do they care about a trust score?"
"Well, think about it like this," Kara said, tapping and swiping to send a message to the player, "If you have a low score, sure, you can still go out and hunt down other players to do whatever you want with them, but there are lots of other girls out there that are actively seeking men to complete challenges with. Sure, there's girls that are into being treated like shit, but most of them aren't. They're like us. They didn't ask for this shit. They're trying to deal with it. Given the choice between someone you know is going to be a dick to you, or someone who will make the experience enjoyable, which do you choose? So, if you're a horny college boy, do you want to go out hunting for pussy, or do you want pussy actively looking for you?"
Jenna nodded, "Yeah. I guess that makes sense."
Kara sent her message. Within seconds an incoming call popped up in her Haloes. She answered and the ghostly avatar of a young man wearing a polo shirt and khaki pants appeared in Kara's room.
"Hey, girls," the avatar said, "Thanks for the message. You're looking to get some challenges done?"
Kara nodded and Jenna assumed the man could see her avatar on his end.
"We need no less than six people, any gender," Kara explained.
Despite all the weirdness that Edge had thrust into her life, hearing Kara talk so casually with a strange man about arranging a gang bang bordered on ludicrous. The man's avatar grinned.
"I have myself and eight friends, all guys, tonight. They're all gonna be eager to fuck, and they're gonna want it dirty. Don't worry, though, it's not our first rodeo. They'll behave, and if you have ground rules, like no cum swallowing or you don't do anal, they'll respect it. Just let me know what you need to get your challenges done, and I'll make it happen."
Jenna listened to Kara and the man work out the details, then lost the thread of the conversation as the belt worked her into a lustful frenzy that had made her need to lie back on the bed in a fit of moaning that had Kara glancing at her sidelong, face flushed. The intensity of the cunt teasing left her panting and sweating on Kara's sheets. The absurd fact that this was fairly routine and normal was not lost on her as she recovered.
"You okay?" Kara asked, closing the call.
"Yeah," Jenna answered, rubbing at her locked cunt.
"I can't unlock you again today," Kara said, "but if you need to cum again..."
Forty minutes later, having successfully orgasmed twice from having her asshole fucked with one of Kara's toys, Jenna sipped a new bottle of Obsequium as she sat in the passenger seat of Kara's car. Her keyholder pulled into a parking space at a nearby cafe, where they ordered breakfast. Though her head was warm and foggy, Jenna felt about as normal as she was able, chatting over coffee and pancakes. As she was finishing her food, though, a man suddenly stopped at their table. The two of them looked up at him. A glowing nameplate floated over his head, showing a rank of fifteen and a username of, Lixit.



Jenna paled, and Kara set down her fork with a small sigh as the man grinned down at them maliciously.
"Ladies," he said, "My, my. What good fortune to find two sluts together at just such a time as I was thinking about how nice a good dick sucking would feel."
Jenna looked about the restaurant, but no one was paying them any attention, the clatter of plates and glasses masking their conversation.
"I live just across the street. Come with me," he instructed, "I'll get your bill."
"How gracious," Kara said flatly.
The man picked up their ticket, went to the counter and paid it, and then came back, tossing down a small wad of cash on the table for the tip. Kara just shrugged at Jenna's look of disbelief. Obviously, this was not the first time that Kara had been picked up in public for use by a higher-ranking player. They followed the man out of the cafe, wordlessly, and across the street to a little duplex. He let them in and closed the door behind them. He motioned for them to follow him into the living room, where he shrugged down his pants.
"On your knees, sluts," he instructed.
Kara immediately complied, and tugged Jenna's hand. She followed suit, her head spinning at the fact that she was about to suck off a complete stranger.
"Don't worry, newbie," he said to Jenna, "it's good practice. Pretty little cock sucker like you, you're gonna get a lot of use."
The man shucked off his boxers, freeing his engorged prick and stepping forward, bringing the hot tool an inch from Jenna's quivering lips.
"Open up, baby," Kara said hotly, "Let the nice man push his cock between your sexy lips."
The man smiled at her dirty words, saying, "Now that's nice. Your friend here knows what she's doing."
Jenna parted her lips, allowing the strange man to rest his cocktip on them. She snaked out her tongue and licked at the tip, her eyes looking upward as Kara fondled his balls with her hand. She guided the head of his cock into Jenna's mouth.
"Good girl," Kara said, "Just wrap those wet lips around it. Get lots of practice, baby. You're going to need it for tonight."
Jenna groaned around the man's cock, her body giving a small shake as she thought about the coming evening. Nine men were going to use her and Kara together. Two days ago, she'd never even touched a penis, and today she was going to take at least ten. Her sex-addled mind barely registered this as wrong, though. Her whole body was so warm and tingling with pleasant feelings that as the man pushed the length of his cock into her mouth, she felt a trickle of cunt honey leak through her belt.
Kara groped her tits through her top, kneading them gently, while the man slowly fucked his hard prick along the length of her squirming tongue. He gave satisfied little grunts as his pumping hips worked his shaft back and forth, working up a thick lather of saliva in Jenna's mouth.
"You're a natural cock slut, bitch," the man said, "the fuckin' eyes on you."
"That's so good, baby," Kara whispered and kissed her neck, "keep looking at him. They love to see your sexy eyes showing them how much you love cock."
The man pulled his wet penis from her mouth and fed it to Kara, who opened up with enthusiasm and swallowed it to the base, holding the length of it in her throat, making wet, squelching sounds around it as the thick tube plugged her airway. Jenna wiped spit from her mouth with the back of her hand and watched her keyholder gently grope the man's heavy testicles, rolling them in her hand. Kara bobbed her head and Jenna could see her tongue working around the throbbing stalk.
The man reached for Jenna's head and guided it toward his nuts. Jenna played her tongue around his balls for him as Kara continued sucking, slurping loudly and moaning around his cock.
"Such a sweet little dick sucker," the man said, then extracted his tool and pushed it back in Jenna's mouth.
Kara licked her lips, her eyes misty as Jenna looked first at her, and then back up to the man. She felt Kara's hand on the back of her head, gently urging her to fit more of the stranger's penis into her mouth. Jenna allowed her friend to push, forcing more of the rigid length in, until she felt the flared head bump the back of her throat. She heaved at the unfamiliar feeling, but Kara held her firmly in place as she choked, coughed spit around the man's cock, and inhaled through her nose.
"Can you feel it, baby?" Kara asked, "Can you feel that dick aching to cum?"
"Hmm!" Jenna hummed. Just like Lucas, she could feel the dick in her mouth quivering, jerking on her tongue, and she knew he was going to cum.
"Are you gonna feed the slut your cum?" Kara asked the man, "Do you want to paint her sexy face with it?"
"Fuck yeah," the man said softly.
He jerked his cock free of Jenna's mouth, long ropes of saliva trailing from his wet cock head to her lips. He stroked the mess along his shaft, inches from Jenna's teary eyes, and then gave a groan as hot bursts of jizz shot forth and struck Jenna between the eyes, making her flinch. Another blast caked her tongue, and then a third coated her upper lip. The man wiped the last few drops onto her tongue. Kara turned Jenna toward her and licked the globs of cum from between her eyes, then kissed her, sucking the man's reward from her tongue as she groped her breasts roughly.
Jenna's pussy positively ached at the naughty treatment. She couldn't understand why this turned her on so much. Was this just the effects of the fuck haze she lived in, or was there something inside of herself that actually enjoyed this? In either case, the feel of Kara's tongue in her mouth, her warm lips, and her hands on her body had her body on edge and wanting more.
The man sat back on the couch, idly fingering his soft cock as he watched the two of them making out on their knees. Once Kara was satisfied that the entirety of the jizz was taken care of, she helped Jenna to her feet. A new review appeared in her Haloes, making her feel like a used slut, which on reflection, she was.
Chapter Thirteen: The Gang's All Here
The ever-present haze of arousal in her head could not repress the feeling of disbelief Jenna felt as Kara drove them across town later that same evening. Nine men were going to initiate her into the world of raunchy sex, and she was going to do it alongside another girl, who had just unlocked her from a chastity belt that constantly edged her. She was, also, on a near orgasmic high from guzzling down some kind of mystery drink filled with God only knew what. Perhaps the strangest thing, though, was that she was excited about it. Scared, yes, but the feeling of unease was secondary to the imagined pleasure her body would be receiving.
On some rational level (as much as rational meant anything in this state) she understood that the excitement was partially artificial, induced by the Obsequium and lusty fog that living on the cusp of an unattainable orgasm produced. There was another part, though, that was coming to enjoy the sexy feelings created by her confined pussy and the addictive warmth of Obsequium.
Some of that was, also, Kara. Having sex with another girl was something that she absolutely enjoyed, and there was nothing artificial about that. When she glanced sidelong at her keyholder, her eyes tracing the barely concealed curves of her body, and the memory of that body hot and naked against her own, she immediately grew even wetter and more excited than usual.
Not only had she developed this strange feeling of attachment and caring for Kara, but when the girl was there with her, as Jenna did things with men, she had this confusing, seductive, and filthy way of making Jenna feel like what she was doing was right and good.
When the strange man had used his rank to coerce them into sucking his cock, Kara's dirty prattle had made Jenna want to pleasure him. Her naughty words, the feelings they created while the man had pumped his length between her sealed lips, seemed to awaken some, previously unknown, desire in her to want to perform the lustful act. It had been the same with Lucas. Whatever it was that Kara did to her, Jenna knew that she liked that, too, and that it was not something artificial. It was her inner slut.
Kara pulled the car into an off-campus home as evening approached. The warm, night air tickled Jenna's bare pussy beneath the ridiculously small skirt she wore, and the sense of freedom from the belt felt incredible. Kara held her hand comfortingly as they strode up the walkway to the place, where the door opened before they could knock.
The player Kara had been in contact with stood in the doorway, a wide and welcoming smile on his handsome face. He should be smiling, Jenna thought. He had two very wet and eager sluts, driven by the intense need to cum, and ready to take on a group of his horny friends for the chance at orgasms and virtual rewards. What a fucking life.
As he ushered them in, Jenna noted a rank and nameplate hovering over him in her Haloes. Rank thirteen. His username read, NoCreeperz.
"Don't worry, girls," the man said, "You're in good hands. None of that dick shit like those WAT fuckers here."
"WAT?" Jenna asked, looking at Kara. It was the second time she'd heard the acronym, now.
"Women are Things," Kara said, "Total misogynistic pieces of shit. They don't care about trust score. They just live to hunt. They stay within the rules, but just."
"Assholes," the man agreed, then added, "You can call me Justin. None of these dudes are on Edge, but I get them so much free pussy that they don't dare step out of line."
Free pussy, Jenna thought. She was a free pussy. Her free pussy was very wet. She sipped from her bottle of Obsequium, the pleasant tingles sparking across her body as they followed Justin down the hallway and into a large living area. Eight of Justin's friends sat on the two long couches, watching a basketball game. In the center of the room, they'd placed a queen-sized bed. Jenna's heart raced at the sight of it, the situation becoming very real as every man in the room turned to look at the two girls who were about to service them.
Jenna noticed, then, that there was a third girl, who stood in the corner of the room shaking. The girl, also, had a nameplate over her head, showing a rank of one and a player number. Jenna looked at Kara, nodded toward the girl, and Kara shrugged.
Another girl looking to complete her challenge, she guessed. The girl looked terrified. As Justin led Kara toward the men, making introductions, Jenna found herself drifting away toward the girl. She reached out, touched the girl's arm, and she flinched back. When she looked at Jenna, her eyes were red and puffy.
"Hey," Jenna said kindly, "You okay?"
The girl glanced at the group of men, swallowed hard and said, "Yeah. It's just... I've never done something like this."
Jenna nodded, "Me either," she said, "How long has it been since they got you?"
"A week," the girl replied.
"You did enough to rank up a level. What did you do?"
"I..."
"It's okay," Jenna reassured her, "We all did things we didn't think we could."
"I sucked my brother's cock," the girl said, blushing.
Jenna only nodded, then asked, "I know that it's tough. You can't avoid it forever, but if you don't want to do this tonight, you don't have to."
The girl shook her head, "If I don't, it will be worse. The failure penalty..."
She trailed off, and Jenna nodded, understanding. A week of enforced denial, plus Cum Bucket designation and Free Use, not to mention the monetary loss. Yes, this was not a challenge to fail.
"Can you afford to lose $250?" Jenna asked.
"What?"
"If that was the only penalty, could you do it?"
The girl nodded hopefully. Jenna swiped up her inventory and grabbed the Hall Pass. She flicked it toward the girl, who caught the item and read the description.
"Are you serious?" the girl asked, disbelief written all over her face.
"You can have it, if you don't want to do this."
"You... you mean it?" she asked.
Jenna nodded.
"I thought I could do it," she said, "I really thought I could. That many of them, though. I can't!"
"Use the pass," Jenna said, "and if you need help on the next one, maybe we can team up. It's not as scary when you have someone else."
She flicked her eyes to Kara, who was watching her as the men began to pull off their shirts all around her. The girl followed her eyes, then snapped them back. She threw her arms around Jenna and sobbed into her chest, smearing her top with tears and mascara. Jenna stroked her back for a moment, and then the girl broke away.
"Who are you?" she asked.
"I'm Jenna," she replied.
"You're some kind of fucking angel," the girl said, and Jenna watched her activate the hall pass. A wave of golden light flowed over her, and then the girl said, "My name's Jess. Thank you!"
She quickly fled the room and Jenna whispered softly, "Erin, start a Halo recording and initiate all current challenges. The red recording light winked in and Jenna rejoined Kara in the circle of half-naked strangers.
"What was that about?" Kara asked.
"She just got a Hall Pass," Jenna explained.
Kara nodded and flashed a warm smile.
"Looks like we have a chicken," one of the men said, watching the girl depart with a chuckle.
The other men joined in. Justin did not. He raised an eyebrow at Jenna and gave a slight nod of approval.
"A willing slut is the best slut," he said, "Tears aren't sexy."
The other men nodded agreement, and then Kara stripped off her shirt and threw it aside. A cheer went up and someone turned on a stereo, blaring a hard, thumping, deep house bass beat that had Kara raising her arms and rocking her hips as she shook her hair wildly and ground her ass against Justin's crotch. Jenna couldn't help but smile as something in the music ignited a primal feeling of enjoyment that began to drive back the worry. She felt a grin across her face as she watched Kara lean back into Justin's chest, losing herself in the thumping beat as her arms encircled his neck.
Someone slid their arms around Jenna's waist, a pair of warm hands grasping the hem of her top and tugging it up. Jenna raised her arms and allowed the stranger to strip off her top, swaying her hips in time to the beat as she watched Justin and Kara swapping tongues. A hot little feeling of... jealousy, she guessed, hit her unexpectedly, which was confusing and oddly arousing at the same time. She tugged the man, who was now groping her bare tits, along with her and closed the distance between herself and Kara.
Surprising herself, she placed her hand behind Kara's neck and drew her in, kissing her roughly, plunging her tongue into the other girl's mouth as the men hollered their approval. Justin pawed at Kara's breasts as the stranger behind her groped Jenna's, his mauling hands making Jenna grunt into Kara's mouth. They broke apart and Kara's eyes were dancing with wicked enjoyment. Jenna found herself feeling the same way. In her Halo vision, she saw a timer keeping a measure of the elapsed time.
The two girls spun around, and together they sank to their knees, backs together, and tugged down their current partner's shorts. Two hard dicks sprang free, and they went to work. Jenna looked up at yet another strange man and sealed her warm lips around his cock, making him groan and sending a shiver of perverse pleasure down her spine. Just under the thumping bass she could hear Kara behind her, slobbering hungrily on Justin's length.
Two men appeared to either side of Jenna, while two more surrounded Kara. Her head wheeling, Jenna found herself stroking two naked cocks while the third slowly pumped his shaft along her tongue.
"Those sexy fuckin' eyes," the man in her mouth said, gasping, "damn I could do this all fucking day!"
Jenna pulled her mouth from his tool and placed it over the cock in her right hand, switching her attention and stroking her saliva into the first man's jerking penis. The sounds of pleasurable groans just behind her indicated that Kara seemed to be doing the same. Jenna switched to the next man, who forcefully plunged his length into her mouth in his excitement, causing her to sputter and expel a wave of hot spit that dripped onto her hard nipples.
One of the men stepped away from her and was replaced by one of the others who had been standing on the sidelines. As Jenna pleasured the cock in her mouth with her squirming tongue, looking up into the man's eyes, she felt his penis jerk. He gasped, groaned, said, "Fuck! Those goddamn eyes of yours! Fucking... cumming!"
He released a hard shot of cum into her mouth, which Jenna swallowed, and then another. Muttering to himself, he stepped back to watch as another man took his place. Behind her, she heard the sound of another of the men cumming into Kara's well-trained suck hole, and then she squealed in surprise and said, "Oh, shit! Fucking shoot it all over me!"
Jenna quickly inhaled another throbbing meat stick, the entirety of her world becoming a rotation of stroke, suck, repeat, while the intense heat from her cunt and the rain of filthy words hurled down on her drove her fuck-fog-filled mind into a dark hole of depravity, where there was nothing but cock after cock. She wanted, so badly, to reach between her legs and frig herself to an orgasm, but her hands were still stroking as the men took turns using her mouth.
Her knees were sore by the time the men lifted her onto the bed, putting her on her back next to Kara. Her keyholder found her mouth, sucking at her tongue, smacking her lips, sharing the nasty reward she'd extracted from a few of those with less stamina. She could tell by the wild and misty look in Kara's eyes that she was on the same lustful high, the need for pleasure having overridden rational thought. She was on autopilot, consumed by the desire to cum.
Jenna barely noticed as the first of the men spread her legs. She had her tongue in Kara's mouth and someone was groping her tits, tugging at her hard nubs in a way that made her body jerk delightfully. She squealed into Kara's mouth, and Kara into hers as they were each given their first cock of the night between their legs.
Through the haze, Jenna managed to break away from the kiss and peer down at her pussy, where a man she'd never met pushed his very lengthy penis into it. At some point she'd begun chaotically masturbating herself and wondered when it had happened.
"Your first fuck," Kara hissed in her ear, but then someone turned her face away and pushed a dick into her mouth. Jenna had time only enough to gasp at the realization before her own mouth was similarly filled and her tits were being groped roughly by the man plowing his eager cock into her very wet and excited cunt. The wonderland of debauchery caused her well-teased body to suddenly explode with a long-denied orgasm that had her humping against the fat cock inside of her, moaning around the dick in her mouth as her back arched off the bed.
The man fucking into her now held her hips and gave her several hard thrusts before pulling his cock out of her gripping pussy and blasting her with cum. The hot jets of semen coated her skirt, which was bunched around her waist, while the follow up spurt hit her belly. She heard herself, as though from far away, tittering with some wild sense of perverse joy at the feel of the hot seed on her skin, the odd feeling of success at making this strange man cum. Someone else took his place, and Jenna locked her legs around this newcomer as he fed his hard cock into her.
Next to her, Kara's new partner put her on her knees, and then her tongue was probing Jenna's mouth again in a fiery lip lock as the man took her from behind, one hand gripping her hip and the other giving her upturned ass a hard slap that made her grunt into Jenna's mouth. Someone pulled Kara's head up and Jenna watched him slide his slick pole into her mouth. Jenna reached out and used one hand to play with Kara's dangling breast, while her other fondled and squeezed this stranger's balls as he thrust his cock between Kara's lips.



Her legs wrapped tightly to the waist of her second fucker, Jenna came again tossing her head back as she squeezed Kara's tit roughly, making her moan and sending pleasant vibrations along the cock shaft in her mouth. This seemed to set the man off, and Jenna felt hot drool spatter her face as the man pulled his slimy cock from her and it erupted, splattering Jenna's forehead in cock cream.
Kara began to lick up the sexy mess, running her tongue along Jenna's sweaty skin and gathering up the jizz in a filthy display that made the man fucking her shout, "Fuck that's nasty!" and attempt to pull his dick free of her. Jenna was too far gone, though. She was at the precipice of another hard cum and she was determined to have it.
She kept her legs tightly locked on the stranger as she felt his cock jerking and writhing like it was alive inside of her. The feel of hot, hard jets of cum pasting her pussy walls gave her what she needed, and her body shook with an intense pleasure that had her thrashing her head from side to side as Kara joined her. Her friend's exultant, drawn-out moan was just another delightfully disgusting sound that mingled with the pumping bass beat, the sounds of wet slapping flesh and the deep male groans of satisfaction as this group of complete strangers used their bodies to satisfy their lust.
Jenna finally released her leg lock as the man's penis began to soften, but then a third man slid into her well-lubricated sheath with a forceful thrust that immediately made her cum again, imagining what she must look like. She could feel the sweat on her body, the drying cum on her belly and Kara's sticky saliva on her forehead.
She moaned loudly and another dick filled her mouth, while this latest man's hand gripped the back of her head and he began to thrust his angry prick between her lips so roughly that she choked and sputtered around it, sending specks of spittle flying out on each inward thrust.
The man between her legs hammered her into submission, folding her legs back and gripping her behind her knees, pounding her pliant young body into another body-wracking orgasm that had her legs quaking in his grip. Next to her, she heard Kara's loud, "Huh! Huh! Huh!" as she was bounced up and down on someone's lap, and then the cries were cut off as another man filled her mouth with cock.
Jenna swallowed a huge wad of creamy jizz, her jaws sore from the repeated violation of her mouth, but it was a losing battle against the seemingly unending flow of semen that this latest man was pouring into her over-full mouth. The gooey froth spilled from the corners of her mouth, leaking onto the ruin of the bed sheets as the man in her pussy continued to lay into her with long strokes of his bloated cock. She looked up into his face, had no idea who he was, and for some reason that made her cum again.
"Fuck me... fuck me... fuck me..." she breathed, over and over as the man battered her gripping pussy and she clung to his taut arms with a grip hard enough to make him cry out, just before he blasted her insides with another load of ball batter.
The next man stepped up before Jenna had a chance to catch her breath, and he flipped her over onto her stomach, then plunged his cock into her and placed his legs over hers, trapping them in a nasty prone bone that made her squeal at the new position. Her legs flailed uselessly, quaking as this new pleasure ramped her excitement up toward another building orgasm.
"Fuck... oh fuck! My fucking ass!" Kara cried, and one of the men chuckled.
"I knew you could take two cocks, you little DP slut," she heard Justin say, and then Kara gagged as, presumably, a third cock was inserted into her mouth.
The feel of a man's heavy body covering her, his thick cock driven so deeply into her prone body, the helpless feeling of being trapped underneath his weight, sent Jenna's body into a convulsive shudder that made her moan loudly into the sheets, her breath coming in ragged gasps as she bucked and came. She slumped, exhausted as the feel of another hot coating of cum filled her pussy, and then the weight on her body disappeared, only to be replaced by another as the cycle repeated itself.
The timer in her Haloes showed her that over an hour had passed. The challenge was complete. She'd made at least six of the men orgasm and she was well on her way to a seventh. She couldn't see Kara but she could hear her groaning, occasionally grunting out for more fucking, more cock, more cum, apparently still going strong. Jenna's mind still felt tunneled on the overwhelming pleasure from between her legs. She was tired, but she felt as though she could just keep taking more, her body on a total high and ready to cum again.
By the time Jenna stumbled into an upstairs shower with Kara, her elapsed time showed just over three hours and she felt as though someone had driven a truck between her legs. Though she hadn't kept count, she imagined that she'd had more orgasms tonight than in the last month of her life. It had certainly been more than in the last two weeks. Strangely enough, the Obsequium still had her aching for another one, though her sore pussy vehemently disagreed with the notion.
Kara spent a long while with her under the hot spray of the shower, cleaning her body and trading sexy kisses as they touched. Neither of them spoke about what had happened, both of them seemingly in a post-orgasmic trance that wouldn't allow them to process the actual events tonight.
Once they were cleaned and dressed, Justin showed them out with a brief thanks. They staggered to Kara's car, where new trust score ratings appeared in their Haloes from Justin. They took a moment to reciprocate, and then Kara drove them to her home in silence. Jenna rested her head against the window, barely able to keep her eyes open. She hoped that Kara didn't fall asleep at the wheel, but when she gave her a glance, her keyholder seemed peppy, grinning like a fool.
In the safety of Kara's bedroom, Jenna's pussy was once more locked away.
"You should stay here tonight," Kara said as the lock clicked shut, "You don't look like you're in a state to drive."
Jenna could only nod her agreement, her eyelids feeling like lead.
"Are you... okay?" Kara asked, stroking her hair back.
"Yeah," was the only response Jenna could muster.
Kara took her to the bed, where Jenna immediately fell asleep with the girl's naked body pressed against her, arms encircling her, and her hand resting on her breast.
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Author's note: I have never tried a slutwife story, or posted in this category before, so this is untested ground for all of us. Hope you enjoy it!
Katrina had tried it all. Before her marriage, she'd visited a hypnotherapist, who assured her that her oral fixation and need to suck cocks was curable within an hour session. At the conclusion of the hour, she'd found herself on her knees with the man's rigid cock pouring semen down her throat. This same event repeated itself with the successive four hypnotherapists she tried, leading her to conclude that they were either very bad at their job, or that they just had no intention of removing a willing blowjob slut from the general population.
Katrina purchased self-help courses, those that claimed that overcoming any addiction was just a matter of brain training. After two weeks of listening to the course and watching the videos, she was still sucking cock at least eight times a week. The further nine courses she purchased and three seminars she'd attended only led to yet more hard cock in her mouth.
For three months, she'd made weekly appointments with a behavioral psychologist, discussing in depth her overwhelming need to have a throbbing log of cockmeat in her mouth and throat. The only thing that she'd gotten from those three months was a second oral fixation for licking her therapist's aroused pussy. Katrina had no lesbian tendencies and couldn't understand how burying her face in the woman's crotch and tongue fucking her to an orgasm turned her on so much, but the upside was that she no longer had to pay for her appointments with money.
Her husband, Will, had always known of his wife's addiction to having her airway plugged by cock. From their first date and all the way through to their marriage, Will had been the enthusiastic recipient of Katrina's innate need to suck and swallow. The daily, sometimes twice or thrice daily, sloppy, cock worshipping blowjobs of his bride to be practically ensured that Will never had a hardon for anyone else. In fact, masturbation or even the thought of it became a distant memory as, over the months they dated, Will could pull his cock out at any time, in any location, and push it into Katrina's mouth. There was no argument, never a protest. Katrina simply went at his cock with gusto, sucking and slurping, until she'd been fed.
Naturally, one might assume that for any man, this sort of arrangement, this willingness and devotion to oral pleasure from his wife would be akin to something heavenly. However, Katrina's manic need to suck cock did create problems. The first of these was that Will wanted to fuck his wife. Katrina, though, found it difficult to orgasm or really get much pleasure from traditional intercourse.
Without a hefty dick plowing her suckhole and a hand on her head, Katrina just couldn't cum. This, inevitably, ended with Will feeling as though he was a selfish lover when he'd fuck Katrina's pussy, as he could tell that she really wasn't into it. Katrina, to her credit, assured him that this was not the case, eagerly sucking on his spent cock until it was hard again, and then masturbating herself to an orgasm while she sucked him.
The second problem was that Will, as time went on, found it more difficult to get his dick hard for sex. It wasn't that he didn't want the sex. It was more to do with the fact that his wife was constantly draining his cock with her mouth, usually two to three times in a day. Each morning, he'd awaken to Katrina suckling lovingly on his cock. He had no complaints about this, as it was an excellent way to be awakened. He'd grasp her hair firmly in his hand and use his wife's mouth to masturbate his cock, ensuring that both of them orgasmed delightfully to start their day.
Upon arriving home, Katrina would immediately begin throating his penis with vigor, unable to control herself. She'd stare up at him wildly as she sucked and sucked, cradling his balls as Will placed his hand firmly on her head and pasted her tongue with cum. If he was too tired or unable to perform, Katrina would assure him it was okay, but he could feel the disappointment in her and she'd be quite bitchy the entire evening, like a junkie in need of her fix. His wife would, then, need to be fed once more before bedtime.
Over the months of their marriage, Katrina had tried everything from therapy to self-help courses. She'd purchased fake cocks to suck on, lifelike toys that dispensed artificial cum, even a dildo gag that she could wear to keep her mouth filled. Gum. Lozenges. Nothing had the slightest effect on Katrina's lust for sucking hard, jerking, hot, veiny cocks until they plastered her mouth and throat.
Such was Katrina's addiction to man flesh using her lips, mouth and tongue for pleasure, that Katrina now found herself contemplating the unthinkable. Will was out of town for a work conference for an entire week. The first day of his absence, Katrina had been able to endure it by using the fake cock. She'd suction cupped the toy to the shower wall and throated it wildly in the morning, until it dispensed its gooey ejaculate.
It had been alright, but it hadn't been satisfying. The fake cock couldn't grab her hair and shove itself into her mouth. It couldn't call her a cocksucker or a cumslut. By the end of the first day, she'd used it four times and even done so with a vibrating toy in her cunt to see if that would help.
On the second day, she got more creative. Katrina downloaded an audio track of a man with a deep baritone voice, like Will's, and played it in her headphones as she blindfolded herself and went to work on the fake cock. The added stimulation, the voice in her ears telling her she was good, that she was a cumslut, a cocksucker, was a nice touch. But it wasn't a real dick, and it wasn't real cum. It wasn't a real man, and it couldn't manhandle her head into forceful submission.
By the third day, Katrina was anxious and snappy. She was performing poorly at work and had taken more than a few breaks to masturbate to rough blowjob porn in the toilets. This, though, only made her angrier that she had no one to fuck her face and feed her sperm. She couldn't even orgasm from the porn, which left her even more horny, frustrated, and upset.
When Will called that night, she'd snapped and yelled at him over the length of the grass on the lawn, and then for not fixing a broken drawer handle in the kitchen. After her tirade, she apologized, aware that she'd been a cunt for no good reason.
"I just really miss you," she said, "and I need to suck cock so bad."
"Just three more days, babe," Will soothed her, "Three more days and you can suck it all you want, alright? I really miss your sexy mouth, too."
The fourth day was unbearable. Katrina left work early, feigning illness, desperate for a dick to pump her suckhole. She wasn't thinking clearly. She booked an emergency appointment with her therapist, who cleared her calendar for Katrina to come in.
Upon arriving in the office, sweaty and flushed, the therapist locked the door and removed her panties from under her skirt. She gently eased Katrina to her knees in front of her, then sat back in her overlarge chair and pushed the married woman's face into her warm cunt.
"This is ruining your life, Katrina," the woman said, gripping Katrina's hair in her fist and grinding her fuckbox on her tongue, "Maybe it's time that you talked to Will about more desperate measures."
"Mph hnd m mshs?" Katrina asked.
"You're familiar with open marriages? Kink play?"
"Yth," Katrina mumbled into her cunt.
"Have you ever talked with Will about bringing another man into the bedroom?"
"Mm mm."
"Obviously, you'd have to talk about boundaries. This can't go on, though. In order for your relationship to work, you're going to have to have some kind of agreement. Every relationship is a give and take. Will wants to fuck your pussy. He loves you and he wants you to... yes, right there... fuck... he wants you to... mmm... to enjoy it."
"Hmm," Katrina agreed.
"You just don't enjoy sex without a cock fucking your mouth, which means you need more than one cock. It's not a perfect solution... Oh, God... Fuck!"
Pressing Katrina's talented mouth hard into her cunt, the therapist moaned and orgasmed on her patient's face. A moment passed while she recovered, stroking Katrina's hair. Katrina remained on her knees submissively. The doctor pulled roughly on her hair again, forcing Katrina to attend her once more.
She continued, "It's not a perfect solution, but if you don't take some action, you're going to end up cheating on your husband. You'll wind up kneeling on the floor of a bathroom stall with some homeless vagrant pushing his pulsing dick into your throat."
Katrina moaned into the doctor's cunt at the mental image.
"You'll find yourself in a gloryhole with some stranger's fat, erect penis pumping between your lips," the doctor said and Katrina moaned again.
"You're probably even going to go so far as to get drunk at a bar and let some muscled stud with a nine-inch cock grab your hair and fuck your slutty mouth in a back alley. He'll, most likely, call his friends out to join him. Before you know it, you'll be servicing half the bar and letting them all jerk themselves off with your throat muscles. How are you ever going to look Will in the eye after drinking that much cum at one time?"
Katrina, worked up and on edge from four days of being denied cock, orgasmed purely from the imagined scenario and the shame of being made to lick out her therapist's cunt for her.
"You see?" said the doctor, "You can't trust yourself not to suck cock."
The therapist trailed off for a long moment as she groped her tits, continued to hold Katrina's hair, and pleasure her cunt with her patient's face, until she orgasmed once more. Katrina, confused and horny, let the therapist kiss her hotly, allowing the woman to push her tongue into her mouth and taste her own pussy nectar. Katrina felt dirty and used, which she liked, but at the same time it wasn't what she needed. The therapist didn't have a cock.
On the way home, disheveled and flushed, Katrina passed by a white building with blacked out windows. The sign, in girly, flowing letters, read Passion Palace and advertised adult toys and novelties. It did not look like a palace. Katrina drove on, but then the doctor's words came back to her. She stopped the car, turned it around, and drove back. In the parking lot she sat in the car and looked at the sign, at the building.
She opened the door of the car, then shut it again and waited, looking at the building. Men came out of the door and went in the door. For nearly an hour, Katrina just looked at the building, watching people come and go. Men, couples, women. She imagined what might be inside. Was there a booth in the back, where those men would stick their cocks through a hole?
Katrina put her hand under her skirt. Her panties were soaked through, just from sitting here and thinking about it. She opened the door again, glanced about, then quickly made her way inside. The shop, she saw, was quite busy.
Katrina milled about, only half-looking at the toys and lingerie near the front, eventually making her way toward the back. There was a hallway in the rear of the place, where a line of booths stood. One of the doors was closed. The door next to it was open. Waiting, at the open door, was a line of men. All of them looked eager but embarrassed as they glanced at the closed door.
From the open door, Katrina could hear the sound of a man groaning and then a grunt that she knew to be an orgasm. A moment later, the man stepped out of the open door, zipping his pants, and the next man walked inside. It was a gloryhole.
The man with the empty balls gave Katrina a lusty glance as he passed by, which drew the looks of the men still in line. The last man in the line turned to Katrina, who stood, flushed, fidgeting.
"You here to suck cock?" the man asked, bluntly.
"I..." Katrina stammered, "I don't... don't know..."
"If you are," the man said, "I'm definitely waiting for you. The slut in there right now isn't half as cute."
Katrina blushed more deeply. Cute. She was a cute slut. A cute, cocksucking slut. Her pussy was very pleased by the comment. For another twenty minutes, Katrina watched the line of men dwindle to only a few.
Then, the door opened. An older woman with a lined face and large, sagging breasts, stumbled out of the booth looking cockdrunk. Katrina knew that look well. She'd seen it in the mirror many times. The woman gave her an approving once over as she walked by and said, "All yours, honey."
The remaining line of men looked at Katrina expectantly. They wanted her to go in the booth and suck their cocks. Katrina, herself, wanted to suck their cocks. She took a step back.
"You need some help?" the man at the end of the line asked, chuckling.
"I... I shouldn't," Katrina said.
The man glanced down at the wedding ring on her finger and said, "Need a little more than hubby can give you?"
He punctuated the question by exposing his cock, which was long and thick. The other men chuckled at the look of desire on Katrina's face, the flush in her cheeks, the adorable way she bit her lip as she looked at the stranger's big tool.
"Go on in, baby," the man said, "It's just a little slutty head, right?"
Katrina trembled. Slutty head. She looked at the naked cock again, so close that she could grab it, close enough to get down on her knees and let him push it into her mouth. Instead, Katrina managed to turn around and run from the shop, tears streaming down her face and the men calling mockingly behind her.
In the car, she called will, her hands trembling. The phone rang and then he answered.
"Hey, babe? What's up?" he asked.
"Will? Oh, Will! I'm... I don't know what's wrong with me. I can't help it! I don't know what to do!"
"Hey. Slow down. What's wrong?"
"I'm... I'm sitting outside a porn shop," she said, "and there's a booth that people put their cocks through to get sucked!"
Will was silent a moment and then said, "Katrina, why are you at a gloryhole?"
"It's... Will it's so bad! I can't take it!"
She heard him sigh into the phone and then, "You really need to suck cock, don't you?"
"Yes!"
"Honey," Will said, "I love you and if you need to suck strange cock until I get home, that's okay."
Katrina, stunned, was not sure she'd heard right.
"What?" she asked.
"Look, I've been thinking about this for a long time. I know how much you've tried to beat this thing and I know how hard it is. Here's the deal. We'll talk when I get home. Until then, if you really need this, really need to suck cock, then go for it. You know how sexy I think you look with that little mouth of yours full of cock. Why don't you just record the video and send it to me, so you can show me what a good cocksucker you are?"
"Are... are you being serious right now? I love you and I'm not going to do something you'll be mad at me for. It's just... Will, it's so hard," Katrina said.
"I'm serious. I don't want you to be some kind of gloryhole suckslut on a regular basis, but this is a temporary fix. We'll talk more about it when I'm home, come up with a better plan. Go suck some cock, babe."
Katrina knew, then, that she'd married the right man.
"Thank you," she said, crying again, tears of relief this time, "Thank you, so much, baby!"
"Remember. Send me the video, you little cumslut."
Katrina agreed and nearly stumbled out of the car in her haste to get back inside. With no cockslut waiting to service them, the line of men had dispersed, and they were now milling about the shop for something else to take care of their full balls and hard cocks. Katrina's return, though, quickly assembled them again. She beat a determined path to the booth, not even bothering to shut the door. In the booth, there was a cushion to kneel on and a bench to sit on. Katrina took to the cushion. She propped her phone on the bench and began to record.
The first man in the line made his way into the booth next door, but Katrina said, "Not in there. In here."
The man walked around to her side and asked, "Seriously?"
"Please. Feed me," Katrina said, salivating.
The man wasted no time, pushing his cock into her mouth and slowly fucking it. Katrina encouraged him by taking his hand and putting it on the back of her head. The man took the hint and was soon making use of her suckhole in the way that Katrina loved. The sloppy sucking of her talented mouth had the stranger blasting a load of cum into Katrina's mouth within minutes, making the married blowjob slut cream her panties in a body-jolting orgasm as she moaned loudly around his cock.
Finally rewarded and the edge off, something in Katrina's brain clicked and the week's tension began to fade. She was a junkie, she knew, a cum junkie, a cock junkie. The next man in line stepped in and, wordlessly, grabbed her hair and fucked her face unkindly.
"That's it, slut," he growled, "There's what you need. Take the dick. Take it all."
Katrina could only groan with pleasure as he pumped his shaft between her lips, battering the tight seal of her cockhole with no regard for her comfort. It was exactly what she needed. Her second man held her head to his crotch and ejaculated straight down her throat, forcing her to massage his cockhead with it and extract every drop she could, before finally releasing her.
Katrina gasped in air, tears on her cheeks, and then the man was gone. The third was quick to replace him, spinning her around on the cushion and pressing the back of her head against the wall so that he could hump her face. Katrina's head banged against the wooden wall of the booth as the man put his hands on either side of her head and held it. He gagged her over and over, spittle and sperm drooling from the corners of her mouth as she glurked and gulped.
A third load in her belly and slime running down her chin to soak her top, Katrina endured the fourth man's facial stuffing with the dedication of a true cockslut. She grabbed the man's ass and encouraged him to be rougher, more dominant, to use her mouth like a cumhole as she orgasmed again. When he squeezed her tits roughly and pressed her head against the wall with his crotch, forcing the length of his shaft down her throat and delivering his pent-up load, Katrina orgasmed harder than she had in months. She came, violently, her body shaking, the pleasure in her cunt nearly painful as she bucked and squealed.
The fourth man was the last in line and as Katrina wobbled to her feet, her face and top utterly ruined from the spit and cum, she staggered out of the booth to appreciative slaps on the back from the pleased men. Her fix obtained, she stumbled, drunkenly, to the car. Giggling with delight and relief, she pulled up the video and masturbated to it in the parking lot, before sending it to Will.
"Good girl," came the response a moment later, and Katrina felt her pussy gush happily.
Yes, she had certainly married the right man.
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Chapter Fourteen: The Angel
Kara's dark hair tickled Jenna's nose as she awoke the next morning, an all-encompassing soreness in every muscle of her body. She groaned in discomfort, rolling onto her back and stretching painfully. The movement woke Kara, whose whining seemed to indicate that she was in a similar state. The burning in her eyes reminded her that she'd forgotten to remove her Haloes the previous evening, adding one more sting to the mess. Kara reached into her nightstand and came up with a bottle of eyedrops, handing them to Jenna with a knowing smile.
As she lay on her back, she flicked up the HUD and saw Kara doing the same. The little reward box hovered in her vision, and when she opened it, she saw a long list of accomplishments from her newly completed challenges. As she read through them, she felt a mixture of disgust with herself, an odd thrill of accomplishment, and the ever-present feeling of arousal when she realized that the belt was slowly increasing in intensity to get her ready for another day of being a slut.
She'd had sex with nine men in one night. That satisfied Spread the Love and went above and beyond for The Gang's all Here, earning her five ranks. She'd sucked Kara's cunt more than once through the whole experience, which completed Switch Hitter, earning her $1,500 or a Level Two item choice. She opted for a new item, figuring that the Hall Pass had certainly come in handy when the opportunity had presented itself. In addition, she'd completed Team Player, giving her another rank, rocketing her up to rank seven in one night. She stopped. There was a bonus prize for Team Player. Level Ten Item choice. That meant...
"You did a live stream?" she asked.
Kara grinned and replied, "and you were part of it, so you satisfied the bonus."
A sick knot twisted her stomach. Not only had she been gang banged for three hours to lose her V-card, but it had been broadcast live to who knew how many other players. She felt even wetter at the idea, which was very confusing. What felt even stranger, though, was that she was excited by the thought of the rewards. Though she hadn't opted for the cash rewards, the thrill of accomplishing the challenges and earning status had the desired effect. She wanted more. When she looked at Kara, she saw the same satisfied smile and giddy excitement.
"I know, right?" Kara said, reading her mind.
Jenna blinked, noting that her inventory showed a new item. She opened it and saw the golden glow of a Universal Key. She thought back to the challenges. One of the rewards had been a key, but she'd opted for rank, instead. Rank. She was a Seven. She held the key in her hand and Kara looked at it.
"No more keyholder," she said, "You don't need me anymore."
Jenna put the key back in her inventory.
"Don't say that," Jenna said, frowning, "I do need you. Right now, in fact."
Kara flushed and Jenna kissed her.
Once they'd showered together, Jenna and Kara lay together on the bed, sipping Obsequium and scrolling through the list of new challenges for their increased ranks. A timer in Jenna's Haloes counted down her remaining freedom from the belt for the day. Forty minutes. As they compared screens, Jenna could feel a palpable sense of relief from Kara. She'd, also, freed herself from her keyholder with her increased rank. Whoever that person was, she'd been a very dark cloud hanging over the girl, and with her new freedom something in Kara had changed for the better. Jenna still couldn't bring herself to ask what had been so awful about her, though.
"I don't think I can take another pounding right now," Kara said, looking at the many ridiculously slutty new challenges.
Jenna agreed. Kara had been right. Things got worse as they got better.
Day Trip: In concert with another player, submit a Halo recording of yourself providing sexual satisfaction to a minimum of eight persons in one day. Orgasms may be obtained through any chosen means. This challenge is not gender-specific.
Reward choices:
-Cash prize of $2,500. Additional bonus cash prize of $250 per person serviced over the minimum requirement of eight.
-Rank up. Additional bonus rank for each additional two persons serviced over the minimum requirement of eight.
-One week freedom.
Bonus chance: Provide a live stream of the event for other players.
Bonus reward: Level Ten item choice.
Result of failure: 72 hours with Cum Bucket designation. Geolocation active. Available to all players.
Consolation prize: $500
"We could get through this one pretty easily," Kara said, adding it to the queue, "We'll just find eight different people that need their dicks sucked or cunts eaten, and it's an easy rank."
Before the previous evening, Jenna might have wondered how she'd be able to suck off eight different men in one day. Today, it was nothing. She'd done ten of them yesterday.
Ludicrous Speed: Using only your mouth, provide sexual satisfaction to no less than six persons of the opposite gender in under twenty minutes.
Reward choices:
-Cash prize of $1,000. Additional bonus cash prize of $100 per person serviced over the minimum requirement of six.
-24 hours freedom.
Bonus chance: Provide a live stream of the event for other players.
Bonus reward: Level Five item choice.
Result of failure: 24 hours with Cum Bucket designation. Geolocation active. Available to all players.
Consolation prize: $100
Jenna contemplated this one. Were her dick sucking skills good enough to make six men cum in under twenty minutes? She almost couldn't believe she was even asking herself the question. She wasn't sure. Thinking back over the previous evening, she'd made several of the men cum with her mouth pretty quickly, but she hadn't been keeping count. Each time, though, they'd made the comment about her eyes. Kara had done the same, as Jenna had allowed the higher-level player to fuck her mouth. Lucas, too, had mentioned it. Apparently, something about the way she looked up submissively with cock in her mouth just pushed men over the edge. She decided she'd need to master that aspect of her technique pretty quickly. She added the challenge to the queue for consideration.
Face Down Ass Up: Achieve orgasm anally from four persons within a one-hour period. This challenge is not gender specific.
Reward choices:
-Cash prize of $1,000. Additional bonus cash prize of $100 per person over the minimum requirement of four.
-Rank up. Additional bonus rank for each additional four persons over the minimum requirement of four.
-24 hours freedom.
Bonus chance: Provide a live stream of the event for other players.
Bonus reward: Cash prize of $1,000.
Result of failure: 24 hours with Butt Hurt designation. Geolocation active. Available to all players.
Consolation prize: $200
She showed the challenge to Kara.
"Nice one. That's easy, too. I only took one dick in the ass last night, so I'm good to go."
Jenna added it to the queue with the same feeling of disbelief. She was consciously planning her day around sucking off no less than eight strangers, as well as giving up her ass in order to cum with at least four. She found herself considering if she could have the same group of eight men fuck her ass, and if it would be easier to take them anally first, or to suck them off before they used her butt. If they'd cum from getting sucked off first, that would mean they'd last longer in her ass. Of course, if they fucked her first, she'd be doing ass-to-mouth with a group of strangers. Jesus Christ. This fucking game.
Spare Someone's Blushes: Stand in for a player of lower rank to complete their challenge.
Reward choices:
-Cash prize of $1,500.
-24 hours freedom.
Result of failure: 24 hours with Free Use designation. Geolocation active. Available to all players.
Consolation prize: $100
Jenna stopped at this one, thinking about the girl from the previous evening. She sat up, something clicking in her brain. Kara looked at her, puzzled, and she held up her hand, trying to process the line of thought. This was made more difficult due to the Obsequium haze, so the idea came together slowly. Some kind of angel. There were a lot of reluctant and scared girls out there, like her, that had been forced into Edge. Alone, they were all prey.
They were scared. The constant uncertainty and the continual pressure to complete more and more extreme challenges were what Edge used to keep them off balance. There were groups of men, she knew, like WAT, that had teamed up around a shared goal. In their case, the goal was horrid. What if...
"Kara, I have an idea," Jenna said.
While Kara made them a late breakfast, Jenna scrolled through the challenge pool, filtered under the LFG tag, for other girls nearby. She had no idea if this would pan out, but she was working under the assumption that the majority of the other girls looking for help were like her, or like Jess. If it weren't for Kara, she'd be doing this alone, too, seeking out challenges with the same sense of terror she'd felt when they'd first taken her. With Kara, though, the terror was gone.
She was still uncertain, confused, a bit frightened, but after taking on nine strange men in one night she had a newfound sense of confidence. This was her life. She was a slut. They'd told her, right from the start, that her life was what she made of it. Well, she wasn't going to live like a terrified animal. If she had to play the game, she decided, she was going to make sure that she could alleviate that terror for the other girls.
She reached out to Jess first, finding her still at Rank One and looking for help with a Double Dip challenge that required her to successfully suck off two strangers for a rank up. Jenna reviewed the challenge requirements, noted that there were additional ranks offered for more, and sent a message. A moment later, a ghostly Jess appeared in Kara's room.
"You're the angel," she said, grinning, "Thank you, again. For last night."
Jenna said, "Don't worry about it. I saw that you were looking for some help with Double Dip. Kara, the girl I was with last night, and I have some challenges lined up for today. If you want to come along, we can team up. You'll get more rank if you feel like going above your requirements. Nobody will make you, though."
"Really?" the girl asked.
"We usually combine them to get more accomplished together."
"You can do that?" Jess asked.
"Meet up with us. We'll see what you have available and make a plan. What do you say?"
"Are you kidding? I'm fucking in!"
Jenna planned a meetup at a nearby park as Kara brought breakfast into the room.
"We have our first recruit," she said, grinning.
Hunger satisfied, they set out for their meeting with Jess. Kara pulled the car into a nearby park at the designated time and Jenna's Haloes directed her toward the girl. Petite and cute, Jess was dressed in a cropped top that adhered to her slim body like a second skin, prominently displaying her hard nipples. She sat at a picnic table, under a shady tree. The girl perked up as they approached and sat across from her.
"Thank you," she said, "for helping me. This whole thing... I didn't know what I was going to do."
Jenna reached across the table and took the girl's trembling hand, saying, "You don't have to be scared anymore. Before last night, I'd never done anything like this either. We're going to stick together, though, and if we team up, we don't have to be afraid. Let's look at your challenges and see what we can do."
Jess nodded, smiling weakly, then shared her screen.
Chapter Fifteen: Women are Things
Keenan Harder went by the player name Hit_em_Harder, and while he watched the red welts rise up on the little slut's naked back, as he cracked the lash across her, he mused, not for the first time, that Edge was the greatest goddamn thing in the world. At rank sixty-five, Keenan had acquired an ungodly amount of status and rewards. Sure, finding willing partners for challenge completions was harder when your Trust Score was basically nil, but that made the game more fun, in his opinion.
He cracked the lash across the chained slut's back again, his dick getting harder as she screamed into her gag. Another dumb fuckhole eagerly lapped away at the girl's cunt, looking to complete her own challenge. These fucking pain whores were the best, he thought. Fuck, he couldn't take it anymore! He wound the whip around the beaten slut's neck and choked her as he shoved his angry prick into her from behind, the feel of the other girl's tongue against his shaft a welcome sensation.
The girl choked and coughed, begging for breath, but Keenan ignored her. He couldn't actually do her any lasting harm. That was against the rules, and Keenan stayed within them, but he could push them right to the fucking brink to get his jollies. When he felt the girl start to slump against her chains from lack of breath he relented, but continued his assault on her, fucking her sore cunt for all he was worth, until he'd unloaded his balls into her.
His urge satisfied, he tossed the whip to his assistant, a stacked blonde bitch with a nameplate over her head that showed a rank of fifty-six and her player name: Vile_Vixen. Keena simply referred to her as "V". She might just be another cunt, but she was a useful cunt. V caught the whip and expertly flipped it in her hand, giving the crying girl another good lash just for fun.
"See to those welts," Keenan instructed her, "then get rid of them."
V nodded, quite used to cleanup duty. Keenan flicked on his Haloes, made a gesture, and the double doors of his office swung open for him as he left. Another gesture shut them. A few taps ordered his AI-controlled Charger around to the front of the building, while the Haloes called the elevator to his floor. The lift opened, ready, before he'd even made it down the hall.
As a Rank Sixty-Five Technocrat, Keenan was amazed each and every day at just how much control the fuckers running this thing had over everything. Even though it had become normal over these long months, he never quite lost that child-like glee at the power he wielded over the physical world through this virtual one. Just the money alone made playing this thing worth it, but all the added benefits made him feel like some kind of fucking wizard.
He brought up his challenge screen while the elevator descended, quickly scanned through and added a few, then perused the LFG listings for the higher-ranking cunts who needed to complete these utterly demeaning tasks. A lot of the dumb sluts avoided reaching out to anyone from WAT for their challenges, but since they also couldn't deny players of higher rank, Keenan could basically use them as he pleased, whether they liked it or not. As far as he was concerned, them liking it was not much of a concern. In fact, it was preferable when they didn't.
The blacked-out Charger idled at the curb, waiting, when he stepped out of the building. The door opened at his gesture, and he slipped into the back seat, closing it with another wave of the hand. He fed his destination to the car's AI and grinned at the rumble of the engine as it pulled away. Two black motorcycles joined the car to front and back, his Haloes showing Slick_Dick and Cockburn as the riders.
Keenan swiped, tapped, and the ghostly images of the two men appeared to either side of him in the back seat.
"Ready to find some of these Cum Buckets?" Keenan asked.
"Sure thing, boss."
As the car drove, Keenan shifted some money around in his Haloes, attended to waiting emails, and arranged a meeting with a new client for later in the day, after he'd had some more fun. Going after the sluts that had failed their challenges was monumentally satisfying. While his favorites were the high-level bitches that failed and got tagged with Rape Toy, going after the newbies was pretty thrilling, too. Those ones were still reeling from what their life had suddenly become, and really showing them just how bad it was going to get made his fucking dick hard every time.
The little convoy pulled into the lot of a local university, parked toward the back and Keenan got out, his two cohorts falling in on either side. His Haloes showed him the poor, dumb slut he was after making her way across the lot, holding a couple of books against her chest. Keenan chuckled. The ones that tried to go on about their life as normal were some of the best. The bitch looked to be about twenty, and he could tell that Edge's dress requirements for the female players had her horrified. She held the books tightly, trying to conceal her nipples beneath the slutty top. He scanned her bare legs, which were exposed beneath the little skirt that barely concealed the belt.
The girl stopped walking and quaked in fright as the three men approached her. Keenan smirked at the horror on her face, imagining the illusion that her Haloes were showing her. In her view, three scarred and clawed beasts out of a nightmare shambled toward her, fanged jaws dripping saliva.
Her name plate showed her as a rank three. She looked from side-to-side preparing to bolt like a frightened deer, obviously hoping that someone was going to step in and put a stop to what was about to happen, but the few students in the lot weren't paying any attention. Of course, she could scream, but she knew by now that it wouldn't make a bit of difference. Over time, she'd learn that it really made no difference, as Edge had significant sway over law enforcement. Even if she'd report this, there was little chance it was going to do her any good. In fact, the result would be catastrophic for anyone close to her.
The girl paled. Keenan tapped at the air, swiped up his inventory and pulled out a Writhing Dark, cast it at the girl and she squeaked as her Haloes went black, blinding her. She dropped her books and clawed at her eyes, but Cockburn and Slick took hold of her arms and guided her toward the back of the lot.
"Take it easy, newbie," Keenan's thick, bestial voice growled, "I'm sure this will be nothing compared to what you've already done to get your rank. Looks like you failed one, though. Tsk tsk."
"Please, don't!" the girl begged, and the three men laughed.
Keenan took control of her belt and ramped it up to max level, making the girl screech as the thing sent violent waves of pleasure coursing through her confined cunt. She stumbled and the two men nearly had to drag her as she groaned and bit her lip. They pulled her behind the Charger and forced her to her knees, the gravel biting into her flesh. The two men held her steady as Keenan unzipped his pants and roughly pushed his cock between her lips, making her squeak.
He pounded the girl's mouth, holding her hair tightly in his fist and getting a sick thrill at the fact that she was reluctantly sucking another slut's cunt off of him. Having recently cum, Keenan had a good go at her, hammering his dick into her so hard that her head bounced off of the car door on each inward thrust. The two men holding her gave her an occasional slap across the face for kicks. The girl was crying by the time Keenan unloaded into her throat, forcing his cock all the way into her and making her choke and sputter as she tried not to drown in his semen. She hung her head and retched onto her slutty top when he withdrew.



"Aw, you're so messy," Keenan said sarcastically.
He swapped places with Cockburn and berated her for being a worthless cunt as his friend took his turn, feeding the girl another big load before swapping with Slick. Slick was a big man, in every way, and the girl really struggled with him. Keenan didn't give in to penis envy. It was, actually, a delight to watch these dumb cunts get destroyed by Slick's mammoth meat. The bitch could barely get her lips around the thing, and Slick showed her no mercy, forcing the length of his cock as far into her as he could manage. The girl was purple in the face from the lack of air, but Slick just kept pummeling her sore jaws until Keenan felt her start to slump.
He gave Slick a nod and the big man relented, pulling his dick from the girl's mouth and beating it roughly against her face until she came around, gasping and sputtering, but she orgasmed anyway. Now that the rules had been satisfied, he plugged her airway again and resumed battering her head against the car door until he grunted and blasted her throat with a load so big that she wriggled and fought against the men holding her in a pathetic attempt to get away from the overload of jizz pouring into her. Slick ripped his prodigious phallus from her windpipe and coated her face in a glaze of cock cream.
Laughing, the three of them returned to their vehicles and drove a short distance away, leaving the girl spitting up semen onto the parking lot, the belt at full intensity as she groped blindly against the pavement. The Writhing Dark would only last another fifteen minutes, but they stayed to watch her scrabble about like a frightened animal, coated in a mess of semen as cars narrowly avoided her, honking and cursing.
The dumb cunt didn't even consider just taking the Haloes out. Of course, since the sluts were constantly guzzling that drink, filled with sedatives, aphrodisiacs, sugar water and semen, it was a wonder they were able to think at all. Keenan made a recording of the girl in his Haloes, while he enjoyed her misery. He added her player number to his favorites, already planning to make her watch the video at some future date, while he defiled her again. Preferably, up the ass.
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Chapter One: Fully Booked
Tracy was angry with her new secretary's incompetence. The stupid girl had put off making her travel arrangements for the conference until the last minute, and now all the good hotels were booked. Fucking management should have known better than to schedule the conference during some goddamned, national gathering for a bunch of perverts, anyway, but it was still the stupid girl's fault for waiting so long to book Tracy's accommodations. She poked at the trembling girl with a painted nail, dressing her down in front of the office, while her co-workers watched, disgusted by yet another tirade from their overbearing manager.
"Find me a place!" Tracy shouted, stabbing her finger at the poor girl, "A fucking nice one. I'm not staying in some shithole Motel 8! Do you understand me? And keep me as far away from all those... perverts... as possible."
"Yes, ma'am!" the girl said, choking back her sobs of humiliation.
Tracy stormed away on her high heels and slammed the door to her office in disgust. Quietly, her co-workers went back to work. Ross, who had a particular hatred of Tracy, made his way over to the secretary and handed her a tissue.
"Hey," he said, kindly, "It'll be alright. She blows up and goes full bitch-mode for a while, but then she'll forget about it and move on to her next target. Probably me."
He gave her a comforting grin. The girl took the tissue and dabbed at her eyes.
"Thank you," she said, "I don't know how she expected me to get her a place to stay so quickly. Her last secretary should have done that. I've only been here a week."
Ross nodded, understanding. Tracy didn't care that the girl was new and still trying to get a handle on her boss' busy schedule and particular needs.
"You know," Ross said, "If you're having trouble getting a hotel, you might consider one of those rental places, like Airbnb. You might get lucky and find a really nice place that's less money than a hotel."
The secretary brightened and said, "That's a great idea!"
"Just hang in there," Ross said and gave the girl a winning smile, "I'm Ross," he extended his hand.
"Tricia," she said, shaking it.
Chapter Two: Aircnd
Tracy drove her rental car from the airport to her accommodation. She'd heard of these Airbnb things before but hadn't ever considered one. The idea of staying in some stranger's house or apartment just seemed weird. Unfortunately, she hadn't had much choice. Her previous secretary, she knew, should have arranged her hotel months ago. That was one reason she'd fired the bitch, though. She was lazy. Tracy had had higher hopes for her replacement, but it seemed like she'd managed to hire in another dumb one. She stewed in the driver's seat as she pulled up a long drive. At the end of the drive, Tracy brightened.
She veered off of the main drive, where she could see a large, elegant manor-style house, and pulled up to charming little guest cottage, secluded in a copse of trees. The little place was so cute! The cottage was like some storybook dream, covered in little ivy trellises, with adorable shutters and a little pond out front.
Small, pretty flowers were planted outside, obviously meticulously cared for. She extracted her bag from the trunk, then walked to the door, punched in the code provided in her email confirmation from Aircnd (clearly some offshoot brand looking to capitalize on the name), and let herself in. Okay, she thought, the girl had done good on this one. The cottage was an open design, with a large flat screen TV on one wall, a working fireplace, large bed, and a little kitchenette. There wouldn't be room service, but she also wouldn't be bothered by any other guests. It was quiet. It was cute. She dropped her bag on the bed and cocked her head curiously.
On the bed was a padded package, along with a welcome card from the host. She took up the card and read it.
Thank you for choosing us as your Aircnd host! Per your contract requirements, please wear this belt throughout the duration of your stay. Due to a string of violations against the rules, we have made this a requirement for all guests. Your host will provide a key for any necessaries at your request, and release will be provided at the end of your stay. Thank you for complying with this requirement. If you choose, at any time, not to follow this rule, you will be asked to leave the premises immediately.
What the fuck was this? Tracy took up the package, which was heavier than it looked, and tore open the sanitary wraps. She pulled out an odd contraption consisting of thin, but sturdy, metal, padded on the inside. It looked like... a fucking chastity belt! Someone was playing a joke, clearly. This was probably some kind of hilarious prank, because of the goddamn Friendly Uninhibited Consensual Kink conference that had managed to book up the hotels in town. She put the weird thing into the trash and went to the kitchenette, where the host had graciously left a stock of snacks, teas, and coffees.
Tracy helped herself to some of the tea, a brand called Happy Cat. The box had a picture of a sleepy kitten, lying on its back, purring happily as its owner stroked its belly. While it steeped, she flicked on the TV and changed into a pair of soft lounge pants and a t-shirt. The tea whistled as Tracy flicked through the available channels, but she frowned. All of the channels were porn.
"Fucking perverts!" she cursed.
Again, she railed silently at management for their oversight. Whose goddamn idea was it to schedule the conference during another conference with an acronym like FUCK? It was probably that misogynist dickhead, Carlton, she thought. She flicked off the TV, poured her tea, then went out to the front of the cottage and sat in silence on the bench, next to the little pond, listening to the birds and the insects in the woods. It really was peaceful, she thought. It was such a shame about the TV, though.
While she sipped tea, she noted an older woman shuffling down the drive toward the cottage. The host, she presumed. Tracy sighed and stood. She supposed she'd have to encounter the people at some point. It was best, she decided, to get it out of the way now, so that she could make it clear that she wanted to be left alone while she was staying here. The woman approached.
Tracy noted that she was not, really, old. She was more mature, but sprightly and it was obvious that she took care of herself.
"Hello," she said, raising a hand in greeting, "I'm Leah, your host. Forgive the intrusion. I'll just be a moment and then we'll stay out of your way, so you can have your privacy."
"Nice to meet you," Tracy said, politely.
"Is everything satisfactory?" Leah asked, "Anything you need?"
"I'm okay," Tracy said, but then she thought of the TV, "But I don't think the TV is working right. It seems like it only has a few channels.
Leah nodded and said, "It's the conference in town. Our provider is sponsored by the FUCK people," Tracy blinked at the woman's casual use of the word, "and they switch all the programming over to dirty movies, temporarily."
"That seems crazy," Tracy said, "What about families that have children?"
Leah shrugged and said, "I guess they just watch streaming services. I'm sorry, but we don't have any of those, so for now it's either porno or nothing."
Tracy blushed.
"Anything else you need?" Leah asked.
"No, thank you."
"Did you put it on?" Leah asked.
"Put it on?" Tracy asked back.
"The belt. Did you put on the belt."
"I... what?"
Leah's expression changed to one of disapproval and she said, "It's explicit in the rules, honey. Either you abide by the contract or we're going to have to ask you to leave."
"You can't be serious," Tracy said.
She felt as though she should be angry and shout. Normally, she would have, but instead she felt quite subdued and relaxed.
"Very serious," Leah said, "Now which will it be? Put the belt on and be a good girl, or do I have to ask you to seek other accommodation?"
Tracy struggled to think. She should be outraged. She was outraged. There was no burst of anger, though. Instead, she thought about how awful it would be to get thrown off the property. They couldn't make her put the thing on. They didn't have to let her stay, either. It was their property. They could call the police. She'd get forcibly removed for trespassing, and then have to find somewhere else to stay.
There was nowhere else to stay. Even if she could find something, the company would still get charged for this place, and then for another. She'd have to explain why it had happened. She'd have to explain how she'd refused to wear a chastity belt, and she'd have to explain it to Carlton.
"Oh, honey, it's not so bad," Leah said and took Tracy's hand, leading her back toward the cabin, "I'll pour you some more tea and show you how to put it on. It's not as though a good girl like you will be tempted into sinfulness, after all, right?"
Tracy, sedately, allowed the woman to lead her back to the cabin. She did need more tea. The cup was empty, but she couldn't remember when that had happened. As Leah sat her on her bed and took her cup, Tracy felt a moment of dizziness, but it passed quickly, and then Leah was pressing another cup of hot tea into her hand. Tracy drank it gratefully. The temperature seemed just right. She kept drinking as Leah tugged on her lounge pants. Tracy found herself lifting her bottom, allowing the woman to pull off her pants. She sipped more tea. Leah retrieved the belt from the trash can and the jingle of the metal caused Tracy to look up and try to focus on the thing. She felt so relaxed. The metal belt made her uncomfortable, but she couldn't remember why.
Leah slid the straps up her legs, helped Tracy to stand, and fitted the thing around her waist. A moment later, it nestled tightly about her hips, encasing her sex, something in the crotch of the belt slipped into her pussy and she moaned quietly. The lock clicked. Tracy looked down and shook her head, trying to clear it. This wasn't right. This shouldn't be happening.
"More tea?" Leah asked, taking the empty cup from her and filling it again.
She handed it back and said, "See? That's not so bad, is it?"
Tracy felt herself shaking her head, but she couldn't decide if she was agreeing or objecting. It felt like arguing about it was too much work.
"Now, whenever you have to use the necessary," Leah said, "You just call up to the house and one of us will be right down."
The woman turned on the stereo for her, and left Tracy in the cottage, shutting the door on the way out. Tracy lay back on the bed, resting against a stack of pillows, sipping the tea, her mind drifting pleasantly. The stereo played some kind of relaxing nature sounds, underlaid by white noise that only made her mind drift even more. Tracy stared off into space, eventually setting the empty cup aside, and then staring some more, her mind blank and happy, her pussy very wet. When had she gotten wet, she wondered, but couldn't remember doing anything to become aroused. The belt began to vibrate gently, creating a pleasant hum in her pussy. The fog in her head made her feel warm and happy as the soft music played and the white noise lulled her to sleep.
Chapter Three: The Rules for Your Stay
Tracy awoke, nude from the waist down, but for the chastity belt. Her alarm was ringing away on her phone. Groggily, she shut it off and blinked against the darkness. For a moment, she wasn't sure where she was, but then it started to come back as her hand drifted toward her very wet and aroused pussy. Her fingers met a metal shield, and she began to panic. She was in some stranger's guest cottage, and she had allowed the strange woman to lock her in the belt. Why had she done that? She couldn't recall. It didn't seem like something she would agree to but, clearly, she had. She had. She remembered.
There were rules, rules she had to follow. Wearing the belt through the duration of her stay was the first rule. Phoning the main house when she needed access to her twat was another rule. Twat? Had she really just thought about her vagina as her twat? She bumbled out of bed and remembered her next rule. Coffee in the morning, tea in the evening. She didn't remember reading that rule on the card, but she must have, because she knew it was true.
She started some coffee and, while it brewed, she tried to use the toilet. It was difficult, as there was something stuffed into her twat, and the belt had only a small slit that allowed her stream through it. Fortunately, it was open in the back. She tried to clean herself as best she could, then stumbled back out of the bathroom and picked up a red phone on the kitchenette counter. The phone had only one button. She pressed it. It rang. It continued to ring with no answer.
Tracy poured herself coffee as the phone rang, still with no answer. Finally, she hung it up, sipping her coffee and becoming agitated. She needed the belt off. She had to clean her twat. She had to leave for her conference. She paced, drinking the coffee, which calmed her nerves, and then dialed the phone again. No answer. Tracy started the shower running and then tried again. No answer. The belt began to vibrate gently, making Tracy jump as the pleasant feeling in her cunt made her wetter. Cunt? Had she just thought of her vagina as her cunt? She shook her head, sipped the coffee, but it was empty. She poured another cup, drank it, and got into the shower. The vibrating belt was frustrating as she washed to the best of her ability, keeping her wet cunt horny and aroused.
Once out of the shower, Tracy tried the main house again. No answer. The feeling of panic had begun to recede. The rules said she had to wear the belt for the duration of her stay. That did not necessarily mean she could remove it when she left for the conference. The rules were explicit. Wear the belt for the duration of her stay. Something about it didn't seem right, but rules were rules, and the fourth rule told her that rules needed to be obeyed. She, also, could not remember this rule being on the card, but it must have been, because she knew it was true. She finished her coffee and put her bag on the bed.
As she picked out her clothes, she was vaguely aware of the nature sounds still playing from the stereo, underlaid by the calming white noise that made her feel more relaxed, happy, wet. The red phone rang, startling her. Flushed, she quickly picked it up.
"Hello?"
"Good morning, honey," Leah's voice said, "I'm so sorry I missed your call. Some of us aren't such eager beavers in the morning, you know? I'm guessing you're ready for some help with your belt?"
"Please!" Tracy said, her hand rubbing the metal shield covering her cunt.
"Just have some more coffee and I'll be right down," Leah said.
The line went dead. Tracy hung it up, poured more coffee and waited. A moment later, Leah knocked on the door. Tracy let her in.
"Right," Leah said, "Let's get you out of that thing and cleaned up."
Blushing, Tracy allowed the woman to unlock the belt and slide it off. Leah took it into the bathroom, motioning for Tracy to follow. The woman started the shower, during which she carefully cleaned the thing, as Tracy stood bare-cunted, her mind wandering, sipping the coffee.
"In we go, now," Leah said, beckoning for Tracy to return to the shower.
"I... I think I can manage from here," Tracy said, but it didn't seem right.
Rule five said that she couldn't touch her own cunt for the duration of her stay. If she washed it herself, it would mean touching it, and that wasn't allowed. The rule must have been on the card, but for some reason she couldn't remember reading it. She must have, though, because she knew it was true. Leah was already stripping off her nightgown, revealing her toned body and stepping into the shower, motioning Tracy in. Tracy set her coffee aside, the cup empty, and made to pull off her top. She wasn't wearing a top. She'd been standing here nude this whole time. She blushed, ashamed, but rule six told her that she should always feel ashamed when her cunt was wet, and right now it was very wet, so she should feel ashamed.
She followed Leah into the shower. The space was very small, not at all meant for two people. Tracy found her naked body pressed against the other woman's, their bare breasts rubbing together as Leah squirted soap into her hand and deftly lathered it between Tracy's legs.
"My, you are a wet little thing this morning, aren't you?" Leah commented, and Tracy blushed, ashamed by her wet cunt.
"It's a good thing we kept that belt on you," Leah said, "A twat this wet just begs to be played with, doesn't it?"
Tracy nodded her head. Rule seven said that her wet cunt should be played with, only rule six said that she couldn't touch it herself, so that meant that someone else would need to do it for her. Leah worked her fingers between Tracy's soaked labia. Tracy felt that she should be well cleaned by now, but apparently Leah thought differently, because she was being very thorough. Her already hot cunt became even more aroused, which made her feel ashamed and confused by the fact that she was allowing another woman to finger her twat.
Panting with arousal, Tracy didn't resist when Leah began to kiss her on the lips, pushing her tongue into Tracy's mouth as she worked her fingers in and out of her cunt. Tracy knew that this was alright, though, because the eighth rule dictated that she should never say no to a sexual advance, even if it was unwelcome. It was difficult to think through the finger-fucking and the pleasant, sedated feeling in her head, but something about following the rules didn't seem like something she should do. The rules were very odd, and in the normal course of life, she couldn't understand why she'd agreed to follow them. Her cunt was wet, though, and rule nine told her that good girls with wet cunts aren't supposed to think, which seemed like a pretty solid rule, especially in conjunction with rule ten, which stated that good girls with wet cunts are too stupid to make decisions.
Tracy's body shook as she felt an orgasm approaching, but Leah felt it too and quickly pulled her fingers out of Tracy's snatch and shut off the water. Tracy whimpered as Leah began to towel herself off. Stepping out of the shower, ignoring the pitiful whimpering, she handed Tracy a towel, too. Dried, the woman put her nightgown back on, picked up the belt, motioned Tracy to step into it. Tracy did, following the first rule, and Leah slid the thing inside the belt into her twat, then locked it back in place.
"Good girl," Leah said, and Tracy flushed happily, shamefully, because she knew that she had a wet cunt, which made her a good girl, but also very ashamed.
She wished she could touch her pussy and orgasm, but she couldn't. Only someone else could touch it. She was too stupid to make decisions, and she shouldn't try to think, because she had a shamefully wet cunt. Leah crossed the room to the stereo, pulled a CD from the rack, then returned and handed it to Tracy.
"Why don't you take this with you and play it in the car," she suggested, "It'll help you keep your nerves calm through your conference. I'm sure you've got one of those high-pressure corporate jobs, so you need all the relaxation you can get. I really want to make sure your stay with us is as pleasant as possible."



Tracy accepted the CD and placed it on the bed.
"Thank you," she said.
"Just ring the house when you get back for the day, and we'll get your twat taken care of, alright?"
Tracy nodded, blushing as she thought about her wet twat. Leah left the cottage. Tracy went back to her bag and picked through the clothes. She set aside her panties and her bra, since rule eleven told her they weren't necessary. That made sense. She couldn't really wear the panties with the belt on, anyway and, according to rule twelve, her tits were a source of shameful pride that should show how aroused her wet cunt was.
By not wearing her bra, her prominent nipples would be apparent through her shirt, which would be shameful, and make her proud by showing how aroused her wet cunt was. Tracy donned her gray business skirt as the belt vibrated her twat, then slipped on a white dress shirt, through which her stiff nipples were very obvious, then finally pulled on her blazer, which she left unbuttoned. With the CD in hand, she got into her car, set the GPS for the site of her conference, and started the drive into the city.
Chapter Four: Cunt for Brains
Tracy parked her car and shut it off, killing the sound from the stereo. The lack of the nature sounds, and the pleasant white noise, made her feel somewhat uncomfortable, like something was missing. Shaking her head, she tried to focus on her schedule. She pulled out her phone, clicked the camera app and, in accordance with rule thirteen, spread her legs, positioned the phone between them, and snapped a picture of her locked-up cunt.
She stared at the photo for a moment, as the rule dictated, burning the image of her shame into her mind. Good girls with wet cunts should constantly remind themselves of their shame. Then, as rule fourteen commanded, she needed to share her source of shame with someone she disapproved of.
The first person that came to mind was Ross, the back-talking asshole that worked under her. She disapproved of his attitude and his sloppy work ethic. She attached the photo and sent it, then felt terrified for sharing her shame with someone she disapproved of. Ross would see her cunt, locked in a chastity belt. He'd judge her. He'd lose all respect for her as a professional. Why had she just done that?
Then, she set the lock screen on her phone to the photo, so she could be reminded of her shame each time she used the phone. Finally, she pulled up her schedule for the conference and reviewed it. The first item on the agenda was breakfast, followed by a welcome pep talk.
Tracy made her way into the building, which was now crawling with her piers from offices across the country. Walking the halls toward the conference room, she flushed shamefully as people took in the sight of her hard nipples tenting her shirt, which made her pussy wetter as she felt ashamed by their disgusted and excited looks. Thinking about the vibrating belt, with its little protrusion stuffed into her cunt, made her wish that she could go to the toilets and masturbate, but that wasn't possible. She couldn't touch herself. The belt and the rule prevented it. She could only feel aroused by her shameful twat and her shameful tits, which she thrust forward proudly to display her shame.
"Tracy?" someone said, and when she turned toward the voice, she saw Evan from the Dallas office standing by the open conference room door.
"Good morning, Evan," Tracy said, in her usual, terse tone.
Tracy had met Evan several times, even liked him. He was competent and hard-working, smart, devilishly handsome, and she felt sure that the man had a bit of a crush on her. She couldn't really deny that the feeling was mutual. Each time she attended a conference, she somehow ended up palling around with Evan, though things had never gone further than was appropriate for their business relationship.
"Good to see you again!" Evan said, "Seems like we always end up bumping into one another at these things, huh?"
"Yeah," she said, and Evan held out his hand to shake hers.
Tracy, ignoring the hand, pressed her body against Evan, flushed in embarrassment at how unprofessional it was, then moaned whorishly as her stiff nipples brushed his chest through her shirt. She knew that it was wildly inappropriate but rule fifteen told her that men should be greeted with hugs and women with kisses. Evan made a little choking sound in his throat as Tracy hugged him, awkwardly patting her back. Tracy could feel his penis harden against her leg. Evan, flushed, gently pulled away.
"Um, I guess I missed you, too," he said, shuffling his feet uncomfortably, "Maybe we should get inside."
Tracy nodded and followed him into the room. They went through the breakfast line, but Tracy found it very difficult to decide what she should have, so she asked Evan, "What do you think I should get?"
Evan furrowed his brows, confused by the question and said, "I guess whatever you want."
"Why don't you pick for me," she said, fidgeting adorably.
Evan shrugged, unsure what she was playing at, but decided to play along.
"Here," he said, dishing out some breakfast casserole and a couple sausage links.
Tracy beamed happily, pleased that someone had made this difficult decision for her. She followed Evan to a table, where they sat. Evan took up his utensils and began to eat, but Tracy tried to pick hers up she felt that it was wrong. Rule sixteen dictated that real people used utensils, while good girls ate like messy animals.
Evan stopped eating, then looked around in embarrassment as Tracy lowered her head and began to eat the casserole messily without the use of her hands. He looked at her in disgust and asked, "Are you alright?"
Tracy, her mouth dripping with casserole grease looked at him, puzzled, and said, "Of course. Why do you ask?"
He reached across the table and wiped at her mouth with a napkin, and then made a little cry of revulsion as Tracy suddenly, unexpectedly, whorishly, moaned and orgasmed in her seat. Evan dropped the napkin as a few of the people nearby looked at her in disbelief and began muttering amongst themselves. A few got up and left, afraid to be seen near her.
"Jesus, Tracy!" Evan hissed, "What the fuck is wrong with you?"
Tracy felt confused and humiliated. She couldn't believe that she'd just orgasmed, at breakfast, in a crowded room, without even touching herself. She felt tears well up in her eyes at the shame, which also made her even wetter as she proudly thrust her tits out. Her cunt was leaking slut goo into her skirt, probably leaving a wet patch on the back of it that would make people think she'd pissed herself. The vibrating thing in her cunt, though, had been keeping her head in a pleasant, confusing, constantly horny state, and when Evan had touched her, she couldn't help herself.
"I... I'm just... a disgusting slut," she said, and then clapped her hand over her mouth in horror.
She knew that rule seventeen required that she admit her shame in a way that degraded her, when questioned about her behavior. She was ashamed of it, wet because of it, proud of her tits as she thrust them forward.
"Yeah, I can see that," Evan said, pushing his plate away, obviously appalled at her behavior, "Why don't I just get you some more coffee. Can you keep from acting like a whore long enough for me to do that?"
Tracy nodded, wiping at her eyes, humiliated. She could hear people whispering around her, certain that they were discussing what an embarrassing slut she was. It was shameful, which made her cunt wetter. Proud of her shameful tits, she kept them thrust forward, her nipples poking through the shirt. She pulled out her phone, turned on the selfie cam, snapped a photo of her whorishly hard nipples, and then sent it to her secretary, who she disapproved of. Her heart sank.
She couldn't unsend it. The girl might report her for harassment. Her coworkers would think that she'd sexually propositioned her secretary, like some kind of lesbian with a cunt for a brain. Why did she need to follow the rules? Rules need to be obeyed, something told her, and she knew it was true, but the rules were going to get her fired. She couldn't stop.
Evan returned with her coffee and said, "Come on. We need to get nametags. Think you can do that?"
Tracy blushed and nodded, following Evan to a nearby table, where stacks of adhesive nametags and permanent markers waited for the attendees. Tracy took up the marker, a nametag, and below the words, "Hello, my name is," she wrote Cow Tits, and stuck the nametag to her chest, in accordance with rule eighteen, which stated that when asked for her name, she would give one appropriate for a sex object. Evan's eyes bulged and he tore the nametag off of her.
"Jesus, Tracy, you can't write that! What the fuck?"
He handed her the marker and a new nametag. This time, Tracy wrote, Milk Jugs and slapped the nametag on her chest. Evan tore it off, shaking his head, and handed her another. This time, Tracy wrote, Cunt for Brains (with the S written backwards) and stuck the nametag on her chest, confused about why Evan kept making her redo it. She figured that she was very stupid, which made sense, because she had a shamefully wet cunt, which meant she was a good girl, and good girls do not think or make decisions.
Flustered, Evan allowed her to keep this name tag.
"Can you write it for me?" she asked, holding the marker in her trembling hand, pleading, her eyes wide.
"No. I think it's appropriate. If you want to be Cunt for Brains, or Cow Tits, or Milk Jugs, that's fine. Just leave me out of it. I like my job, even if you don't."
Tracy did like her job. She was well-paid and had authority. She was good at her job. The rules were to be followed, because that was the fourth rule, but she could not walk around a professional conference, filled with people that knew and respected her, wearing a nametag that read Cunt for Brains. The rules would not allow her to write Tracy, though, and rules had to be followed. There was the nineteenth rule, though, governing how she could ask for assistance in the event there was something she could not do.
She, simply, had to trade her body for the assistance she needed. Even as she contemplated the rule, and before she could stop herself, Tracy knew it was going too far. She could not sexually proposition a coworker right here, surrounded by managers from across the country. Only, she did, because rules needed to be followed, and she needed assistance to write her actual name on the nametag.
"If you help me," she said, wishing she could bite her tongue off, "You can hold me by the hair and fuck my mouth in the men's restroom."
Evan took her roughly by the arm and led her from the room as some very confused people in line behind them muttered to one another in shock. Evan marched her to a secluded corner, looked both ways, and then slapped her across the face.
"What the fuck, Tracy? Are you on something?" he hissed.
Evan had questioned her behavior, again, so Tracy answered, "No! I just... I get off on cockteasing, because I think with my cunt!"
Evan shook his head, saying, "Look, I'm guessing this has something to do with that other conference of perverts that's in town. Are you on some kink thing? Jesus, I always figured you were some kind of closeted slut, but I never thought you'd stoop this low. You better get it together and leave that kinky shit at the door, or you're gonna get yourself fired. Now, dry up your cunt and start thinking like a professional woman who values her career, alright? I like you, and I don't want to see you get fired."
Tracy dabbed at her eyes, nodded, then took out her phone, snapped a selfie of her horrendous nametag and her tear-streaked eyes, then sent it to her brother, a progressive artsy type who had wasted his life (in her opinion) on stupid paintings.
Evan shook his head, outraged, and said, "That tears it. From now on, you really are Cunt for Brains."
"No!" Tracy wailed.
Evan slapped her again, then said, "Come on, Cunt for Brains. We need to get inside for the pep talk."
He pulled Tracy roughly by the arm, back down the hall, and into the conference room, depositing her in a seat at the back. He sat next to her, fuming, waiting for the presentation to start. Tracy waited, quietly, her thoughts muddled by the vibrating thing in her twat and her deep sense of humiliating desire, caused by her whorish behavior. She hated the rules and couldn't understand why she needed to follow them, only knowing, on a deep subconscious level that she did. Rules are to be obeyed. The rules made that clear.
While she waited, she blushed deeply each time someone passed by and furrowed their brows at the sight of her erect nipples tenting the front of her blouse. She watched each person's gaze linger on them, change from confusion, into disbelief, and then to revulsion as they looked at her. The rules dictated, though, that she keep displaying her embarrassing tits, and for her to feel proud of the way they made her so ashamed to be a good, wet, girl that couldn't touch her cunt. She wanted to touch her cunt. Desperately. She'd never felt so stupidly horny in her life and the idea of being stupidly horny felt right, because the rules told her that good girls with wet cunts are stupid.
A man she knew took the stage. He was one of the division managers, an all-star in the sales department. Tracy couldn't remember his name. She realized, with horror, that she'd been daydreaming of the conference ending, so that she could go back to the cottage, have Leah take the belt off of her, and then ask the woman to touch her cunt and make her cum. The room fell quiet as the man took the stage. As a hush fell over the attendees, Tracy let out a low, slutty moan and several people nearby stared at her. Some of them laughed.
Tracy pulled out her phone, put it between her legs and, as Evan watched, astonished, she took a photo of her soaking, locked-up cunt, and then sent it to Jeremy. Her ex-boyfriend. The one that had always wanted to slap her tits when they'd made love. She disapproved of that. She disapproved of him for it. She paled. Jeremy would probably think that it was an invitation to let him back into her life. She stared at the photo, reminding herself of her shame, then noticed there were two messages.
The first was from Ross, stating that he wasn't sure if she sent this photo in error, but that it was a good look and he appreciated it. He asked if he should share it around the office, and why she'd sent it to him. Her mind recoiled as her fingers responded in accordance with the seventeenth rule of her stay.
"I secretly want people to see me and associate me with the image of my cunt."
She pressed send.
The next message was from her secretary, asking, like Ross, if she'd received the message in error. Then, of course, asking why there was a photo of her hard nipples.
"Girls looking at my tits makes me wet."
She pressed send.
Ross replied, "I think I can help with that. Don't worry, boss. By the time you get back, everyone in the department will find your identity interchangeable with your cunt, locked in chastity. Glad you're having fun at the FUCK conference. I see this as a positive change."
A reply came from her secretary, "That's gross. You can't say things like that! I can't believe I agreed to work here. I'm taking this to HR."
Tracy sobbed quietly, not wanting to attract more attention. Why couldn't she just stop following the rules? Rules are to be obeyed. That was all the validation she needed, because she knew it was true. The man on the stage must have been giving a rousing speech, because there were murmurs of approval and a few scattered rounds of applause, but Tracy couldn't listen. She could only think about the need between her legs, the hum of the vibrating thing in her twat, and the feel of her shirt rubbing her nubs so delightfully. She squirmed in her chair, sweaty and confused, until the speech ended.
People stood up. Evan stood up and pulled Tracy up by her arm.
"Let's go to group, Cunt for Brains," and Tracy followed him out of the room, stumbling clumsily on her heels with no idea where she was supposed to be going.
Fortunately, Evan knew, because Evan wasn't stupid. Evan didn't have a cunt for a brain. They milled through the throng of people, until they came to a side room, the door to which Evan locked. Tracy looked about in confusion. There was no one here.
"Where's our group?" she asked.
Evan slapped her across the face. Tracy recoiled in alarm, but Evan took a complimentary, company t-shirt from one of the tables and stuffed it roughly into her mouth, then grabbed her arms and pushed her over a table. Tracy panicked as she heard him unzip his fly, certain that Evan was about to rape her. She couldn't resist a sexual advance, even if it was unwelcome. The rule didn't make sense. It wasn't safe. But it was true.
Evan pulled up her skirt, saw the belt, and commented, "What the fuck, Cunt for Brains? You weren't kidding about being a cocktease, were you? Whatever. I'd rather put it up your ass, anyway."
Evan pushed his hard cock into her anus. Tracy squealed into her makeshift gag as Evan rutted into her virginal asshole. After only a few strokes of his angry penis, though, Tracy moaned and then shook as she orgasmed from the unwanted buttfucking. Evan shot sticky ropes of semen into her rectum, holding her hands tightly as he used her. Once his cock had been satisfied, he jerked her up by her hair and shoved her to her knees, then yanked the shirt from her mouth and replaced it with his slimy cock.
"Hurry up and clean it, Cunt for Brains," he said demeaningly, "We've got to get to group."
Tracy stared up at him with wide, frightened eyes. Evan pulled her phone from the breast pocket of her blazer, swiped it open with a chuckle at the photo on her lock screen, then took a picture of her cock-stuffed mouth. He put the phone back in her breast pocket, after changing the lock screen to the latest photo. Seemingly satisfied by her cleaning job, he extracted his cock from her suckhole and tucked it away.
"Glad that distraction's out of the way," he said and started for the door.
Tracy, submissively, tottered to her feet and followed, still trying to process the fact that she'd just been anally violated by her co-worker, a man she'd had a little crush on for years, someone that had respected her as a valued member of the team just this morning. Now, Evan only saw her as Cunt for Brains, little more than a humiliating decoration that he could sink his penis into when it was hard. As she followed, she sent the photo to one of the managers at her previous job, the man who had insisted on calling her "Sugar" or "Baby" all the time. She had disapproved of that. She pulled off her blazer, dropped it into a trash can, and followed Evan, proudly displaying her shameful tits while her co-worker's semen ran out of her violated asshole.
Before she could enter the room, her phone rang. It was Carlton. She didn't want to answer it. She couldn't not answer it. She answered it.
"Hello?"
"Tracy! Do you have any fucking idea what a fuck-up of a morning you've given me? What in the literal fuck are you up to over there? I've got a dozen emails and two harassment complaints from HR on my desk, and I've been in the office not ten minutes! Explain your goddamn self this instant!"
Tracy paled, stammered. She didn't want to say it. She had to say it.
"I... I'm acting like a whore because I have cunt for brains."
The door to the group study room stood open. Everyone in the room had heard what she'd said and pivoted toward her in shock. The line was silent as Carlton processed the unbelievable explanation he'd just been given.
"Tracy," he said quietly, calmly, menacingly, "You're fired. I'll have HR pack your things and deliver them to your house. Jesus fucking Christ."



Chapter Five: The Cottage
Tracy sat in her rental car as the soothing nature sounds played from the speakers. She sobbed into her hands, makeup running, wishing she could masturbate her vibrating twat. She'd just been fired. She'd told her boss that she was a whore with a cunt for a brain, and even as the reality of it seemed so unreal, she knew that it was true. She had cunt for brains.
Even now, she wanted to orgasm more than she wanted to contemplate the fact that two of her co-workers had filed harassment claims against her, and she was now unemployed, wearing a chastity belt, with another co-worker's semen drying in her asshole. She was a disgusting slut. It was her fault. She was weak. For some reason, she valued following the rules of her stay more than she valued her own well-being, and that was her fault. No one else's.
She needed to cum. She needed help. She couldn't touch her own cunt. Someone else would have to do it for her. Tracy put the car in drive and left the conference behind. Like a zombie, she drove through the streets of the city, dimly aware of the crowds of FUCK conference attendees milling on the sidewalks. The eclectic crowd of strange people that had descended on the city were everywhere. They were perverts, she thought, like her. She was a pervert. She stopped at a light to allow a group of men in bondage gear to lead women, also in leather, by leashes attached to collars on their necks, to cross the street. She stopped again to allow a group of women to lead men on leashes across the street. Again, she stopped to allow a group of people in cat suits to cross, then again for a group of men holding hands with women, who tugged their husbands along by leashes attached to chastity cages on their cocks.
Finally, she was out of the city, and then pulling into the drive that would take her to the cottage. Sweaty, confused, and ridiculously horny, she let herself into the cottage and made herself some of the tea as the stereo played the relaxing nature sounds for her. She phoned the main house, waited as it rang, and then Leah answered.
"Hello, honey. Back so soon?"
Tracy cried into the phone.
"Oh, dear. What's happened?" she asked.
Tracy cried some more.
"You just sit tight and drink some tea," Leah said, "I'll be right down."
Tracy dabbed at her eyes as she sat on the bed, drinking the tea. Slowly, she became more relaxed, and the horror of her predicament started to fade. The tea tasted so good. It was so calming. All the worries she'd had about losing her job, humiliating herself, began to recede into her mind. She stared ahead at the wall, drinking the tea. Leah let herself in. Tracy glanced up, vacantly staring at the woman, who sat next to her on the bed.
"Looks like you've had a tough day, huh?" Leah asked.
Tracy nodded. It had been a tough day, but it didn't seem so bad now that she was back at the cottage, drinking the tea, listening to the stereo. She wished that she could just stay here, in the little cottage, where she didn't have to worry about anything. There were no hard decisions here. There was just the tea, the stereo, the little pocket of nature outside. She didn't even need to think.
"It's very difficult going through life with a wet and excited, cunt, isn't it?" Leah asked, brushing her hair.
Tracy nodded. It was difficult.
"I'm sure your twat is very agitated, isn't it? It's very hard to think with a wet cunt," Leah said.
Tracy nodded again. It was so very hard to think with a wet cunt, but that's what made her a good girl, and having a wet cunt meant that she didn't have to think. She just had to follow the rules.
"Would you like some help with your twat?" Leah asked.
Tracy did want some help with her twat. She couldn't touch it, but the rules said that a wet cunt should be played with, so she needed to ask for help. If she needed to ask for help, then she had to trade her body for it.
"We could trade," Leah suggested, "I'll help you with your twat if you'll help with mine."
Tracy stared at her blankly. She thought that Leah was suggesting that she should... touch another woman's cunt? Leah's cunt? It was very hard to think, because of her shameful, wet cunt. Leah began to pull off her own skirt, exposing her shaven sex to Tracy's eyes. Tracy stared at it, burning with humiliation at the idea that she was going to lick another woman's pussy in order to have her own satisfied. It didn't seem right. It was right. It was a fair trade. She needed Leah's help.
Leah pushed her back on the bed, taking her empty teacup and setting it aside. The older woman mounted Tracy's face, and then the smell of her aroused fuckhole hit Tracy's nostrils as the woman's wet labia smothered her. Tracy knew that she couldn't resist the advance, and that she needed help, so she allowed Leah to grip her hair and rub her warm, wet pussy against her face, humping it like a pillow. Tracy found it hard to breathe and made little squeals of protest as Leah fucked her cunt with Tracy's unwilling face until she orgasmed, loudly, and squirted a wash of hot girl cum across Tracy's lips. The slutty ejaculation bathed Tracy's mouth, her nose, her entire face in a sheen of wetness.
Satisfied and smiling, Leah dismounted her guest's face, leaving Tracy panting and confused about what she'd just done. On some level, she registered that she'd just been raped by another woman, raped twice in one day, but that thought wasn't pleasant to think about. It was far more pleasant to listen to the stereo and stare at the ceiling, letting her mind go blank. She felt Leah helping her to sit up, and then there was a mug of warm tea in her hands. She drank it gratefully as the vibrator in her twat hummed away, keeping her aroused and horny, but unable to cum.
Tracy sipped at the tea, barely aware that Leah was talking on the phone, but then Leah was back and stroking her hair.
"Let's get that belt off you so we can take care of your twat. What do you say?"
Tracy nodded, eager to have the belt off, eager to cum. Leah removed her skirt, her shirt, the belt, and Tracy stood nude, flushed, sipping the tea. The door creaked open again. A man stepped into the cottage. He was not an attractive man. The man had a gut that hung from the bottom of his too-small shirt, and a large, hairy beard on his face. He waddled, more than walked, through the doorway. Tracy wanted to protest, standing naked as she was, but good girls with wet cunts don't think. Good girls with wet cunts share their shame with those they disapprove of, and so she shared her shameful nudity with this gross man who did not meet with her approval. Tracy felt ill, despite the calming tea.
"This is my husband, Felix," Leah said, "and he's going to help take care of your messy twat."
Tracy looked at her confused, struggling to think. This didn't seem helpful. It seemed like a bad idea. The gross man pulled off his shirt, exposing a pair of man boobs that were nearly as large as Tracy's own. Then, he pulled down his pants and exposed his thick, hairy cock. Tracy moaned, ashamed, her nipples hard and cunt wet. She didn't object when the man pushed her back onto the bed. Leah swiped open Tracy's phone, propped it on the nightstand, and let it begin recording. Tracy knew this was alright, because she'd need to share her shame with someone else that she disapproved of, so she'd need a record of this latest shame.
Felix mauled her tits with one of his sweaty hands and pushed his tongue into Tracy's mouth. She moaned, whorishly, as Felix' knobby fingers found the entrance to her wet fuckhole and began to rub it roughly. Tracy squealed into his mouth, his scratchy beard hurting her as the man continued to plunge his squirming tongue deeper into her unresisting mouth. Her cunt was so wet. She needed Felix to help her take care of it. Felix pushed the head of his big cock into her pussy. Tracy wanted to be sick, but her head felt light and empty, foggy and confused as Felix' large penis burrowed into her. The fat man groaned as he took her and then, to Tracy's shame, she bucked, moaned, and then screamed into his mouth as she orgasmed on his cock, crying all the while at her own needy, humiliating desire to satisfy her slutty cunt.
The man raised one of her legs and lay her on her side, so she faced the camera. One of his hands latched roughly onto her tit, and then he began to fuck her with vicious, deep, powerful strokes that made her free boob wobble obscenely. The camera recorded as she moaned and came again on her rapist's invading cock. Only, it wasn't really rape, because her cunt was very wet, and that meant it needed to be played with. Felix was helping her play with her cunt, because she couldn't do it herself. She orgasmed again due to his helpful penis, thrusting into her, smacking wetly between her legs as he held her leg aloft, so that the camera could clearly see the penetration of her sex.
Felix rolled her onto her front, resting his belly on her ass and crushing her beneath his weight as he continued to batter her orgasming fuckhole, while Tracy moaned into the mattress and the camera recorded her violation. Felix' thrusting cock was so helpful, giving her the orgasms that she'd been denied for so long and she felt grateful that he was giving her the help she needed. This was a fair trade. She came again.
***
Leah cuddled Tracy's naked, sweaty body in her arms, casually groping one of her breasts, while Tracy floated in a pleasant tea-induced, post-orgasmic haze, fueled by the calming sounds from the stereo. The vibrating belt was, once again, locked onto her, keeping the three large loads of Felix' semen pushed up her, still, very wet pussy. Felix had been gone for some time, but Tracy knew that he would be back.
After unloading his very full nuts into her thrice over, Tracy, in accordance with the rules for her stay, uploaded the video of her unwelcome fucking to her company's file server, because she disapproved of the way they'd fired her, when she was only following the rules that she knew to be true. The act had been deeply shameful, as she knew that employees from all over the country, including those here at the conference, visited that server every day.
Over the coming hours, hundreds of people would witness her shame, which made her proud, wet, and further ashamed, before the IT people would manage to catch on and remove it from the server. The damage would, likely, already have been done. From there, she visualized the video ending up on porno websites across the globe, where millions would masturbate to the images of her pliant body being pounded into submission by a bearded stranger with a beer gut, and the further degrading horror of her reluctant orgasms, that her traitorous cunt had demanded of her.
The rules, though, had to be followed. The rules had ruined her life, and it was her own fault, she knew, and Leah reinforced that fact by telling her that her wet cunt got her into this mess. It was a tricky, vicious thing that had to be locked away, because it was always wet and needed to be played with.
Leah was right. It was always wet, and she shouldn't be allowed to play with it. Only other people should play with it. It was a good rule, but a hard rule, because it was always wet and always making her feel ashamed. The delirious cycle ran through her head as Leah palmed her breast, waiting for Felix to return.
She deserved the rape. This she also knew, because she was a cocktease for having an always-wet cunt that was locked up and unable to be played with. People were unfriendly, Leah had explained, and unable to help themselves because of her incessant cockteasing. But Tracy had worth. Leah had poured her calming tea and explained it in such a way that even a good girl with an always wet cunt could understand.
"I'm so sorry that you weren't very good at your job," Leah said, consoling a confused Tracy, "But even a good girl with a wet cunt can do something right."
Tracy, drifting pleasantly in the fuck fog that filled her head, nodded along, though she wasn't sure exactly what it was that she could do right. She should be concerned for her future, she knew, but it was very hard to think, or to make decisions when one had a cunt for brains and that cunt was always wet.
"You like the cottage, don't you?" Leah had asked, as she'd locked the belt in place.
Tracy nodded, because she did like the cottage. It was very easy to let go of all her concerns when she was in the cottage, listening to the stereo, drinking the tea, and most of all, following the rules for her stay. She felt very uncertain about what she was going to do with herself when her stay ended, she no longer had to follow the rules, and she returned to her ruined life, in which everyone now knew about her wet, shameful cunt.
"You could just stay in the cottage," Leah said.
Tracy felt hopeful, but still unsure. The cottage was a rental, and even a good girl with a cunt for brains understood that you had to pay for a rental. Without a job, Tracy couldn't pay. She attempted to explain this to Leah, but it was very difficult, because Leah's tongue was in her mouth and her hand was tugging on Tracy's nipple in a most painful way. Finally, Leah pulled her tongue from Tracy's mouth and squeezed the base of her breast painfully, which made her sperm-filled pussy clench needily around the vibrator inside it.
"Felix is a notary," Leah explained, "You can just sign over your pension fund to the cottage. We'll use it to plump these up into some nice, big bimbo tits, perfect for a good girl with a wet cunt."
Tracy moaned as Leah slid her finger into Tracy's asshole and tugged her nipple.
"Then, we'll just add you to the amenities for the future cottage guests. We do great business around here, especially during the FUCK conference. Once we let everyone know that there's a good girl with a wet cunt as part of the package, there will be no end to the guests that can help you with your twat."
Some part of Tracy's mind recoiled at this horrendous idea. She'd worked for years to earn the money in her pension. She should not sign it away for a pair of fake tits and a life of being a sex decoration for the cottage guests to rape. It seemed like a terrible idea and not at all conducive to the life she'd always dreamed of. Only, she couldn't recall what that life was, what that dream had been.
She had cunt for brains, and she was very wet. She was a good girl with a wet cunt that didn't need to think, and she should not make decisions. She needed help. She needed to trade her body for help, and Leah was offering her help. She should trade her body for that help, as the rules of her stay dictated.
Leah's finger pushed further into her anus, bringing back the memory of the shameful assfucking that she'd received from Evan, and suddenly the choice did not seem important, because she experienced another orgasm, Leah biting her nipple painfully as she came. The soothing nature sounds and white noise played.
Tracy bucked and moaned like a slutty, good girl with a wet cunt. She didn't want to leave. She couldn't leave. The final, twentieth rule overrode all her own wishes, because it stated that she belonged to the cottage.
Felix returned with a small sheaf of papers and a stamp. Tracy had to sign her name. She couldn't sign her name. Leah signed it for her. Felix witnessed it, placing his legal notary stamp on the paperwork. Tracy felt that she should be concerned, somehow, that they had this paperwork ready with all of her details on it so quickly, but it was very hard to think with a cunt as wet as hers. Felix handed the papers to Leah, then wrapped his fist in Tracy's hair and pushed his cock into her mouth. His atrocious belly bounced against her head as he drove his stiff prick into her roughly, giving her the occasional slap, just for fun, chuckling as her repeated, "Gluk, gluk, gluk..." echoed off the walls of the cottage.
Chapter Six: Repeat Violations
Tracy loved the cottage, and the cottage loved Tracy. At times, it was a love-hate relationship. For instance, her first night, after signing the papers, Leah had cuffed Tracy's wrists and ankles to the bed. When Tracy made an attempt to question this decision, Leah put a ball gag into her mouth and clicked a button on a remote she held. This had the effect of kicking up the vibrator in the belt a notch, and then Tracy bit down on the gag and squealed as her wet and excited twat spasmed happily. Leah, then, turned on the TV and selected a channel for her. She placed earbuds in Tracy's ears, secured them with electrical tape, and then the calming sounds from the stereo, and the relaxing white noise were directly in her head, reinforcing the rules for her stay.
Tracy loved the rules, because a new rule, the twenty-first, dictated that she loved the rules. She hated being restrained on the bed, because the twenty-second rule told her that she should be ashamed of making herself vulnerable and available. Leah said something, but Tracy couldn't hear it over the sound in her earbuds, and whatever Leah had to say was not as important as the twenty-third rule for her stay, which reinforced the fact that good girls with wet cunts only orgasm from forcible anal penetration.
Tracy moaned as Leah clicked the vibrator up another notch, making Tracy's cunt clench tightly as it tried to orgasm, but it just wouldn't happen. The twenty-fourth rule of her stay, which suddenly filled the empty void in her head, told her that pain in her tits made her wet.
Leah tugged painfully on one of her nipples, and sure enough, this rule proved to be true, as Tracy's already wet hole gushed cunt honey into the belt. Leah stayed with her that night, ensuring that she stayed awake to watch the long sequence of degrading, hardcore pornography on the TV. Whenever Tracy threatened to drift off, Leah would apply one of several very painful clamps to her nipples, which would, invariably, make her cunt gush and want to orgasm.
Only, it couldn't, because the Twenty-third rule of her stay would not allow it. She'd need to be forcibly buttfucked if she was going to cum. Tired, desperately horny, hungry, uncomfortable and with her tits constantly in pain, Tracy watched the latest video begin to play.
By now, the long hours of anxiety and lack of sleep, being fed nothing but the calming tea, Tracy's once intelligent mind had become little more than the mess of sensations in her cunt, her ass, and her tits. Her head was filled with rules, rules for her stay, rules that needed to be followed. The rules told her that she was a good girl. She was a rape doll. She was a wet toy for the pleasure of others. Her tits were meant to be hurt. Her cunt was always wet. She was ashamed, so ashamed by what a terrible, wet and fuckable little sex doll she was.
Felix entered the cottage, undid the restraints on her ankles, and pushed her legs back to expose her open anus to his cock. Tracy bucked, tugged at the restraints on her wrists, in accordance with the thirty-seventh rule of her stay. She should be fun to rape. Leah slapped one of her tits. Her cunt twitched. Felix pushed his cock into her ass, wet with the copious girl cum that had been leaking from her pussy.
Tracy squealed into the gag, saw, on the TV, her first encounter with Felix, in which she lay on her side, the man's fat cock lodged in her pussy, and a shameful "O" of surprise on her face as she orgasmed. She orgasmed again, both at the feeling of forcibly having her rectum filled with cock, and at the brainless look of the slut on the TV. The little part of her mind that wasn't filled with the rules for her stay still clung to the knowledge that the slut on the TV was her, but with each angry thrust of Felix' cock into her anus, the knowledge died a little more.
Tracy felt that knowledge slipping away as another rule, and then another filled her head, implanted by the earbuds, the tea, and she felt terrified that soon there would be no more Tracy. Soon, there would be only an empty head, a wet cunt, the rules, and a rape doll with enhanced fuckhandles that had once been Tracy. She orgasmed again, in accordance with the forty-fifth rule of her stay. It's all my fault.



Epilogue: The Getaway
Ross and Tricia drove their rental car down the long, winding, dirt drive, veering off before they reached the large manor-style house up on the hill. In the weeks since Tracy's slutty implosion at work, things had been going great at the office. Tricia had shown such initiative, taking on her absent boss' duties so ably, that Carlton had seen fit to instill her in Tracy's old position.
Ross, who had discovered Tracy's last upload, showing off her shame to the world, was quick to get the video off of the company servers before anyone else had a chance to see it. His quick thinking had saved the company a major scandal.
Carlton, already incensed at sweeping multiple harassment claims under the rug, had given Ross the proverbial pat on the back for his diligence. Ross received a promotion and a nice bonus, taking him out of Tricia's department and allowing them to explore the budding romance that could only come from sharing such a terrible experience between co-workers.
Now, the new lovers were on their first getaway together. Tricia had booked them in the cottage that she'd sent Tracy to, thrilled by all the outstanding reviews the place had received. While the prior reviews had been great, since Tracy's stay at the place the satisfaction ratings had all been a solid five stars, and the comments from the guests were nothing short of glowing.
-My God! The decor! This place has it all. Super hosts.
-Such a cute, little, out of the way location. The added amenities were top notch and didn't seem to mind a bit when things got a little wild.
-Five stars aren't generous enough. Leah and Felix really go all out to make a guest welcome. The tea. The coffee. The extra amenities will, absolutely, leave you feeling more relaxed than you have in years.
Now, as they pulled up in front of the cottage, Tricia noted an envelope stuck to the door. The lovely young couple pulled the envelope from the door, opened it, and out tumbled a set of silver keys and a card from the host.
Thank you for your stay at the cottage. We're here to make your visit as pleasant as possible. These are your keys to the amenities. Please ensure that the amenities are locked again after each use, and before you leave the cottage. Please feel free to arrange any furniture and decorations to your liking during your stay, and don't worry about clean-up. We'll handle that detail for you. We do have one, simple rule for your stay, and that is this: Please do not remove the earbuds. These are for the safety of the property. Enjoy your visit.
Ross and Tricia looked at each curiously, shrugged, and punched in the code for the door. It opened. They stepped inside. The cottage was very cute, open on the inside, with a flat screen TV on the wall, a working fireplace, and large well-made bed. On the bed, spread out on the comforter, was the added amenity. Her wrists and ankles were strapped to the bedposts with padded cuffs. She stared, dazedly, into space, her eyes unfocused, as though lost in a happy dream.
A metal chastity belt encircled her waist, and the couple could hear the low hum of something vibrating inside of her twat. A ring gag held her mouth open, and her head lay on a plastic, sanitary sheet, which absorbed the drool leaking from her open mouth. The base of a plug protruded from her anus. In each of her ears, secured with black, electrical tape, was an earbud. Tracy acknowledged their presence with only a slight tilt of the head and a long, slutty moan.
Tricia and Ross looked at one another, their newfound love shining in their eyes, as they took one another's hands. The cottage, they knew, would be the memory of a lifetime.
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Chapter Sixteen: Spare Someone's Blushes
Jess looked dubious as Jenna laid out her proposal, unable to comprehend that someone was willingly going to take on her challenge.
"But, won't that hurt?" the girl asked, as she looked at the requirements.
It's Okay to be an Asshole: Provide anal satisfaction to two persons at one time.
Reward choices:
-Cash prize of $1,000. Additional bonus cash prize of $1,000 for every two persons serviced above the minimum requirement of two.
-Rank up. Additional Rank for every two persons serviced above the minimum requirement of two.
-24 hours freedom.
Result of failure: 24 hours with Butt Hurt designation. Geolocation active. Available to all players.
Consolation prize: $100
Jenna marveled at the fact that she could so casually contemplate being fucked in the ass by at least two strangers, and even more so at the idea that she was going to combine this with her own challenge to take on at least four in one hour. This, less than a day after being gang banged by nine men. Added to this, already ludicrous, affair was the additional combination for Skewered, which required her to take on no less than four partners from both ends, as well as Glazed Donut, in which at least four men had to coat her face in sperm.
In all, today's activities (if successful) would grant her and Kara six ranks, Jess at least three, depending on her level of participation, as well as a few thousand dollars. The money was a secondary concern, but in the long run it was going to be necessary for the overall plan. They'd decided, after some contemplation, that they would break up the week into focus areas. A few days would be spent devoted to challenges that provided rank, while another day would be all about cash, a third for collecting useful items, and then a day or two of rest.
Given the nature of the challenges as they ranked, it was clear that the toll on their bodies was going to increase significantly. Not only did the new challenges require increasingly more degrading acts, but they piled on the number of people required at each rank. If they weren't careful, they'd quickly find themselves exhausted by relentless gangfucking, orgies, and bukkake parties.
"It's not so bad," Jenna answered, "at least not while it's happening. Whatever's in the Obsequium, if you haven't noticed, makes everything feel good. The next day, well, that's when you feel it."
That was the weird truth of it. The red drink, combined with the relentless edging from the belt had them all wet and ready to satisfy their horny urges.
"Everything's ready," Kara said.
Jess looked pale as they bundled into Kara's car. Jenna knew the feeling. Only a few days ago, the thought of sucking off two strange men and allowing four of them to plaster her face with cum had seemed like the worst thing in the world. Today, the thought of only servicing that many seemed like a cakewalk.
Kara drove them across town to the site of their latest challenges.
As she explained the set up, Jenna contemplated the lengths that other players went through to keep Edge a secret. Their latest host went by the username The_Old_One. His trust score was a solid five stars and the location Kara pulled up to turned out to be a gated estate. Kara idled at the gate and pressed the callbox, then answered the voice on the other end, "We have an appointment with Mr. Henson."
The gate buzzed and slid open. Kara drove up the winding, tree-lined path that opened up into a roundabout, at the center of which a large fountain sprayed a tower of rushing water into the air. The three of them took in the sight of the gigantic home with wonder as they got out of the car. The large double doors swung open before they reached them.
A man that Jenna guessed was in his late fifties stood in the entryway to greet them. His name plate showed him as rank forty-five, and a class of Sage. His username matched that of their contact. The man was dressed in a red silk robe that reminded Jenna of pictures she'd seen of Hugh Hefner.
"Ladies," he said, nodding his head in greeting, "Please. Come in."
The three of them stepped inside, eyes wide with wonder at the opulence.
"A number of my associates are very eager to meet you," he said with a sly grin, "and they're very grateful to me for providing them with some American entertainment. You have my thanks for helping me secure a deal I've been working on for months."
Mr. Henson waved a hand and the doors boomed shut. As they followed him down the hall, he instructed, "In their culture, it is not polite for women to shake hands in this sort of setting. Your eyes should remain downcast, unless otherwise instructed. You've all worn the belts?"
Kara nodded.
"Excellent," Henson said, "They'll love the thought of three horny girls that only take it in the ass. It should get your challenges out of the way more quickly, if you know what I mean."
As they followed, Henson made sweeping gestures and other doors opened before him, while another wave closed them behind him. While it was only a small display of power over the physical world, Jenna wondered what kind of other power was available to a rank forty-five Sage. Classes weren't even something that she'd get a look at, until these latest challenges were complete. Then, she'd be high enough to choose her own, as well as a username, instead of the number.
The final door ahead of them swung open. Seated about the room on lavish couches sat a large group of well-dressed Asian businessmen, all of whom began conversing excitedly in what Jenna thought was Japanese. It took a moment for her to realize with astonishment that she could understand it. The Halo earbud in her ear, it seemed, easily translated the words into English for her. Yeah, certainly not the worst thing about Edge, she thought.
Following Henson's instructions, the three girls stood servile and silent, eyes downcast and hands folded like obedient sex toys. One of the men stepped forward and cupped Jenna's chin, tilting her head up toward him to get a look at her, as though examining merchandise. Jenna, politely, did not meet his eyes. He released her, and then stepped to Kara, then Jess, repeating the process. He nodded, seemingly satisfied by whatever he was looking for.
He shared some murmured words with Henson, which Jenna couldn't hear. He sounded very pleased. Henson seemed to be conveying some sort of rules or instructions, pointing out herself and Kara. She guessed that he was laying out specifics to ensure they were getting their challenge criteria met. As he talked, the Japanese man gave sharp nods, seemingly pleased by what he was hearing, though his face remained impassive.
Jenna recalled some documentary she'd watched, a little kernel of memory about how Japanese culture was much different when it came to touching or showing facial expressions. The way her head felt right now, she was surprised that she could remember anything. Her pussy felt so hot and she couldn't wait to cum.
Jenna counted a total of sixteen men, including Henson, which the ringleader began to direct, issuing instructions and splitting them up. Henson drifted toward the girls.
"You're all from my personal stock," Henson explained his story, "but you're new," he said to Jess, "They'll be respectful and ensure that you're not overused. Don't feel like you have to take on more than you can handle. As for you two," he said to herself and Kara, "You're well-trained and prepared to serve. As expected, the fact that your pussies are off limits for anyone is quite an exciting proposition."
Henson fished inside of his robe and handed Jenna a small bottle of lubricant with a grin. Jenna nodded, thankful.
"It's not their first rodeo," Henson continued, as the men split up, "They love this kind of thing. Especially American girls. If you two want to lez with each other, that will go down very well, too."
The ringleader turned toward them and strode forward. He motioned Jenna toward one group, Kara to another, and then led Jess by the arm toward a couch, where he began to strip down. Apparently, he liked the petite girls, Jenna thought. The men around her began stripping down, neatly folding and piling their suits to the side. As they disrobed, Kara pulled Jenna to her and began to kiss her, peeling away her clothes and tossing them aside. Jenna did the same and soon they were down to their belts, touching and swapping tongues sensually as the men muttered approval.
As Kara put Jenna on her knees in front of one of the couches, she could see Jess slip her small mouth over the head of the ringleader's cock and begin to suck.
"Erin," Jenna said softly, "initiate all challenges."
She heard Kara do the same as she squeezed a generous helping of lube between Jenna's upturned ass cheeks. Jenna put her head on the couch and allowed Kara to work the slick lube into her, her legs shaking with anticipation of the orgasms she knew were coming.
"You're so eager to get butt-fucked, baby," Kara said, loud enough for the men to hear, "All that cock for your pretty bottom has you so horny, doesn't it?"
Jenna moaned into the couch in reply. She felt a hand in her hair and then her head was drawn up from the couch. One of the men seated himself in front of her and guided her back down, pushing his cock between her wet lips. Kara knelt beside her. Jenna was vaguely aware of her friend rubbing lube into her own ass as she whimpered, and then another man took his place in front of Kara. The sound of her wet slurping a moment later made Jenna's pussy spasm.
Jenna squeaked around the cock in her mouth as the first of her anal conquerors spread her cheeks and began to slide into her. The man was nowhere near the size of any of those she'd taken on the previous evening, for which Jenna felt grateful. Her ass was going to get quite a workout today. A few feet away, she heard a man grunt and then Jess gasping as her face was coated in sticky cum. A moment later, she was back to sucking again. The cock in her ass bottomed out and then began to work itself back and forth, coated in the lube. The man in her mouth held her hair and moaned softly as she worked his shaft.
Her eyes flicked upward on reflex, before she could remember that she wasn't supposed to make eye contact. He didn't seem to mind, though, and when their gazes locked, he trembled and lost the battle with his own pleasure. He pulled her head up and fired off ropes of seed onto her tongue, across her face in hot spurts. A moment later she watched the first of Kara's blowjobs end the same way. The two girls leaned toward each other as their asses were pounded, swapping cum and licking at each other's faces as new men took their turn on the couch.
Jenna filled her mouth with her second cock as Kara did the same, and then a hard slap across her ass made her squeal. A rocket shot of cum pumped into her rectum, then a second and third splashed across her backside. Her body trembled at the feeling and she knew that it wouldn't be long before her first orgasm. She just needed another cock in her ass. It came a second later, forcefully burrowing into her backdoor and making her grunt around the dick in her mouth.
The sounds of another man blasting Jess' face came from somewhere nearby. The slap of flesh against Kara's ass and her friend's excited moaning, the feel of the cockshaft pumping into her anus, triggered Jenna's orgasm. She pushed back against the man fucking her, begging for more cock with her humping motions, as she turned her eyes upward and watched the man she sucked watch her.
For a few moments they locked eyes and then the man's cock twitched and jerked in her mouth. He pulled out, spraying her face with another load, wiping his spent cock across her lips as another man began to give Kara her third ass fuck. Jess moaned loudly and said, "Yes! Shoot it on my face!"
Jenna smiled as she sealed her lips around her third cock and yet another pasted her insides before it withdrew. Despite the eye contact taboo, each of the men that used her mouth and coated her face seemed very excited when she turned her eyes upward and showed them what a submissive cocksucker she was for them.
Her face plastered with ropes of drying semen, she worked like a machine, pausing between each cock to kiss Kara and lick at her face, which seemed to drive the guys wild, as they quickly unloaded more and more cum into the girls. At least twice, she and Kara came together as their tongues played, and Jenna found this tremendously exciting.
Several more times, she heard Jess exclaim as more men glazed her face. These men were experienced, working in tandem and immediately swapping places with one another. Jenna came at least four more times, her ass now gaped and copious rivers of semen flowing over her belted cunt to fall on the carpet. Kara seemed to have completed all of her group, and as Jenna sucked on her final cock she felt Kara bury her tongue in her ass, scooping the filthy remains from her and making her cum harder than any of the men that had fucked her today. This latest debauchery pushed the fucker in her mouth over the edge. He whipped his member free and coated her ruined face with another hot load as she orgasmed on Kara's tongue.
Then, Jess was there, her tongue in Jenna's mouth. Jenna could feel the remains of drying cum on the girl's face, as she was shared from both ends between her companions, and the men around them murmured with approval. Cockdrunk, her head spinning and hot, Jenna crawled onto the couch and allowed Kara to finger fuck her ass to one final, back-arching slutgasm, the thought of how depraved she'd become only making her locked-up pussy hotter as Kara fucked her asshole with the cummy remains of four strange men.
Henson gave them the use of a very large and luxurious walk-in shower. Being with another girl, oddly enough, felt like just another normal thing to Jenna at this point. Being naked with two girls was a novelty that she already knew wouldn't last long. She guessed that within a few weeks, lesbian orgies following a gangbang would be as normal as being locked in a chastity belt. The thought made her titter ridiculously as she shared kisses with Kara and Jess under the spray of the twin shower heads. This, also, she conceded, was not the worst part of Edge. In fact, if it weren't for the unbearable teasing her belt was putting her pussy through at this moment, it would have been downright wonderful.
Chapter Seventeen: Class Selection
Sipping Obsequium as she lay on Kara's bed, Jenna tried to ignore the angry throbbing from her well-used ass. Instead, sandwiched between two naked girls, she went through her latest rewards and thought that Kara was going to need a larger bed in the near future. The queen size was a little tight with three hot bodies in it. Still, there were worse ways to spend an afternoon.
Having successfully completed all of her challenges, as well as taking on Jess' challenge, she watched her rank climb to thirteen, bringing her even with Kara. Jess, meanwhile, had exceeded her challenge by two facials, which brought her up to rank three. The petite girl jabbered excitedly as she browsed the item shop. Jenna and Kara, though, had bigger decisions to make. Having surpassed rank ten, they now had the choice of selecting a class and a username. Username's became a permanent label, while her class could be changed once after rank thirty, and again at rank sixty. After this, the class became permanent.
Selecting a class was an important decision for the grand plan, too. The class she selected would have an impact on the challenges from here out, tailoring them to fit the role she chose. She flicked through the little cards explaining the classes, unsure what to choose.
Fluffer: The fluffer specializes in aiding other players. Specialized equipment is supplied in the physical world to fit your role, and future challenges will lean heavily toward sacrificing one's own body to aid other players in completion of their challenges.
Submissive: The submissive delights in handing over the reins of control to others. Specialized equipment is supplied in the physical world to fit your role, and future challenges will lean heavily toward servicing the whims of others.
Exhibitionist: The exhibitionist prefers to be watched and seen by others, often in the nude, and craves the sense of humiliation this brings. Specialized equipment is supplied in the physical world to fit your role, and future challenges will lean heavily toward displaying oneself in public.
Temptress: The temptress plays the long game, forsaking immediate gratification for the drawn-out thrill of ultimate conquest. Specialized equipment is supplied in the physical world to fit your role, and future challenges will lean heavily toward player recruitment, or influencing others in pursuit of a given goal. Challenges for this class have significantly increased timelines for completion, as well as rewards befitting the difficulty of completion.
Dominatrix: The dominatrix thrives on control over others. Specialized equipment is supplied in the physical world to fit your role, and future challenges will lean heavily on doling out pain and pleasure in equal measure to bend others toward your will.
Slave: The slave is the ultimate submissive, giving up full control to a master, while leaving all shreds of their previous self behind. A legally binding agreement is set forth between slave and master, which will determine the length of the slave's servitude. Should this arrangement become permanent, future rewards will be set forth in this agreement. All future choices and challenges are determined by the master, as are all rewards and penalties during the contract period. The slave is coveted and generously rewarded at the conclusion of their service, should the arrangement not become permanent.
Bimbo: The bimbo finds pleasure and satisfaction in being objectified for their use as a sexual plaything and glorifying in body modification and lack of intelligence. When selected, this class becomes permanent. A rigorous schedule of body-altering surgeries will be arranged to fit your new role, as well as ongoing conditioning and sexual training. A supply of Dumb Drops will be ingested in order to lower your IQ to an acceptable level. Due to their lack of intellect, the bimbo will no longer be presented with challenges, but rather assigned to the Bimbo Lifestyle program. Bimbos are desirable and will want for nothing.
Breeding Stock: Breeding stock, as its name suggests, serves as an incubator for pre-screened males. This class selection becomes permanent when chosen. Breeding stock will undergo extensive fertility treatments, as well as providing their eggs for alternative methods of impregnation. During lactation, the breeding stock may be required to perform service as a HuCow. Breeding stock will no longer receive challenges, but will, instead, be assigned to a breeding program. Breeding stock is desirable, and will want for nothing.
Mommy: The mommy encourages other female players to shed their inhibitions and actively works to develop them into better and more useful fuck dolls. This role includes extensively training, often by example, other female players in the arts of dirty talk, fellatio, group sex, multiple penetrations, bondage, fetishes, and self-denial. Future challenges will lean heavily toward tutoring other players in self-degradation.



Rape bait: Rape bait thrives on nonconsensual encounters, actively provoking others to use their bodies for sexual gratification. By design, rape bait can no longer decline a sexual advance and to do so will result in severe penalties. Future challenges will lean heavily toward placing oneself in situations in which they will be taken advantage of. Specialized equipment is supplied in the physical world to fit your role.
Jenna quickly dismissed a few of the classes out of hand. She wasn't going to be a slave, nor would she undergo reconstructive surgery and actively lower her intelligence. Spending her life being impregnated over and over, also, did not really appeal to her. Rape bait? No, thank you. Mommy, well, she didn't really have the knack for encouraging other girls to be slutty. Dominatrix didn't really fit her personality, she thought. Temptress? No. The thought of being responsible for sucking more people into Edge was revolting. That left three that didn't seem as bad. Exhibitionist? No. Displaying herself in public for the pleasure of others who delighted in her humiliation seemed like a terrible life choice.
"Fluffer," Kara said.
"You think?"
Kara nodded, adding, "If we're going to go through with this thing, bringing people together, it will mean helping them. Fluffer fits you."
"What about you?"
"Oh, I'm a Mommy all the way!" Kara said.
Jenna had to agree. Kara was very good at encouraging her to be a slut.
Kara selected it as her own class and Jenna watched the neon light slide down her body. The nameplate above her head now displayed the class. Jenna considered it and decided Kara was right. Sacrificing herself for the good of others was in line with her goal. She selected it as her own. The server, then, prompted her for a username. That choice seemed like a big one. As long as she had to keep playing, this would become her identity.
Another shock of blue slid down Kara's body, and when Jenna looked at the nameplate, Kara's username read Karalingus.
Kara grinned, pleased at her cleverness and Jenna shook her head. Jenna tapped in her Haloes, and her username became Edged_Angel.
"Oh! Sexy!" Kara exclaimed.
"Totally hot!" Jess agreed.
Her next choice was two pieces of specialized equipment for her class. The blend of real-world objects with this virtual one was still something that it was hard to wrap her head around. She'd seen the small display of power over the physical world that Henson wielded, but that was nothing more than opening and closing doors. She suspected that there was more to it and wondered at how Edge made it happen. The options hovered in front of her.
Bracers of the Gale (Defensive): Releases a non-lethal wind gust, knocking back anyone within ten feet of the wearer. Five-minute cooldown.
Gauntlet of Impairment (Offensive): On contact, delivers a non-lethal, targeted electric shock to a target, causing temporary paralysis. One hour cooldown.
Spikard of Control (Utility): Take control of any civilian, internet-connected device for one hour. Use your Haloes to exert control over the device. Six-hour cooldown.
Necklace of Deception (Utility): Take on the appearance of another player for one minute. 72-hour cooldown.
Dress of Devotion (Utility): Heightens the wearer's natural pheromone levels for one hour, making them more attractive to others. 24-hour cooldown.
Bracelet of the Sun (Defensive): Produces a blinding flash, temporarily obscuring the vision of all persons within twenty feet of the user. 24-hour cooldown. This effect can be countered through use of objects that shield against intense light.
Map of the Underworld (Defensive): Deactivates geolocation for 24 hours, while penalty designations are in effect.
Bewildered, Jenna scanned the descriptions of the equipment. As she ranked up, she knew she'd be able to select more of them, but she couldn't understand how some of these could produce effects in the real world.
"What are you going to pick?" she asked Kara.
"Well, taking control of another device seems handy, so I'm going with the spikard. The bracers could be useful during a hunt, too, so I'm getting those."
Jenna decided on the Bracers of the Gale and the Gauntlet of Impairment, considering the possibility of a hunt, as well. Her final class choice was that of an innate ability.
Dispel (Support): Dispels blindness and deception effects on all party members. Thirty-minute cooldown.
Disconnect (Offensive): Disables a target's Haloes for fifteen seconds. Eight-hour cooldown.
Concealment (Defensive): Grants an impenetrable barrier of invisibility to the user's party for two minutes, regardless of physical contact. This effect cannot be dispelled. 24-hour cooldown.
Warding (Defensive): Defends against all forms of virtual projectiles for ten seconds. One hour cooldown.
"We should split them up to start with," Kara suggested, "Which one are you taking?"
"I'll do Dispel," Jenna said.
"Warding for me, then."
Once she'd completed her choices, her Halo menus showed a new option for her abilities, as well as a notification that her equipment had been shipped. Jesus, it was like an evil Amazon delivery, she thought. Thinking became more difficult, then, as the belt went from zero to gooner in a matter of seconds, making Jenna arch her back and shake humiliatingly, scrabbling at her locked-up cunt with one hand, while pawing her breasts with the other. Kara, free of her own belt for the remainder of her reward period, began to masturbate vigorously as she watched Jenna writhe. Jess, still new to the entire experience, watched with a mix of horror and fascination.
Kara, her hand between her legs, sucked at Jenna's tongue as her former charge grunted into her mouth. The belt backed off, leaving Jenna trembling, and then continued in seconds long bursts of pleasure pulses that made Jenna jerk uncontrollably as she made out with the other girl, making pitiful whining noises, as she tried to fit her fingers under the metal for some kind of relief.
The entire episode went on for nearly an hour, during which Kara managed to cum intensely on her fingers as Jess flushed, unable to take her eyes off the spectacle.
The belt settled into a low, constant pulse, mercilessly teasing Jenna's pussy as she lay sweating in Kara's arms, the dark-haired girl sucking on her tits.
"Do you want me to do it for you?" Kara asked, lifting her mouth from Jenna's nipple, a string of saliva trailing from her lip, "Do you want to cum from your ass for me?"
Despite having taken four cocks up the ass so recently, Jenna couldn't help but nod, her body betraying her.
"Jess is going to watch," Kara said, tugging Jenna's nipple, "You're going to take a sex toy up your ass and cum on it in front of another girl."
"Yeah..." Jenna hissed and rolled over.
Kara reached into the nightstand and pulled one of her long, vibrating dildos from within, lubing it up as Jess watched, her jaw slack and eyes wide.
"This is so fucking hot," the other girl whispered.
Kara put the lubricated toy at Jenna's backdoor and eased it inside, laying next to her and whispering in her ear.
"You're so naughty, baby. You're a sexy little fuck doll that wants to cum from her ass, aren't you?"
"Yes!" Jenna squealed into the pillow, wiggling her ass as Kara pushed the toy into her.
"You got used by eighteen men in two days and your horny pussy still wants more, doesn't it?" Kara teased.
Jenna whined and pushed her hips back against the toy, Kara now sliding the entire length into her and making Jenna groan. Jess rubbed at her own locked pussy, providing no relief. The constant thrum of the belt against Jenna's clit was maddening, pushing her mind further into the fuck-fog as she tunneled on the impending orgasm Kara was giving her.
"You lost your virginity in a gangbang like a fucking slut, and you loved it," Kara hissed, kissing her neck as she plunged the toy into her, "You're a teenage butt slut in chastity who only gets to cum from her asshole."
Jenna moaned into the pillow and humped her ass against the toy as the orgasm finally came. She twitched and bucked, writhing in pleasure as the wave exploded through the fuck-fog and sent her into a spasm, gripping the sheets. Kara continued the violation, forcing one more powerful cum out of her shuddering body. Finally, Jenna slumped, and Kara pulled the toy from her with a wet sucking sound. While Jess watched, she fucked her own pussy with it in a slutty display that made the petite girl wonder how long it would be before this was happening to her.
Even as Kara came on the toy, Jenna crawled between her legs and sucked at her clit, turning her orgasm into a forceful, mind-blowing thing that had her legs shaking and back arching off the bed.
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Julia didn't particularly enjoy having her brother's fat log of a cock buried so deeply in her anus that it felt as though her insides were being rearranged. She was, however, becoming used to it. After a while, she knew, she would even orgasm from it.
It hadn't been an easy thing, either mentally, emotionally, or physically, to be anally pounded by her brother. It had been even less so when her father had started in on it. Julia didn't have much say in the matter, though, because Julia was a whore.
Having always been told that she had the biggest, sluttiest udders in town and that her ass was the kind that folks classified as a "money maker," Julia had started down the path to sex work as a stripper. Living in a relatively small town, with only two such establishments, it didn't take long for her family to discover what she was up to.
Julia's town did not have a great deal of opportunity. Pretty girls usually ended up as strippers or hookers. Julia had ended up as both. Her large melons and delectable bottom had made her the most popular girl at the club, earning her great tips.
Within days, her brother was also visiting Julia's club and not a soul in town could blame him for buying lap dances from his blushing and embarrassed sister. A few days after that, her father was there, too, and most folks just nodded their head with understanding as Julia ground her ass and pussy against their familial erections.
Julia had dreams, though, dreams that could only come true outside of the small town with little opportunity. Julia dreamed of moving away and making a name for herself in a big city, where she could use her amazing assets to become a high-end escort. She loved submissively pleasing men, adoringly swallowing their stiff cocks and allowing them to pump her pliable nineteen-year-old body full of hot cum. The fact that she could be paid for it was even better.
Within weeks of beginning her stripping job, Julia began accepting money from men to fuck her. That money she saved up in order to follow her dream. That same week, her brother had come to the brothel and paid to fuck her.
Julia had protested at first, saying, "No! It's bad enough having to grind on your dick at the strip club. You're not going to fuck me!"
The brothel's Madame had slapped Julia for her disobedience, and then held her down, apologizing as she lubed up Julia's anus.
"I'm so sorry," she said, "She's usually such a good whore. Brother cock is just another cock, so I don't understand why she'd be such a whiner about it."
Julia mumbled into the mattress and kicked her legs as the Madame held her face down.
"Thanks kindly," her brother said. "She's been a real cocktease. You understand, right?"
The Madame nodded understanding, putting her weight on Julia's shoulders and spreading her ass apart. Julia's brother eased his thick penis into his sister as Julia wiggled and groaned. It was not that she didn't like anal sex, only that most men weren't as endowed as her brother and, of course, it was her brother. Money was money, though, in the Madame's opinion.
He worked his cock into Julia's ass, taking several minutes to open her up widely enough to accept his girth. Julia whimpered and mumbled as it happened, but when the full, thick length of his tool was fully lodged in her backdoor, it took her breath away. Then, he began to fuck her. Soon, she no longer had to be held down because she was cumming and asking for more of it. It was disgusting and horrible, but the incredibly full, stuffed feeling it gave her was like nothing else.
The next week, her father made a visit and, again, Julia balked at having to fuck her father. Once more, though, she was slapped and held down, her anus violated by the man that had raised her. Just as well-hung as her brother, Julia had in intense cum as her daddy pounded her butthole into orgasming submission.
At home, the two of them touched her more frequently, groping her ass or tits, while making lewd comments about how sluttily she'd cum from her incestuous buttfucking. The next week, they each came twice, and three times the week after that. They never wanted her pussy or her mouth. Something about forcing their mammoth meat into her ass just did it for them.
After anally violating her six times a piece, they began to see Julia as little more than a slutty hole when she was at home. They treated her more like a rubber sex torso now, rather than a family member. They didn't even pay her anymore.
"If you want a place to live, the price is your fat, slutty butt," her father declared.
As Julia did not want to spend her dream money on a place to live, she became used to waking up in the night with one of them stuffing their fat meat into her backdoor, while they pulled back her hair and pummeled her jiggling cheeks with their forceful thrusts. She always, inevitably, orgasmed from it.
However, the novelty of nightly butt-humping, even one's own sibling or daughter, became normal. Therefore, they began to choke her on their cocks once they'd finished with her ass. Julia hadn't wanted to do ass-to-mouth with her father the first time it had happened, but he'd slapped her with his slimy cock log until she opened her mouth and accepted it. Her brother didn't have as much difficulty with her the following night.
The logical next step was to take her two at a time and, within a week, Julia was being spit-roasted. One of them would stretch her mouth out around their cock, while the other made use of her asshole. Once the first had greased her butthole with their load for the second, they'd swap places. On many nights, using her mouth after plumbing her rectum would get them hard again, leading to many a long night of Julia being skewered to the point of exhaustion.
This practice, too, soon lost its novelty and there was only one further hole to explore.
"My house, my holes," her father declared, as he pushed her legs back and fed his fat cock into his daughter's reluctant fuckhole.
Her Daddy thoroughly enjoyed the feeling of Julia's overfull cunt tightly encircling his erection, gripping it as she grunted. He forced orgasms out of her until she was in tears and twitching, every nerve hypersensitive and her pussy soaking her sheets. Her brother was eager to repeat the exercise the following morning and, though she was tired and sore, her spasming cunt seemed happy to pleasure his immense cock.
As Julia had become little more than a subhuman fucktoy to the two of them, the only thing left for it was to impale her on their dicks at the same time. Her father squeezed her oversized tits in his hands as Julia bounced dazedly on his cock, her cunt stretched so widely that the suction of his thrusts was audible. She wailed when her brother stuffed his dick into her backdoor at the same time and she felt as if she might break. It never got easier, even though she still orgasmed through the painful pleasure of being so full.
The only problem with this arrangement, was that their fucktoy often screeched and wailed loudly as they pounded their thick meat into her pleasure sheaths. It was distracting and often threw off the rhythm that they'd carefully built up with their intense, painful thrusting. Her father tried to gag her, but the wailing still made it through.
This went on for several days, causing the two men no end of trouble and headaches. Then, Uncle Buck moved in and provided the perfect solution. Now, the only sounds from Julia's lewdly stretched mouth were her glurks and sputtering as she was finally, blessedly full.
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Chapter Eighteen: Fluffer
For the rest of that day, as well as the next, Jenna and Kara avoided any challenges, opting to allow their well-fucked bodies to rest. Jenna spent some time at home, deciding that her family would start to become suspicious if she was always gone. Though it was summer break, it wasn't like Jenna to suddenly disappear for days on end. The time at home she spent studying the new challenges, as well as browsing the LFG listings in the challenge pool with Kara as they worked on their strategy.
Her new equipment arrived on their first full day of rest and Jenna found herself eager to see what these latest rewards were capable of. Her bracers seemed little more than a stylized armband. To any observer they would appear as nothing more than an elaborate piece of jewelry. When she strapped the thing around her wrist she could feel something inside of it working, as well as the sound of hissing air that lasted for several minutes before it went quiet.
She located a button on the top, cleverly hidden in the inscribed design. Wholly unprepared for the effects of the device, though, she directed her arm toward her desk and pressed the button.
The bracers released a gale-force blast of air that rocked her desk back and sent everything atop it clattering against the wall and flying around the room, as Kara screamed in surprise.
After cleaning up the mess, she took up her second piece. Though it may have been called a gauntlet, the little device was merely a silver encasement that slid over two of her fingers. She could feel the thing resonate with a powerful hum after a few minutes and imagined it charging up some kind of shock. This one, she decided not to test. Instead, she removed them both and stowed them in a little pack that had arrived with the equipment. The pack looked like a designer crossbody bag, which was actually quite chic.
The rest of the week was spent in reaching out to other girls in the challenge pool, gathering them together and assembling teams of more experienced girls to aid the lower-ranking ones by combining challenges and sharing their experiences with the male players. On several of these occasions, they built up their relationship with both Justin and Mr. Henson, as well as making inroads with some of the other groups of men that had more unusual tastes that befit the varying classes of the girls they'd allied with.
In one instance, Jenna's challenge required her to assist a player of the Bimbo class in publicly degrading herself. The girl had been on a steady diet of Dumb Drops for over a week, which had essentially turned her into a braindead goon whose vocabulary rarely included a word over five letters.
Jenna's challenge was to take responsibility for the girl for a day, during which she had to offer the girl's mouth to five strangers. Each of them needed to ejaculate on her cleavage, then she would need to be walked through a public place, while leashed, semen coating her tits, and openly masturbating herself as she walked.
Jenna, dressed in a mini skirt and tube top and accompanied by Jess, who was similarly attired, was accosted by mall security. Jenna offered the bimbo to the guard for his own use in order to let them off. Two hours later, at the end of his shift, Jenna and Jess got so hot watching the guard rail the girl in the security office that they made out and fingered one another's assholes to a weak orgasm until the guard unloaded his balls into Jess' mouth. This completed another challenge for Jess, which required swapping sperm with another slut and earning each of them $150 for its ease.
Jenna was very happy to drop the bimbo off at the end of the day, her constant giggling and use of the word, "like" grating on her nerves. The whole sordid episode had earned both her and Jess an additional rank, $3,000 in cash prize, and two very wet, locked-up pussies. Rather than working to an orgasm in some way, though, Jenna decided to keep herself on edge for the next day.
This day's plan made Jenna, briefly, reconsider her choice of class. In the morning, she'd agreed to aid a new girl named Samantha, who had just chosen her class. As the girl admitted her terrible fear of being forcibly fucked, though, Jenna wondered why the girl had chosen to become rape bait.
"That's just it," the girl explained, "It's scary, but every time I think about someone forcing themselves on me, I get so fucking hot!"
For this challenge, Jenna and Samantha were required to locate a busy public toilet for men, where they would each take a stall, leave the door open, and masturbate with a vibrating sex toy until they were raped. Neither of them could leave until both of them had been fucked at least once.
The challenge allowed Jenna to leave off her belt, for which she was grateful, as she hadn't been fucked in the pussy for days. She listened to the sound of Samantha masturbating in a stall next to her for the first fifteen minutes of the challenge before the first man arrived. Drawn by the sound, he looked briefly into the stall, exclaimed, and then quickly left.
Over the next three hours, several more men entered the restroom, but most were too timid to take advantage of the obvious invitation. Others were happy to jam their hard cocks into the girl's mouths, which was degrading, and caused Jenna to orgasm at least twice, but did not meet the requirements for the challenge. It wasn't until two college boys entered, saw the masturbating sluts, and hung the "out of order" sign on the door, that the challenge was completed.
Jenna came violently on a strange boy's cock as he fucked her against the wall of a public toilet, while she listened to the sound of Samantha crying and cumming on the other side of the graffiti-covered wall. She came again as the boy pushed the vibrator into her ass and cleaned his spent penis with her mouth. She earned rank fifteen and $1,000.
That same day, she accompanied an exhibitionist named Violet on her challenge. They drove to a small town an hour away, where they coerced eight men from a bar into coating their chests with semen, after which they did a slut walk down the main thoroughfare, while wearing cat masks. At the end of the walk, the eight men each took a turn fucking them in the back seat of a car, parked along the side of the busy street. Of course, the car windows were down, and Jenna noted several curious passersby stopping to watch as four men delivered their ball batter into her and four into Violet. The fact that she orgasmed from this numerous times no longer seemed strange. She earned rank sixteen for this and added $4,000 to her account.
Later that night, she lay on Kara's bed with her legs spread, and allowed a submissive with the username Precious_Pet to clean the disgusting contents of the day's activities from her sloppy cunt, while Kara encouraged the girl to submit to her nature, while she fucked her with a ten-inch strap-on. All the while, Kara made a recording of the event, and reminded Jenna that she was a useful cumhole for rapists and barflies, who fed the filthy sperm of strangers to dumb cunts, with too much cock on the brain, from her used cunt. Jenna wore the cat mask, and after the event she was rewarded rank seventeen for posting the video on her new OnlyFans account.
She offered the account with no monthly fee, which earned her a monthly Edge stipend of $50. This completed the additional challenge Self Worth, which required her to publicize her sluttiness online for masturbating perverts at no charge. Edge's AI made the determination that she was worth $50. She thought about this while Kara fucked her with the strap-on and told her she was a good girl for masturbating in a public toilet until she was raped. The thought of a computer deciding she was worth $50 as a masturbatory aid made her orgasm.
The following day, Jenna learned that Edge equipment was more than just some kind of status symbol or toy. She'd taken on a simple double blowjob challenge with a new edge victim named Caleigh. They met two men in a seedy part of town, and she'd made the mistake of allowing Caleigh to arrange the meeting with the two men, whom she'd said were friends of a friend. Neither of the men were Edge players, which already made Jenna feel nervous about the situation. Still, she went along with it, driven by the haze of lust in her head.
The blowjobs were easy work. Sucking off one man, while Caleigh did the other was nothing at this point. It was only after they'd satisfied the challenge requirements and made to leave that two more men showed up and demanded to fuck Caleigh in service of some debt the first two men owed. The men refused to let them leave until they'd been taken care of and brandished a knife.
Jenna panicked, confronted with real violence for the first time. She leveled the bracer at the two men and released the charge, blasting them off of their feet with the gale. The third stepped back in astonishment, but the fourth made a move toward her. On reflex she grabbed for him, depressed the trigger on the gauntlet, and the man seized up and fell over. Jenna grabbed Caleigh by the arm, and they ran out the door, speeding away into the night.
After a day of rest, in which Kara leashed her and made her suck her cunt for half the day, a vibrating butt plug lodged in her ass and her arms bound to her ankles to fulfill Slut on a Leash, Jenna took on a new type of challenge. Kara had, early on, alluded to a challenge called Courier. One of them became available in the challenge list and Jenna took it out of curiosity and for the extravagant rewards.
Courier: Deliver a package. Pickup location will be provided via Haloes at an appointed time.
Reward Choice:
-Rank up x 5, Cash Prize of $10,000, level 65 item selection, motor pool vehicle selection.
-Cash Prize: $100,000
-Class realignment
Failure Penalty:
Ninety days enslavement
Rank down x 10
Consolation prize: None
"That's a pretty steep penalty," Kara said, when they looked at the challenge, "Are you sure you want to tackle that?"
"How bad can delivering a package be?" Jenna asked.
"Did you really just ask that?"
"I get it. Yes, I'm going to take it. I want to know." Jenna said.
"Alright, but I'm coming with you," Kara said, squeezing her hand.
Jenna accepted the challenge.
Chapter Nineteen
Jenna shook with nervous anxiety as she pulled her car into an abandoned lot outside of the city, Kara in the passenger seat. Though not the same lot, it reminded her of only a few weeks ago, when she'd been forced into the van and edged repeatedly for hours. As she parked the car near an idling, black van, her heart hammered in her chest. The van doors opened, and some kind of monstrous creatures emerged. It was a Halo illusion, she told herself, but damn it was horrifying. The three things were hairy and clawed, with slavering jowls that showed exposed fangs.
"Fuck me," Kara cursed, "WAT."
The name made Jenna shudder as she fumbled for the door handle, finally found it, and stepped out. She rounded her car and approached one of the creatures as he stepped forward. The thing's dead, hollow eyes raked over her with malice.
"You're the little Angel, then," he said, and spat into the dirt.
Jenna couldn't reply. The thing with the username Hit_em_Harder over his head seemed to smile, if one could call it that.
"Rest easy, cunt," it said, "Unfortunately, rank doesn't get privilege over a Courier, otherwise you'd be facedown, in the fucking dirt right now for the shit you're trying to pull."
The thing stepped forward and slapped her, hard, across the face, sending her spinning onto the ground. Kara rushed forward, rank be damned, but the thing waved a hand and struck her with a gale that knocked her off of her feet, without so much as looking at her.
"Fucking newbies," it growled, then knelt next to Jenna and continued, "Failure rate around here has dropped ten percent since you bitches started your little clique. It's fucking up business. My business. More sorry cunts are opting out of slaves and breeders."
Jenna choked back a sob as the thing's hand caressed her cheek. She felt only human flesh and tried to make herself believe that it was not really a monster. It didn't work. The real monster was no illusion.
"I'll make you a deal, Angel," the thing said, drawing back his hand and then swiping something out of the air. He held it before her, a glowing platinum key, and said, "You know what this is? Of course, you don't. This, little bitchy, is a Jailer's Key. I give you this, and you're free. You're out. You can go back to your normal, boring fucking life and forget all about Edge. You keep the money, any rewards you have, and even the Haloes, but you're free and off the server."
Jenna gasped audibly. Reflexively, her eyes darted to Kara, who lay in the dirt as one of the other creatures hovered over her.
"Sorry, cunt. Just one key. They don't come easy."
"Jenna, take it," Kara said.
The creature standing over her kicked her in the side, making her cry out. Jenna's expression hardened.
"Keep it," she said, with more confidence than she felt.
The creature shook his head and sighed, then slapped his hands together, making Jenna flinch. The key vanished.
"Right then. We're gonna have a lot of fun, you and I," Harder answered and stood up.
Jenna shot to her feet, dusting herself off. The creature near Kara backed away and allowed her to stand. Harder strode to the van and slid the door open, reached inside and tugged out a naked redheaded girl on a leash. The girl obediently followed the leash out of the van, walking on all fours as a little puppy dog tail swished back and forth, lodged in her ass. Her tongue lolled out of her mouth, and when Harder handed the leash to Jenna, the girl crawled behind her and sniffed at her bottom.
"What?" Jenna stammered, making Harder laugh.
"Your package, Courier. Get her to her new master safely."
The girl began to snuffle at Jenna's locked-up pussy.
"Swell outdid herself on this one. She's requested that you give her compliments to The Farmer when you deliver."
Harder turned back toward the van. His cronies got in, but he paused, his clawed hand on the door handle, turned back and called, "Hey, Angel!"
Jenna's head snapped up.
"We'll see each other again soon," he said, and then tossed something toward her and Kara.
Her Haloes displayed "Writhing Dark," and she went blind, nearly dropping the leash as she clawed at her eyes.
"Erin, Dispel!" she commanded, and the darkness lifted in time to see the van driving away in a cloud of dust.
"Fucking prick!" Kara shouted after it.
Together, they looked down at the leashed and naked redhead as she sniffed at the dirt, then relieved herself.
"Still want to know?" Kara asked.
"This fucking game," Jenna answered.
"Hey, honey," Kara said to the girl, "What's your name?"
The dog girl barked and licked her leg happily. In Jenna's Haloes, a GPS route appeared.
"We'd better go," she said, and led the girl to the car, opening the door and urging her into the back seat. She climbed up and went to the other window, staring vapidly out of it with her tongue panting.
Shaking her head, Kara got in on her side and they were off, following the directions in Jenna's Haloes. The drive took them well away from the city, down back roads through the countryside. The girl barked from time to time at nothing, but otherwise stared out the window like an excited puppy. At one point, Kara attempted to hand her a bottle of water, but she just licked the bottle and panted cheerfully.
"They're going to come after you," Kara said, finally addressing the threat hanging over them.
Jenna nodded and said, "I know."
"Why didn't you take it?" Kara asked, "The key."
Jenna held her hand and didn't reply. Kara blushed.
It was dark by the time they pulled up to a high, iron-gated entrance in the middle of nowhere. Two men holding guns stood to either side of the gate.
"Shit," Kara muttered, "What the fuck is this?"
One of the men approached the car and Jenna rolled down the window. The man looked at her, looked at the dog girl in the back seat, nodded, and waved to his partner. The second man said something that Jenna couldn't hear, and the gate slid open.
"Straight up the drive. Follow the sign for 'Residence' and do not stray," the guard commanded.
Jenna swallowed her fear and drove through the gate, which closed behind her with ominous finality. The headlights played over a dirt road, crowded in on either side by high, overhanging trees, giving the impression that she was driving through a tunnel. The darkness seemed a pressing thing, claustrophobic. At a fork in the path, she followed a signpost that said, "Residence," taking another long and winding dirt road that opened up on vast, empty tracts of grass, swaying softly in the silver light of the full moon.
Ahead, Jenna could make out the lighted windows of a large house. She came to a sudden stop, shrieking in surprise as the headlights caught the dead-eyed stare of a naked girl crawling on the roadway, a set of little bovine ears on her head.
"Oh my God!" Kara exclaimed.
Jenna blinked, and then a man in overalls dashed into the road and ushered the girl out of the way, waving Jenna on as he led the girl away into the night.
"What the fuck is this place?" Jenna asked no one.
Kara shook her head. Jenna drove up the road, stopping the car in front of a large manor house that looked like something out of a Confederate plantation recreation. The door of the house opened, spilling light across the columned porch, and a heavyset man in overalls made his way down the creaking steps, his boots thudding loudly against the aged wood. He beckoned the girls out of the car.
Jenna and Kara approached the man cautiously. He did not have a nameplate.
"You're my special delivery?" he asked.
Jenna nodded and the man's face broke out into a grin.
"Bring her inside," he said, and walked back into the house.
Jenna retrieved the dog girl from the car and led her inside, Kara trailing behind. The man stood anxiously in the entryway and smiled broadly when he saw the redhead. Jenna nearly lost her nerve and bolted as she studied the awful photos displayed on the walls. In every one was a girl who had been turned into some kind of animal.
Girls with large breasts attached to pumping machines, their eyes sad and empty, expressions of agony captured forever. Girls in stables attached to hitching posts, long horse tails drooping behind them, and fake snouts attached to their faces. Girls covered in mud, with little pig noses eating from troughs. Girls, just like their delivery, in kennels and cages, some with floppy dog ears, others with perky, pointed ears, some eating from bowls. All of them wore collars with a little tag in the shape of a bone.
The man took the leash from Jenna's limp hand, smiling as he watched her horrified expression.
"Looks like a solid bitch," he commented, patting the girl on the head and ruffling her hair.
"Swell sends her compliments," Kara said, averting her eyes from the photos.



The man perked up and said, "Hot damn! I was hoping it would be Harmony!"
He knelt next to the girl and groped her dangling breasts roughly, making her squeal, then saying in a cutesy voice, "Yes, we're gonna breed you good. Good girl!"
The girl, oblivious, licked at his face excitedly. Jenna felt like she might vomit. The man stood back up and said, "It's late. You can stay the night here."
Jenna shook her head vigorously and protested, "No! We should get back."
The man chuckled, looking them both over hungrily as he replied, "Sure. You did good. Safe travels. Oh, and it's best you forget where this place is. I'm always adding onto the kennels."
The threat was not lost on them as they backed out of the door and hurried to the car, the dark silhouette of the man's bulk in the doorway. Jenna quickly wheeled the car back down the road, shaking. Despite the Obsequium and the teasing of the belt, the only thing she felt was absolute terror as she accelerated down the dirt road toward the gate. She stopped at the entrance and waited for the guards to open it. The seconds it took for that to happen were agonizing, providing time for her to imagine what would happen to them if that gate did not open. It did. She sped through it and onto the road.
"What... the... fuck..." Kara said.
Jenna realized that they'd just trafficked a sex slave across state lines, delivering her into a life of misery as some kind of animal girl for a sadistic pervert. She began to cry.
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Author's Introduction:
This is a tie-in, side story to Playing with Toys. The book Playing with Toys covers a period of eighteen years in the lives of Rebecca and Katie. That makes it quite an epic if I were to write every sordid scene and situation that the unfortunate Toys girls go through. Because of that, there's a lot of story content that can be filled in with shorts along the way.
Rebecca is introduced to her job as a stripper for her blackmailer's amusement when she is twenty-six. Cary's strip club of choice is called Holes on Poles, and is run by a cruel pervert named Brett, who enjoys humiliating Rebecca and using her for sex. She's given the stage name Fuck Puppet. For those that have read, or are reading, Playing with Toys, I hope you're enjoying this section of Rebecca's life. There will be many more like this to come.
This short also features yet another terrible song from the pop star Bratty Britt, who is name-dropped in stories such as Love, Lust, and Erin and Bad Influencer. She will be making an appearance in the second Korrupting Kayla book, during Kayla's time in Media & Marketing.
A Night at Holes on Poles:
Rebecca crawled up the steps to the stripper stage to the laughter and jeers of tonight's drunken crowd. After her first embarrassing night of being forced to become a stripper for Cary's amusement, one in which she'd had to borrow a pair of platform heels, Rebecca had purchased more sensible shoes. The shoes she'd bought were, however, not slutty enough for the club owner's liking. Brett discarded the shoes and supplied her, instead, with a pair of knee-high, ballet-heel boots. If the first borrowed pair of heels had been difficult to walk in, her latest pair were impossible.
Rebecca couldn't understand how anyone was supposed to stand in the things, let alone walk. And so, Rebecca crawled from the back of the club and up the steps to the stage. Already men were tossing bills at her. On her first night, she'd proven popular with the crowd and received great tips. Her large tits and round ass had looked great in the bustier that was too tight and the bottoms that were too small. Her complete inability to dance in any form, combined with her obvious anxiety and terrified expression had been great fun to watch.
Rebecca had not improved at all as a dancer since last night, and the new shoes did not lend themselves to teaching her how it was done. She crawled across the stage with her feet and ass in the air, visibly distressed at the mocking jeers and humiliating laughter, until she reached the stripper pole. Hauling herself up using the pole, she balanced precariously on the ridiculous shoes.
A song played by some slutty pop star named Bratty Britt, whom Rebecca had never heard of before last night. However, Brett had declared that this would be her theme song, as it matched the stage name that he'd given her. Fuck Puppet. The song's trashy lyrics blared from the speakers as Rebecca attempted to wiggle her hips, but it was hard to focus on the song through the flush of embarrassment that dulled her senses.
I don't need to consent
I just need to get bent
No one needs to ask me
They just need to smack me
Everywhere I go
They see me as a hoe
They give it to me rough
They give it to me raw
They see my holes stuffed
While they slap me on the jaw
I'm a fuck puppet, baby
A trashy little slut
I'm a fuck puppet, baby
Put it up my butt
While Bratty Britt's stupefied twang washed over the crowd, Rebecca put her back against the pole for balance and tried to slide her hands up her body seductively. Since she had no clue how to be seductive, it looked more like she was drying herself with a towel. The patrons all laughed and whistled, shouting for her to strip.
"Tits! Show us those tits, slut!"
"Show us your cunt!"
"Turn that ass this way!"
Rebecca cupped her large melons, then her trembling fingers tugged at the catches on the confining corset she wore tonight, but her shaking legs lost their balance and she tripped, fell, and went down in a shrieking flail of limbs to land on her tits. The crowd was amused. Rebecca struggled to grip at the pole again and succeeded in getting to her knees, where she thought it best to stay.
Take me two at a time
Three is more sublime
Four if you're mean
But five is a dream
Throw me tits down
Mount me on the ground
Roll me on my back
And give my jugs a smack
Just pick an open hole
And feed this slut a pole
I'm a fuck puppet baby
Just a pleasure doll
I'm a fuck puppet baby
Make this whore bawl
Rebecca worked at the catches again and managed to get a couple of them undone, causing her tits to burst partially free from the restraining garment. More bills flew onto the stage. She crawled about collecting a few of them to give the men a good view of her cleavage and then wobbled back onto her knees. She swayed side-to-side in a semblance of attempted dancing, while she worked at the rest of the catches.
Finally, she got them undone and her large melons popped out to cheers and whistles. Rebecca had excellent tits. Tonight, they were not red from being mauled and pawed, or bruised from being slapped too hard. More bills flew onto the stage and the crowd had a good laugh watching Rebecca chase after them while her udders jiggled and swayed.
In my mouth or my butt
I don't give a fuck
Just force my cunt to cum
Then tell me that I'm dumb
Treat me like a bimbo
My legs all akimbo
Kicking in the air
While you pull my hair
Make this pussy creamy
I'm a toy so use me
No one gives a damn
If you impregnate my clam
I'm a fuck puppet, baby
I'm only good for fucking
I'm a fuck puppet, baby
Only good for dick sucking
The first song came to an end and her second one started, but it was something she didn't know. Rebecca crawled back to the pole and pulled herself standing once more. As the new song played, she held onto the pole with one hand and awkwardly tugged at her bottoms. She sniffled from the humiliation and struggled to pull them down to show the crowd her cunt, but the bottoms caught at her knees. Since she wasn't allowed to remove the shoes, she had to bend over and flash her naked ass and cunt to one side of the stage, while she tried to work the leg holes around the boots.
The view of her charms brought a cheer from that side, a string of degrading mutters and slurs, and more dollar bills. Once she had the bottoms pooled around her ankles, she had to sit on the stage, be laughed at, and work them over the rest of the ludicrous boots before they finally came free. With her back against the pole, she reluctantly showed the other side of the stage her spread fuckhole and then touched it like she was masturbating. The men (and a few women) threw more money.
Rebecca flopped around until she got back on her hands and knees, then crawled around the stage once more to collect the bills. As she made her way around the edge, she periodically stopped so that a customer could push a bill into her cunt. This wasn't strictly allowed, but Brett made it clear that he'd make an exception to the rule for Rebecca. He found it entertaining to extract the bills from her and then spank her cunt after she got off the stage.
Since she had nowhere else to put the bills, she stacked them and carried them between her teeth like a dog with a bone. No one had bothered to tell her that she wasn't supposed to remove her bottoms. They were for tucking bills into, and the club didn't technically allow fully nude dancing. However, Rebecca received a different set of rules, because she was the new girl and her name was Fuck Puppet.
When the song came to an end, she gathered her clothes and crawled off of the stage with her ass and cunt showing, bills poking from her fuckhole, and more bills in her teeth. Her whole body glowed with a crimson flush. Customers slapped her ass as she passed by. Finally, she made it into the back, wobbled to her feet against the wall, and used it to support herself as she walked back to the dressing room.
To get there, she had to pass by Brett's office. She didn't make it to the dressing room.
"Fuck Puppet!" Brett called as she tried to hurry past.
Rebecca grudgingly stumbled into his office.
"Shut the door."
Rebecca wobbled to the side and shut the door.
"Come here and show me what you made."
Rebecca got down and crawled to the desk, then put the bills in her mouth on the top as she peered over the edge from her knees. Brett set the bills aside and rounded the desk. He dragged her to her feet, bent her over the desk, and mashed her tits into the hard wood. He began pulling sticky bills from her cunt. After each bill, he slapped her cunt with his hand and made her cry out. By the time he'd pulled all twenty cunty bills from her fuckhole, her pussy was hot and red.
"Hey, you did pretty good Fuck Puppet," he remarked.
Rebecca had made $123 from her two songs. Then, she heard Brett's zipper. She tried to stand back up, but his hand on her back shoved her back down and then moved to hold her neck. Rebecca flailed her arms, instead, trying to be the best victim that she could. She even made a real protest.
"No! Don't! Not again!"
Brett jammed his cock into her and hammered away, pinning her against the desk. Rebecca grunted as her hips banged against the wooden edge, driven into it by the slam of his hips against her ass and his cock into her cunt. Her already unsteady legs shook as he violated her, pumping his erection into her with short, hard jabs. Rebecca gripped the other edge of the desk to keep herself from falling over. The fucking lasted only a few hard minutes, during which she orgasmed, as she always did, and then Brett pulled his cock out and stepped away. Only her hands on the desk kept her upright.
"Get ready for your lap dances, Fuck Puppet," he ordered.
He hadn't cum in her. That, she knew, would come later. Rebecca slithered down the desk and back to her knees. She took the money, stuck it between her teeth once more, and crawled away. It was only the beginning of night two at Holes on Poles.
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Chapter Twenty: The Offer
The reward money from her delivery, Jenna transferred to the account of a rank eleven submissive named Tammy, who went by the user name Pet_Me_Plz. The girl was a down-on-her-luck brunette with some serious self-worth issues, who was one of the few girls that actually loved Edge right from the first home invasion. The girl chattered excitedly about it on their drive over to a gangbang at the lavish home of some wealthy tycoon, in which Jenna would play fluffer for fourteen men as they railed Tammy.
Her choice from the motor pool was a dark blue EV convertible, equipped with full self-driving and an onboard AI that connected to her Haloes. The motor pool description had specified that the vehicle, also, came equipped with an anti-hunt evasion package, but Jenna had not yet taken the time to explore those features. She stashed the car in a rented garage, which she had no problem affording, now that she was keeping herself busy with challenges. Each time she looked at the vehicle, though, she thought about Harmony, the dog girl, and she resolved to put the car to use fighting against WAT.
At rank twenty-two, now, she was ascending rapidly, but floundering whenever she thought about where her plan was going. Gathering the girls was working. Their little clique had grown to include forty girls, who were all working together to breeze through challenges, reap rewards and gain rank. Jenna opened a new account as a war chest, which the girls could donate to if they chose. The majority of her earnings went into the account, but she still didn't have a real purpose for it.
The lack of an endgame, a real strategy to fight was still lacking. WAT wasn't the only group of savages out there. Edge had a global reach, encompassing dozens of countries. No one, as far as she knew, was doing what she was, though. In browsing the LFG listings from other locations, she'd learned that the majority of the girls were all doing this alone. There were tiny groups, consisting of two to four girls that worked together frequently, but nothing like their band.
The first indication she had that her own movement was spreading came in the form of a message in her Haloes from a rank sixteen dominatrix named Leashya. The girl had found them in the challenge pool and, tired of going it alone, decided to physically relocate to join their group of stalwart sluts. She'd arrived just this morning and now sat in the back seat of Jenna's car to complete Nope, in which she'd deny two of the men from today's group any form of orgasm while they watched their friends gangbang Pet_Me_Plz. The girl was, currently, writhing in the back seat on the brink of orgasm from her belt, a vibrating plug in her ass, and clamps on her exposed nipples. Jenna was completely unfazed by this fact.
Later today, Jenna and Kara would meet up to work out a long-term strategy with an exhibitionist named Leanna, who was a law student that had dedicated herself to learning the entirety of the Edge rulebook in and out. Drinking Obsequium, her belt at a low tease, Jenna knew that WAT was going to come for her. For all of them. Edge might be a misogynistic shitshow, but it did have an odd sense of balance if one knew how to play. They just needed to learn how to win.
Jenna spent the next two hours on her knees servicing a line of strange men. Offering strangers her mouth for the sole purpose of hardening their cocks up, while the belt jolted her over-excited cunt seemed like just another day. As each man pushed his rigid pole between her lips, Jenna fucked them with her eyes, by now her well-trained tongue able to distinguish between a man on the verge of cumming and one who was simply close. When she knew that they were near the point of no return, she'd learned to back off and caress their engorged nuts, fondling them softly while she kept them excited with dirty talk that she'd adopted from Kara.
Leashya proved a deft hand at her class, as well, Jenna noted as she watched the girl work. Her two feminized charges were quivering and nearly in tears after the first hour of the girl teasing their rope-bound cocks and balls, while they drooled around gag balls. Their torment was punctuated by screams of pain when the girl applied a little shock to their nipples from her Wand of Torment.
It was indescribably hot watching the girl turn the two of them into blathering mounds of jelly, wholly focused on the pain and pleasure she inflicted. In between rounds of vigorous cocksucking, Jenna's attention pivoted between the moaning, filth-spewing slut being pounded into a writhing mass of orgasmic pleasure, and the leather-clad beauty utterly demeaning and controlling her helpless slaves.
Brushing saliva from her chin, Jenna watched Leashya, on her back on the floor, tease the men's purple and swollen cockheads with her feet, giggling and telling, "If you fucking cum, I'm going to cage your little pecker for a month, bitches."
Another man pulled his spit-covered tool from her mouth, stuffed it into Pet_Me_Plz's recently vacated fuckhole, and Jenna watched the girl wrap her legs around his waist. The man piledrived her welcoming cunt until he pasted her channel with the load that Jenna had worked up for her.
Another man left a wet, sticky smear of precum and spit across Jenna's forehead, just before he flipped Pet_Me_Plz onto her back and drove himself into her rectum, making the girl squeal and cum.
Jenna had a brief glimpse of Leashya sitting behind one of her slaves, her hand on his throat, the other jerking his swollen cock while she spewed filth into his ear, "I know, baby," she said, "you just want pussy so fucking bad, don't you? See how all those men with real cocks get to fuck pussy? It feels so good! What if I let you cum in him, instead?" she asked, nodding toward her other slave, whose abused cock she stroked with her foot, "Would you cum in his mouth like a little sissy?"
The slave shook his head and the girl picked up the pace on his cock, saying, "No? You can cum in my hand, but then I'll lock your pathetic dicky up for a month and coat it with itching powder first," the man vigorously shook his head, and as the next guy in line fucked his penis into Jenna's mouth, she could still hear Leashya going on, "Tell you what. Whichever of you wants to avoid getting your cock locked up with itching powder has to cum in the other one. In their asshole. Which of you is gonna be a little butt-humping faggot for me?"
Though the words were garbled by the gags, Jenna was certain that both of them agreed. By this point, she wasn't sure if she had sucked off each of the men at least once, or if they were coming back for a second turn. She felt cock-drunk and the fuck-fog had taken over. The belt had turned her always-wet pussy into a gushing mess that seemed like the only important thing in her life, and everywhere she looked was some manner of perversion that only made her hotter.
By the time the entire sordid affair was over, Jenna couldn't think straight. She meandered out of the house, yearning for release, but she had no key and no one had offered to use her ass. She let Pet_Me_Plz drive them to their new "headquarters," and begged Leashya to make her cum from her ass. Out of reflex, she accepted a challenge called Public Display of Affection, which required her to achieve an anal orgasm in public at the hands of another girl. Having the top down on the convertible, and repeated anal orgasms as they drove, fulfilled the criteria. She added $500 to her account for the low-level challenge. Leashya sent the Halo recording to her, to post to her OnlyFans account later that night.
The immediate edge taken off, the three of them parked in the back of a small, disused building that had once been an adult novelty store. The place had been Kara's idea, and they'd both agreed that it was a fitting location. The "Closed" sign permanently hung on the locked front door, while the blacked-out windows provided privacy. Jenna let them in through the back, where a few of the other girls' cars were parked.
Cleaning the inside of the place had taken a lot of work. Fortunately, their little sisterhood had taken to the idea with determination. The empty front of the storefront had been converted into a plush little lounge, complete with couches, TV, a well-stocked fridge, and was decorated in a pastiche of styles that reflected the personality of the eclectic gathering of women.
The back of the place contained a stock room, where they stored other supplies. There had been a great deal of inventory left over from the previous tenant, which had been eagerly put to use by the girls. The store's office, they'd converted into a cute little bedroom, which was constantly in need of clean sheets from the excessive use of the queen bed they'd jammed into it.
In the lounge, Jenna found Karalingus and Lusteanna at a table they'd set up, while two exhausted sluts napped on the couches, half-naked.
"Erin," she said, "Send the car back to the garage."
In her Haloes, a tracker showed her the convertible putting its top up and navigating away from the building on auto-pilot. She grinned at the cool factor and decided that this, too, was not the worst thing about Edge. Kara put her arms around Jenna and kissed her hotly, which didn't so much as raise an eyebrow from the other girls. Every one of them had done the same, and a lot kinkier by this point.
Kara swiped and tapped at her Haloes and a challenge share appeared in Jenna's vision.
Strap in: Give or receive vaginal penetration from another player of the same gender for thirty minutes using an artificial phallus.
Reward Choice:
-Cash prize: $100
-One hour freedom
Failure Penalty:
-Cash deficit of $100
Kara raised an eyebrow in suggestion at the easy challenge.
"Please, God, yes!" Jenna agreed and quickly accepted. Kara dragged her into the back bedroom.
***
Her head somewhat clearer, following thirty minutes of strap-on play, they discussed strategy with Leanna at the table. As she'd combed through the very detailed and extensive rules, as well as their varying clauses and sub-clauses, Leanna had hit upon something that might just work. Ousting a player from Edge was possible, she'd found.
The possibility, though it existed, was not an easy thing to pull off. SysAdmin, of course, could do it on a whim. In order to get it done through player action, though, the violator would need to be a habitual rule breaker, which could get them kicked off (or worse) by their own action. Alternatively, the player base could petition for the ouster of a toxic player. That, also, left the ultimate decision in the hands of SysAdmin.
Though the information was valuable, Jenna left the place, again, with no clear course in mind. She mulled it over quietly as Kara drove her to retrieve her car. She lost herself in her thoughts as she drove the reliable old beater to her house. She felt like a stranger as she pulled into the driveway. This wasn't the home of a belt-wearing slut who had sucked off over a dozen men, before allowing another girl to punish her cunt with a strap-on. This was where a quiet and cute teenager lived, one that kept to herself and shied away from anything unseemly or even remotely dangerous.
Her parents, and her brothers, unaware of what she was doing to protect them from a horrible fate, went about their lives as though nothing had changed. Jenna, though, felt distant, detached from that former life as though it belonged to someone else. Still, she played the game, both for them and, now for others. She pulled her car into the drive just after sunset, her heart racing at the sight of an all-black Charger parked in the driveway. She'd never seen the thing, but it sat there, sucking up the last of the fading day like some kind of malevolent, dark menace.
In the living room, she found her mother seated across from a grotesque, hairy beast of a thing with hollow pools for eyes, its fangs dripping saliva. Jenna stopped in the doorway. Her mother turned to her, frowned slightly at her state of dress, but then perked up.
"Hi, honey," she said, "You have a visitor!"
The creature stood, imposingly, took a step forward, and extended a clawed hand toward Jenna. Illusion, she thought, it isn't real. The nameplate above the thing's head read, Hit_em_Harder.
"It's so good to meet you, Jenna," the thing said, his voice like gravel against stone in her earbud, "Or, should I say, Angel?"
Jenna sputtered, "What?"
"I always thought those games were no good," her mother said, cheerily, "but I guess this is a new world. Apparently, there's opportunity in that stuff now."
Harder nodded to her politely. Jenna, disgusted, took his hand for show. He crushed it in his grip, and she bit her lip as she felt something prick her skin. When she snatched her hand back, she saw a small bead of blood on the back of her hand. The thing smiled.
"You know," Harder said, "you're right, ma'am. Companies like ours are using games more and more as a recruiting tool for new talent. Jenna, you're making a lot of waves on the server. It's really something. My company has a lot of opportunities for young minds, like yours, that can approach problems from a different perspective. I know this might seem unorthodox, but when we see promising players, we like to reach out with a personal touch to let them know that we've been keeping an eye on them. Now, I don't know what kind of plans you have, now that you're out of high school, but I hope that you won't discount our offer."
"Maybe I should leave you two to talk?" her mother suggested.
"Thank you, ma'am," Harder said, the picture of politeness. Jenna wondered what her mother was seeing.
Her mother kissed her on the cheek and squeezed her shoulder on the way out, leaving her alone with the creature.
"What do you want?" Jenna hissed, once she'd gone.
"Exactly as I said. I have an offer for you. I don't usually make an offer twice, and never the same one. This time the terms are a little different. Do you know, Angel, what the rules say about what you can and can't do to non-players?" he asked.
Jenna paled. She knew that there were no rules regarding people who didn't play. Only the real world's laws applied to them.
"I know how the admin works. They sucker you into this shit with the whole family and friends blackmail thing to keep you quiet. Just remember, that they aren't the only ones out there with the power to make people disappear. Or, have unfortunate accidents."
Harder flicked something her way and a virtual representation of a curled-up piece of paper appeared in her Haloes. She tapped it and the paper unfurled, displaying a contract.
Player Hit_em_Harder has offered you a slave contract.
Below this was a lengthy legal agreement, which Jenna scanned, but she was too stunned to take it in. She rubbed at her hand, where Harder had pricked her. The little bead of blood had stopped, but the area itched.
"Take some time to read that over," he said, "I'll give you two days to make a decision. Ask yourself, little girl, do you really want to go to war?"
He glanced at where Jenna rubbed her hand and his fanged maw curled up into a snarl.
"By the end of the two days, that Recoder is really going to do a number on you. Not like the dog girl," he said, "I don't want you that braindead, but life ain't gonna be a picnic from here on out."
"What did you do?" she asked.
He shook his head and snarled, "The best things in life are surprises."
He started for the door, stopped as he passed her, and whispered, "And that little black-haired cunt of yours is gonna love what my boys do to her."
Jenna turned to him in a rage and hissed, "Don't you touch her!"
Harder ignored her and stalked out of the room, letting himself out.
Chapter Twenty-One: Recoder
Exhausted and scared, Jenna took her pills to try to sleep. The contract, she ignored for the time being. She could show it to Leanna the next day. Whatever Harder had just dosed her with, though became difficult to ignore as the night wore on. Since being inducted into Edge, living in a state of constant arousal had become normal.
Her locked-up pussy was always wet, and her mind constantly turned to thoughts of sex and her desire to cum. The Obsequium enhanced the feeling and only made her body respond more readily to any source of stimulation. This thing, though, the Recoder, was something else altogether.
When the belt, inevitably, started its teasing Jenna jerked awake clawing at her cunt. This pulsing was weak and slow, nothing compared to what the device was capable of, but there was an almost painful desire to orgasm that was beginning to override every other concern. Even through the drowsy haze of the pills, the intense yearning made her whine. For long minutes she lay in the dark trying to ignore it, willing the belt to stop and let her rest, but even after the belt ceased torturing her, the feeling only grew.
Sweating, Jenna fumbled on her nightstand for one of her toys. She'd become rather adept, now, at making herself cum from her ass. She coated the toy in slick lube and went to work on herself, groaning as the vibrations slowly worked her up and pushed her toward the orgasm that she needed so badly.
It came and she howled into her pillow, but she wanted more. Again, and then again, she pushed herself to cum. Still, the feeling wouldn't dissipate. Her pussy was completely drenched in girl cum. She could feel it. Fuck, she'd never been so horny in her life, and that was saying something these days.
Desperate to get the belt off she swiped up the challenge list in her Haloes and filtered for the closest ones. Rewards were of no concern. Getting the belt off and being fucked was the only thing that mattered. She wiped the sweat from her brow. It was difficult to think straight, to match the challenges with available players.
Her pussy was on fire. She scrolled, tapped the first challenge, then moved to the LFG listings. The listings highlighted with available groups matching the challenge criteria. She picked the closest one and a moment later Hit_em_Harder appeared as an avatar in her room.
"Oh my!" he said, mockingly, "Missing me already?"
Jenna made a choked squeak and looked at the group she'd selected, cursing herself for not paying attention. Fuck, it was so hard to think. It felt like her eyeballs were vibrating in her head and the heat coming from her cunt made her feel physically ill.
"I figured it wouldn't take long before you were seeking a little relief. Here's the location," an address appeared in her Haloes, "Come on through. We've got what you need."
Fuck! Fuck!
"Fuck you," Jenna spat.
"I suppose you can always fail the challenge," Harder said, "but I don't think you'll like the penalty."



Jenna brought up the challenge and cursed again, making Harder laugh.
Womb Raiders of the Lost Dark: Submit to the will of a group of no less than four persons, while deprived of your sight for one hour. This challenge is not gender specific. For the duration of this challenge, you are given the "Toy" designation and are available to all players, regardless of rank.
Reward Choice:
-Rank up x 3, Cash Prize of $2,000. Additional rank up for every two persons serviced above the minimum requirement of four.
-Cash Prize: $10,000
Failure Penalty:
Rank down x3. 48 hours with Rape Toy designation. Geo-location active. Available to all players. Cash penalty of $2,000. 1 week enforced chastity.
Consolation prize: $150
Jesus Christ! She could barely read the words; her head was so fuzzy. What the hell had Harder given her?
"Come on, Angel," Harder continued to taunt her, "It's just a little fucking. Nothing you're not used to by now. I promise we'll let you enjoy it. I wouldn't want to damage my future property, after all."
Jenna's pussy had become the sole focus of her world by now. She wanted to decline, to fail the challenge and find another one, but the penalty. She couldn't afford to lose rank, and the thought of an entire week of enforced chastity feeling like this wasn't even an option. If the Recoder lasted that long. She had no idea, but she didn't want to find out.
Jenna clawed at the belt once more, furious, and then threw up into her trash can. Her stomach heaved, again, and her head felt like it was going to explode if she didn't relieve the pressure between her legs. It was the most horrid feeling she'd ever had.
"Erin, start guidance to the challenge address," she said and threw on a bathrobe, bolting from her room with her keys jingling.
The Halo HUD provided a route, the Harder avatar following behind her as she fumbled to unlock the car and get inside. She wiped her hand across her forehead and found it slick with sweat. More of it poured into her eyes. She felt drunk but didn't even consider if she should drive. The need was all that mattered. Thankful for the lack of traffic, she sped toward the address, a shitty motel only a few miles away.
Jenna pulled haphazardly into the first available space, parking askew and flinging the door open. She wrenched the keys from the ignition and stuffed them into a pocket of her robe, following the last few feet of the Halo route to a motel door, which opened as she approached.
The horrifying beast that was Hit_em_Harder stood in the doorway, illuminated by the light of the room against the night. Jenna paused, her mind muddled. She shouldn't be doing this. This was a terrible idea.
"Erin, initiate current challenges," she said and was suddenly struck blind as the Haloes blacked out.
She gasped as hands, human hands, pulled her through the door. It shut and locked with a sickening finality. Someone, probably Harder, snapped something cold and leathery around her neck. Her robe was ripped off. Her arms were forced behind her back and something clicked around her wrists.
The click of the belt's lock as it disengaged signaled that the challenge had begun. Someone slid the thing down her legs, and then she was picked up off of her feet and tossed onto a bed like a toy. A toy. She was a toy for the duration of the challenge. They could do anything to her, short of killing her.
Jenna cursed her cunt, cursed Edge, Harder, the belt, her own weakness. She'd just delivered herself to the most sadistic pack of misogynists on the network and given them permission to abuse her however they liked for an hour.
She'd done it for the promise of an orgasm that they might not even give her. She was stupid. She was a stupid slut, controlled by her cunt. Someone slapped her across the face and laughed. Someone else spanked her cunt and she winced at the sickening sound of just how fucking wet it was.
A finger gently stroked up and down between her embarrassingly wet slit, teasing it. She humped herself against it, desperate to get off and make the sick feeling go away, but they wouldn't let her.
"Repeat after me, cunt," Harder's voice said, "My name is Jenna Lincoln. I'm a sick slut that gets off on being raped by strangers."
"No!" Jenna cried and someone slapped her again. Something electric crackled and popped near her ear.
"You can say the words, or my friend here is going to stick that taser on your cunt."
"My name is Jenna Lincoln," she said, immediately, "I'm a sick slut that gets off on being raped by strangers!"
"Good girl!" Harder said and someone forced her legs apart and pushed a cock into her.
Jenna squealed and orgasmed, her back arching, arms straining against the cuffs on her wrists as she writhed. This wasn't just a cock. This thing was huge! The man groaned as he shoved the thick length of it into her to the base. Despite how wet and ready she was for it, though, it felt like a baseball bat had just invaded her pussy. Over the last several weeks, Jenna had become adjusted to dicks of varying sizes, but this thing couldn't be real. She screeched, her vision darkening as fireworks went off in her head.
Something hard and metal clamped onto her left nipple, and she screamed. The man fucking her slapped her again and hissed, "Keep it down, bitch!"
Jenna tasted blood on her lip, but she tried to hold in her screams as this stranger pounded his log of a cock into her until, to her shame, she orgasmed again. They clamped her other nipple, and the man pressed his hand against her mouth as she yelled. He continued to hold his hand over her mouth with brutal force as he battered her cunt with his immense organ until Jenna felt like she was going to pass out from another orgasm and a lack of air.
Someone else tugged at the clamp on one of her tits, making her screech against the hand on her mouth, and then someone else slapped her other tit hard.
"Tell my friend that you love him and want to fuck his big dick every day," Harder said, mirth apparent in his tone.
Jenna didn't want to say it. The taser crackled again.
"I love you!" she said, "I love you and I want to fuck your big dick every day!"
The men laughed at her, and someone spit on her lips, then rubbed the disgusting glob into her mouth with two thick fingers and pushed them down her throat, making her choke as the big dick continued to plunder her insides until she came again. Despite the horror of it, the orgasms were relieving the desperate feeling in her pussy, the overwhelming need to cum. With each one, it seemed like the feeling drained out of her, giving her a terrible clarity that made her acutely aware of just how badly she had fucked up.
The man yanked his cock log from inside of her and Jenna nearly cried at how much her body wanted him to put it back in. They had other plans for her though. Two of them picked her up and flipped her over, dropping her, facedown, onto the mattress again.
The metal clamps on her nipples pressed into her tits painfully as they smashed against the bed. Something hard and leathery smacked against her ass and Jenna screamed into the pillow at the agonizing pain. Her body jerked and she wiggled like a slutty worm to get up from the bed. A heavy body pressed down against her, pinning her.
"Tell me you're a useless hole, whose only purpose is to be degraded for the pleasure of men," Harder hissed in her ear.
Harder. It was Harder pinning her. Harder was going to take his turn.
"I'm a useless hole..." she said, her voice muffled as Harder pressed her face into the pillow, "whose only purpose is to be... degraded for the... pleasure of men!"
"Not good enough," Harder said, yanking her head back by her hair, "We couldn't hear you."
"I'm a useless hole!" she repeated, and Harder pushed his cock into her ass, making her squeal!
"You didn't say the rest," he growled, angrily, and the leather thing cracked across her ass again.
Harder pushed her face into the pillow to muffle her scream, then jerked her head back up and repeated, "Say it, cunt."
"I'm a useless hole, whose only purpose is to be... degraded for the... pleasure of men!" Jenna babbled as Harder thrust into her ass with short, hard strokes.
The men all laughed at her as she came from his violent butt-fucking. Harder pulled out of her ass. Jenna lay, panting, trembling, her ass hot and hurting but her pussy wanting to cum again. She wanted to cry, but some part of her refused to give them that satisfaction. It was what they wanted, she knew.
Someone dragged her by the hair onto her knees and then two of them lifted her. Someone else moved onto the bed. They lowered Jenna onto the cock of the man with the massive penis once more and she immediately orgasmed on his thick rod as they pushed her down onto it. The man tugged the clamp on one of her nipples painfully as someone else pushed the head of his cock into her ass. She screamed, but another cock entered her mouth, and then they all went to work on her, shoving their cocks into her every hole at the same time.
Shamefully, she orgasmed again, the man fucking her mouth and slapping her across the face as she did so. Every few minutes, the man in her mouth would pull out and another man would take his place. Jenna had no idea if it was two men taking turns, or if there was a waiting line of them, each of them using her mouth in sequence. The only thing she could actually see was the challenge timer, showing that she had fifteen minutes left.
Harder, she assumed, came in her ass with a hard grunt, his arm locked around her neck as he pounded into her mercilessly and she choked on the dick in her mouth. A moment later, she felt the trickle of sperm coming from her as he withdrew, but his hand continued to force her head down on the dick in her mouth as the big man in her cunt lifted her up and down his mammoth shaft by her ass. To her horror, she orgasmed again, then again, before the man in her mouth fed her his gooey load.
A hard burst of cum splashed across her face from, presumably, the fourth man. With one minute left on her timer, the big cock unleashed its grotesque charge into her in a spray that Jenna could only equate to that of a firehose pasting the inside of her pussy with a torrent that made her cum again. The man shoved her off of him and she fell onto her face on the bed, the clamps biting into her tits as she struggled to turn herself over. She heard laughter as the men left the room.
The challenge timer ended, and her vision returned, blinding her again momentarily. She blinked back tears as she managed to flip herself onto her back, which was not much more comfortable, given that they'd left her cuffed. Next to her head, she heard the sound of her own voice suddenly blaring from a voice recorder, very loudly proclaiming, "My name is Jenna Lincoln! I'm a sick slut that gets off on being raped by strangers! I'm a useless hole, whose only purpose is to be degraded for the pleasure of men!"
Jenna gasped, quickly took stock of her situation, and panicked. They'd left the door open. She was naked, her hands cuffed behind her back in a low-rent motel. Her face was drenched in cum. Between her legs, more sperm poured from her ass and pussy. Her voice continued to blare, on repeat, from the recorder, "My name is Jenna Lincoln! I'm a sick slut that gets off on being raped by strangers! I'm a useless hole, whose only purpose is to be degraded for the pleasure of men!"
"Erin, bring the car here," she commanded, and the Haloes showed her the EV starting up and routing itself toward the hotel with an estimated arrival of fifteen minutes.
Quickly, she managed to fumble around and get the recorder into her hands and switch it off. She worked her way off of the bed and kicked the door shut. A new timer appeared in her Haloes, a command to get her belt back on in ten minutes to avoid a penalty.
"Fucking shit!" she cursed and looked about for the belt. It was gone. Did Edge provide for extenuating circumstances like this? She had no idea.
"Erin, call Leanna!"
The Haloes dialed and a moment later the ghostly image of a very tired-looking Leanna appeared in the room.
"Angel? What is it?" she asked.
"I'm fucked!" Jenna said, "Harder took my belt. Is there some kind of rule for this?"
Leanna took a moment, then said, "Yes. If left in a position where you are unable to comply with game rules, call for an extraction. You'll get a monetary penalty and be given a Cum Bucket designation for 24 hours."
"Great!" Jenna said, fuming, "Thanks."
"Are you okay?" Leanna asked.
"No. I'm handcuffed in a hotel room. My car's on the way."
"Can you share your location? I'll come."
"Unless you're a locksmith, I doubt it will help," Jenna said, "I'll call for extraction."
She hung up on Leanna and instructed Erin, "Call for an extraction."
The wait went on for several minutes as she rested with her back against the door. Even after the orgasms her cunt still felt hot and needy. The desperation and sickness were gone, now, but it was an odd feeling, wanting to cum again, despite the awful situation she was in. A new avatar appeared in her Haloes, this one of a dour man, wearing dark sunglasses and a black hat.
"Trouble?" he asked.
"Um, hello," Jenna said, wondering what the protocol was for this. She decided to just go for it, "I'm stuck in a hotel room after a challenge. They took my belt and I'm cuffed. Can you help?"
"I have your location. The penalty is $1,500 and a 24-hour Cum Bucket designation. Do you accept?" the man asked.
"Yes!"
"Sit tight."
The man faded away. Jenna stewed, with nothing to do but wait.
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Chapter Twenty-Two: Cum Bucket
Extraction proved to be one of the oddest events Jenna had yet experienced, during which the strange man had forced her to her knees to use her mouth. Given her Cum Bucket designation and the fact that he was a rank 99 Enforcer, she readily complied, not that she'd really felt any desire not to. He was the highest-ranking player she'd encountered, and she wondered if he was actually a player or part of the system. The experience was altogether strange, though, for another reason. Power. From the moment the man stepped through the door some kind of weird hum seemed to invade her thoughts.
She instantly fell to her knees in front of the man and began to weep. Looking at him was like trying to look at the face of a god. She couldn't do it. When she tried, it was as though her free will was overridden. She could only look away, the humming becoming an entrancing song in her head that made her delighted and afraid to even be in his presence. She wept tears of joy and love as the man pushed his cock between her lips, and Jenna found herself eager to please him as well as she could.
Nothing mattered except his pleasure, his power, her need to make him happy. She couldn't imagine not having this feeling of love and bliss in her life. Her pussy was soaking the carpet as she knelt, the pleasure of serving him a soul-consuming thing that mingled with a horrible fear of what would happen to her if she wasn't pleasing enough. He brushed her hair and Jenna orgasmed at the touch, her eyes rolling back in her head as the song played in her mind and a wave of intense pleasure swept through her.
When he ejaculated into her, she continued to weep, this time with a shameful sense that she was fulfilling her purpose, but with a terrible disappointment, because she knew that she could be better, if only he'd give her the chance. She could work at it. She could learn, and prove her devotion, if only he'd allow her the opportunity.
"Please," she said, tears streaming down her face, "I'm so sorry. Please forgive me," she squeaked, only knowing that she was worthless before this powerful man.
He laid his hand on her head and she found herself melting into a pool of orgasmic joy, writhing on the floor and crying at this small gesture of approval. The man, then, did something that unlocked the cuffs on her wrists. He removed the collar and gently slid a new belt up her legs. When she heard the click of the lock and the familiar sensation of restriction, she continued to sob with delight, because it was what he wanted for her. His will was that her cunt was closed off and unavailable to her, only to be accessed during the time when it was needed for use. It made her happy, so happy.
The man left her on the floor and when his presence withdrew, Jenna continued to cry in confusion and horror. He'd left her. He hadn't wanted to keep her. She wasn't worthy of his endearing love, only worthy as a temporary hole to relieve his need. Worthless. She was worthless. The song in her head ended, leaving her in a state of confusion, with a deep sense of depression that lasted for over an hour, during which she wept on the floor as she thought about him and his love.
The feeling, eventually, began to subside and she wobbled to her feet, her mind a jumble of feelings that were impossible to sort. Just as she'd managed to get to her feet, the motel door opened again and she faced two hunters, who grinned at her wickedly. She already knew what was going to happen and had no will left to fight it.
Within a second she was on her back as the two men fed her their cocks, the motel door wide open to the night until each of them blasted loads of hot cum into her mouth. Once they'd gone, she managed to get to the EV and commanded it to return to the garage. She slept the sleep of the dead, curled up naked in the back seat, her pussy burning as the Recoder built her arousal back up and the new belt tormented her.
***
Jenna awoke, uncertain of where she was. Her tortured pussy leaked fuck honey and the haze in her head was back, thick and cloying, making it difficult to think. She checked the time. Her parents would be gone for work by now. She lay back in the seat and instructed the car to drive her home, while she rubbed at her locked-up cunt and fumbled through the challenge screen.
The Recoder had not faded away. Whatever it was doing to her was making her stupid with fuck lust, even more than normal. It wasn't at the level of the previous evening, but she could already feel it moving in that direction. She needed to get some challenges lined up to get fucked and clear her head. While the EV navigated the streets, she called Kara and related the previous night's episode, including the Enforcer she'd met.
"Holy shit, Jenna! Are you alright?"
"I don't know," she admitted, "Do you know what a Recoder is?"
"No. Can you make it to the shop?"
"I can't. I have Cum Bucket, and anyone will be able to track me. I need to lay low for the day until the designation wears off," she said.
"I'm coming to you," Kara said, brooking no argument.
The car pulled into her driveway, where she quickly ran up to the door, naked, praying that her brothers weren't on the other side.
"Fuck!" she cursed, now remembering that her keys were in the robe Harder had stolen.
Instead, she went to the garage and tapped in the code on the box, flushed as she waited, naked in her driveway, for the door to raise. She was fortunate not to meet her brothers and made the dash up to the bathroom, where she used her key to unlock the belt and quickly jumped into the cold shower. The icy spray did little to take the edge off and within seconds she was furiously masturbating herself in the shower, desperate to orgasm again.
Jenna's brothers drooled over the sight of Kara in a micro miniskirt, her tits bulging from an obscene, black top that showed significant underboob. She gave them a smile as they let her in. Kara found Jenna vigorously pumping her twat in the shower, her eyes glazed over with fuck lust as she brought herself off. Kara had seen her share of horny girls while playing Edge and had been in a similar state herself many times, but this was something altogether different. Jenna met her eyes, took in Kara's open-mouthed look of shock, but continued to masturbate as the other girl watched. She had to cum again. She just had to!
Kara shut off the water and hauled her naked friend out of the shower, which was complicated by the fact that Jenna would not stop playing with her cunt and panting. She threw a towel around her shoulders and urged her, still fingering herself, down the hallway to her bedroom. Kara stripped off her tiny clothes and turned toward Jenna, who had lain on the bed to continue fucking herself.
"Dr. Karalingus is gonna take care of you," Kara said, and happily knelt between Jenna's legs to suck her cunt.
Jenna humped her face brutally, hands tugging at Kara's hair and squealing in delight as she used her friend as a masturbatory aid. This was wholly unlike the sweet girl that she'd played with so many times, now. This Jenna was wild, utterly lost to her need to orgasm. Kara had never seen anything like it. The more Jenna came, coating Kara's face in hot girl cum, the more she seemed to calm. After six long and explosive orgasms on Kara's tongue, Jenna began to calm, then finally lay quivering and satisfied.
Kara slid next to her on the bed, holding her as she regained her senses. Jenna's timer showed that she had ten minutes of freedom from the belt left.
"Fuck..." Jenna said.
"You okay?" Kara asked.
Jenna nodded, weakly, saying, "It's like... like my head is going to explode if I don't cum. God, Kara, it fucking hurts!"
"Leanna's looking into it," Kara said, "If anyone can find an answer, it will be her. Until then, we've got to figure out how to manage this."
"Orgasms. They make it go away for a while," Jenna said, "but within a few hours it's all I can think about. It's like Obsequium on steroids, while the belt is at max."
That was a comparison that they could both understand, and it made Kara cringe.
"Jenna?" the voice of one of her brothers called from down the stairs.
"Shit!" Jenna cursed and looked about for her robe, then remembered that Harder had taken it, along with the belt and her keys.
Kara quickly donned her skirt and top as Jenna pulled the first thing she could find from her closet. A moment later there was a knock on the door, followed by her brother's voice again, "Jenna?"
Jenna opened the door.
"There's a couple of guys at the door that said they're friends of yours."
Jenna hid her fear and said, "Thanks."
Kara followed her from the room, ignoring the boy's puppy dog look. In the entryway, two men Jenna had never met before stood waiting. Each of them had a nameplate over their head, showing one as rank twelve and the other as rank seventeen.
"Hey there, Bucket!" one of them said, and the other laughed.
Jenna's eyes darted about, and she blushed, praying her brothers hadn't heard.
"Come upstairs," she said, nodding.
She let the strangers in, leading them to her room. The boldness of these two, she thought, was remarkable. To come to her house in the middle of the morning just because she was available for use? The idea scared her. She needed to take care of this and get away from here. The thought of staying home all day with a constant string of men looking for blowjobs was something that she did not want to have to explain. Then, there was the EV in the driveway, which was going to be hard to hide from her parents. One problem at a time.
Kara did not need to ask what the purpose of this impromptu visit was about. Jenna sank to her knees as soon as she closed the door, the men dropping their pants with smiles.
"You can wait," Kara said, dropping to her knees next to Jenna, "or you can use me, too."
The second man pushed his cock into Kara's mouth, wordlessly, grabbing the back of her head and forcefully fucking her face. His friend chuckled and followed suit, pumping his shaft between Jenna's lips as she stared up at him expressively, showing her submission in that way that she'd learned men loved.
The man groped her tits roughly as he took his pleasure from her, groaning, while her lips created a tight seal around his penis. Within minutes, the two men were feeding them cum. Sucking strange cock had become a near-daily routine for Jenna and Kara, who mewled and swallowed their reward happily. Jenna, then, showed the two men out of the house.
"We need to leave," she said to Kara.
"I'll stay with you to help you through this," Kara said.
"Thanks."
They left Kara's car in the driveway, Jenna navigating the EV out into the street with no destination in mind. She only knew that she couldn't stay in one place. Her arousal level was starting to increase again, too, and she felt like it wouldn't be long before she was out of control once more.
"I need challenges," Jenna said, "within a few hours I'm going to lose my shit again. I can already feel it."
Kara was already searching the list and matching up challenges from the pool.
***
When they stopped for a late breakfast, Jenna forwarded the contract from Harder to Leanna, after which Jenna found herself squatting in an alleyway behind the restaurant as another strange man fed her semen, while Kara stood lookout. Her pussy was ridiculously wet and hot as they got back in the car, where Jenna directed Erin to take control of the car and navigate to the site of their first challenge.
As their rank increased, the challenges offered were becoming more varied. While there were, still, a great deal of pure slut challenges, such as gangbangs, more and more of them seemed to be linked to some other purpose. Jenna had avoided these after the Courier incident, but she and Kara, both, had become more curious about their purpose. Kara lined up the first of these challenges for them as Erin drove them in circles around the city.
Party Favors: In concert with another player, serve time as entertainment for an elite target. This challenge has no specified length. For the duration of this challenge, you will fulfill all requests as dictated by the target. Your ultimate goal is the target's satisfaction. Additional details are provided on acceptance. Any previous failure designations are removed for the duration of this challenge. Total freedom from restriction is granted on acceptance and perpetually granted for the duration of this challenge.
Reward Choice:
-Rank up x 5, Cash Prize of $10,000, level 65 equipment choice, 72 hours freedom
-Cash Prize: $100,000
-Class realignment
Failure Penalty:
Ninety days enslavement
Rank down x 10
Consolation prize: None
"You can lose the Cum Bucket designation with this one," Kara explained, "and look at those reward choices!"
"Take it," Jenna agreed, hoping that whatever it was would allow her to remove the belt and cum. She couldn't think straight.
Kara took the challenge, shared it with Jenna, and a moment later a message detailing their instructions appeared in their Haloes. The two of them looked at one another as the belts clicked and unlocked. Freedom.
Chapter Twenty-Three: Party Favors
The idea that she and Kara were about to blackmail a priest made Jenna a bit uneasy. They'd accepted, though, and there was no way she was going to accept a failure penalty of the magnitude that this particular challenge would punish them with. The challenge specifics required a surreptitious recording of their sexual activity with a man named Father Evan Lain, who Jenna found online easily. The man was a very prominent and outspoken religious activist, whose current, very public, battle was against a massive corporation called DomCo. The priest and his legion of followers were embroiled in a nasty spat with DomCo over a new bill making its way through the legislative body in Washington.
On one side of the argument was DomCo, pushing this legislation as an "important step forward in modern male rights," while the other side pushed back, calling it, "the biggest setback in women's rights in history." The bill, with the ridiculous acronym BIGFINCOC, had the long-form name of the Biological Imperative Grant for Instinctively Necessary Copulation or Coitus.
Father Evan Lain was a prominent detractor, and it seemed that the two of them were about to do something that could be used as leverage to shut him up. Father Lain, it appeared, was not quite as chaste and holy as he made himself out to be, given the fact that he'd used back channels to hire two teenage escorts for his sexual pleasure just this morning. Jenna and Kara were, now, those escorts.
After having to suck on Jenna's out-of-control cunt several times to calm her down throughout the day, the two girls wheeled Jenna's car down a long, dirt drive to park at a remote cabin in the countryside. They were stopped by a pair of security guards in dark suits and sunglasses, who frisked them happily, before escorting them into the cabin. Inside, the place reeked of money.
Father Lain, apparently, was happy to put God's donations toward his material comforts. The Father himself, Jenna thought, did not look all that priestly. She wasn't sure what she'd expected, exactly. Maybe, a movie-like getup with a little white collar and holy robes. Father Lain, though, wore a t-shirt and jeans, and he sat behind a polished, expensive desk covered with neat stacks of paper and a laptop. The Father rose to greet them and nodded toward one of their escorts, who withdrew to a corner of the room, looming like a sentinel.
Lain looked them over wordlessly, nodded, smiled, and motioned for them to follow him. They did, winding back through the hallway of the cabin and into a dark room at the rear of the place. Lain flipped a switch and closed the door as Jenna and Kara looked at each other in horror. The door clicked shut and the sound of a bar thudding shut whipped them both around. Father Lain, it seemed, was not a vanilla fuck. The place looked like a torture chamber.
"For this is the will of God, your sanctification: that you abstain from sexual immorality; that each one of you know how to control his own body in holiness and honor, not in the passion of lust like the Gentiles who do not know God," The Father's voice bellowed through a speaker on the wall, and Jenna was certain the man was mad, "Be at peace!" the priest finished, and the girls watched in stunned silence as the room filled with smoke.
***
Jenna's mind clawed itself from a thick, lethargic fog. She heard Kara groan somewhere nearby. The all-too-familiar feeling of being restrained added an unwelcome shock to her bleary wakefulness, and when she tried to breathe, she found it difficult. There was something thick in her mouth, like a cock, only it wasn't a cock.
She jerked her hands, found them stuck, and blinked open her eyes. For a few seconds, she fought to focus. She was staring into Kara's exposed cunt, which was plugged with a clear dildo. Something between her legs tugged painfully on her clit. On reflex, Jenna tried to raise her head, but as she did so, the motion pulled back a chain that she realized was attached to a collar around her neck.
Pulling her head back relieved the pain in her clit, and moved the chain with her, but as the chain moved, the thing in her mouth pushed itself deeper into her throat, making her gag, while simultaneously pushing the dildo into Kara's pussy. As the thing pushed into Jenna's mouth, another one began to press upward and into her ass, making her moan and shiver.
Kara screamed in pain, then, and when Jenna flicked her eyes up, she saw that some kind of mechanism pulled at Kara's tits, distending them lewdly via clamps on her nipples. She reversed the motion, causing the chain to snake back the opposite direction, pulling the dildo out of Kara, while the toys, she guessed, in her mouth and ass slid back out. The pain in her clit returned as she alleviated Kara's predicament.
Kara moaned. Jenna held still, her eyes watering from the agony on her clit.
"Jenna?" Kara whispered.
"Mff!" Jenna mumbled around the dildo in her mouth, tears welling in her eyes.
"What the fuck is going on? Can you move?" Kara asked.
"Mff!" Jenna replied.
The pain in her clit was intolerable. Her body reacted, pulling her head back to rid itself of the pain, which resulted in the dildoes fucking into her mouth and ass, but tugging the clamps on Kara's tits and making her scream.



"Oh, fuck! What the fuck!" Kara yelled.
Kara, on instinct, raised her arms to get at the clamps on her tits. Chains on Kara's wrists jerked Jenna forward as the other girl raised her arms, tugging the clamp on her clit downward and making Jenna squeal in pain, while the dildoes in her holes withdrew. Again, Kara relieved her own pain, and the dildo in her cunt sank deeper, vibrating now and giving her pleasure.
The chains were not long enough to allow Kara to reach her breasts. Jenna made squeals of protest as the clamp tugged her clit agonizingly. Kara seemed to get the message, lowered her arms, and Jenna was able to pull her head back, reversing the entire process and giving herself pleasure while Kara wailed in agony.
Unable to let her friend suffer, Jenna cried as she choked on the fake cock in her mouth, but Kara's body, following its natural reaction to the pain, raised her arms again, jerking Jenna forward and tugging her clit once more. The situation was impossible. Neither one of them could stand it for long.
Driven by the instinct to protect their sensitive parts, the two of them fell into a devilish cycle of pleasuring themselves, while torturing the other. Jenna could hear Kara's sobs through her own, knowing that she was fighting herself not to cause her friend suffering, but unable to stand the horrible pain of the device.
"The whore finds penance in her pain," came the voice of Father Lain from somewhere behind Jenna. With her head locked in place by the collar and a dildo lodged in her throat, she couldn't see the man. Then, she felt him standing behind her.
"We're going to have a series of trials," the man said and stroked Jenna's hair as Kara screamed. She reversed the device, then screamed herself as Lain went on, "The first test is this. Whichever of you orgasms first is the winner. The winner will be allowed to avoid punishment in the second trial but will inflict punishment on the loser. You may continue."
Jenna made a muffled protest around the cock in her mouth, but then the pain in her clit became unbearable and she moved forward, hurting Kara.
"Ow! Fuck you!" Kara spat, thrashing as her tits were pulled.
The priest stood by and watched as the two of them continually cried and hurt one another in an attempt to alleviate their own misery, until, finally, Jenna orgasmed. She didn't want to, trying to hold it in, but the Recoder had ramped her up to the point that, even through the pain, she found it impossible not to cum from the repeated violation of the toy in her ass.
The dildo in her throat muffling the words, she mumbled an apology to Kara, which was unintelligible. Father Lain clapped his hands gladly as Jenna came, dripping slut honey onto the floor as she cried, and Kara screamed. Something clicked and Jenna's arms and neck were released. She tumbled backward. The toy in her throat came free with a wet sucking sound as she fell, and then Father Lain unclipped the clamp on her clit. She snapped her legs shut and howled as her tortured button filled with sensation again, but to her horror, she couldn't stop herself from masturbating on the floor as Kara groaned above her.
Jenna shrieked as the Father gripped her hair and dragged her to her feet. He gathered her up in a bear hug and she struggled, but the big man only laughed, then shoved her into a chair on the other side of the bench, where she could see Kara, breathing raggedly, naked and restrained.
Lain slapped metal clasps down on each of Jenna's wrists with an ease that indicated extensive practice, then repeated the same on her legs. He moved to Kara, then, removing the dildo from his wicked device and replacing it with something that resembled a plastic hand attached to a crank.
"Please," Jenna begged, "Stop. I'll suck your cock! You can fuck me. You can fuck my ass! Don't hurt her."
Lain chuckled and said, "I'm not going to hurt her," then continued working, dragging another apparatus around and setting it between Jenna's spread legs, "You're going to hurt her."
He pushed a fake cock attached to the thing into her wet cunt and flicked a switch. Jenna heard an electric hum and then the thing began to move in and out of her pussy. She moaned. She couldn't help herself. The Recoder's effect had her so intensely needy that her body trembled, bucked, and then she came on the toy. The plastic hand whipped around, smacking Kara's exposed cunt and making her wail with agony. At the same time, the chains jerked her tits upward. Jenna sobbed as she watched Kara cry and struggle.
"If you don't cum," Lain said, "She'll be fine. Every time you do, though, well, you know."
"Why?" Jenna asked.
"Because the brides of the underworld deserve to be shown what their wicked deeds and vile temptations produce," Lain explained calmly, and Jenna could see that his cock was hard and bulging in his trousers.
"Do it..." a message from Kara said in her Haloes, "The challenge."
Jenna didn't have much of a choice, though, as the machine plugged away at her fuckhole, and within moments she was fighting the urge to cum again. She failed. The hand struck Kara's cunt. The chains yanked her tits. Kara screamed as Jenna orgasmed. Father Lain mounted a step near the chair and pushed his erect cock into Jenna's mouth. She came again. Kara screamed. Father Lain laughed. Jenna hated herself for her lack of control, even though she knew it wasn't her doing.
She hadn't chosen Edge, and she hadn't wanted to get pumped full of some kind of slut drug that was driving her cunt toward a constant need to orgasm. But she'd chosen the challenge. She'd been tempted into it for the rewards and to satisfy her curiosity, and this was the result. They were prisoners in the dungeon of an insane and sadistic priest, being tortured for his amusement and his skewed belief that what he was doing was the will of God. Every time she believed that nothing Edge threw at her was a surprise, she was proven wrong.
Father Lain pulled his penis from her mouth. She came. Kara wailed. The cycle went on, until Kara merely groaned each time she was tortured by the machine, and Jenna knew that her friend had gone numb, her mind and body unable to take the pain anymore. Father Lain switched off the machine and stroked Jenna's hair lovingly.
"Confess," he said, and Jenna looked up at him dumbly, her eyes misty with tears.
"Confess your sin," he said.
Jenna sniffled, unsure what her sin was, but she said, "I'm a whore."
Lain smiled and replied, "Good. Continue."
"I'm a whore," Jenna said again, "I tempt men and make them sin."
She thought that this sounded like what he wanted to hear and, apparently, it was.
"You see how your wicked pleasures have brought such pain on another?" he asked, cradling her head.
"Yes," she agreed, playing along, though she wanted to take the dildo from her cunt and beat him with it.
Lain undid the restraints and yanked Jenna to her feet. Unsteady, she allowed the priest to guide her around the bench once more, where she stood submissively as he flipped a switch with his foot. A long pole with a dildo on the end popped up, spring-loaded, from the floor and Jenna flinched. Lain positioned her over the thing, clicked the switch again, and the latest horror speared into Jenna's cunt. She wailed and tried to stand up on her toes to get off of the thing, but she couldn't do it. She was trapped, the dildo lodged deep into her sore pussy.
Lain moved to Kara, cranked the bench downward, and removed the clamps on Kara's tits. Her friend was now angled, looking at her through teary eyes. Lain removed the plastic hand, changing it out for yet another fake cock, and then positioned this at Kara's fuckhole. The madman, then, took weighted clamps and attached them to Jenna's tits, making her shriek as the weights pulled down on her nipples.
"Bounce," the man instructed.
Jenna looked at him, uncomprehending.
"Bounce," he said again and bounced on his toes.
Jenna did it, biting her lip as the weights shook and yanked on her tits, simultaneously fucking herself on the fake cock. Each bounce on the pole in her twat caused the dildo in Kara's cunt to fuck into her. Jenna continued to bounce on her feet, the weights causing her agonizing pain, even as the toy made her wet pussy feel so good. Kara began to moan pleasurably, free of the torture.
Now, though, even as Jenna hurt herself, Kara received pleasure, watching her friend bounce lewdly on the fake cock as the weights yanked painfully on her tits with every bounce. Jenna began to cry. Her legs ached horribly from the repetitive motion. She paused to rest and suddenly Kara howled in pain again, straining against her bonds.
"Oh, yes," Lain said, as though a thought had just occurred to him, "If you stop, you're going to shock her cunt."
Jenna bounced again, pushing the toy into her own cunt, into Kara's cunt, the weights swinging pendulously from her tits. One of the clamps came free from her bouncing, sending another horrible spike of pain into her nipple as the blood surged back into it. A moment later, the other came free. Her legs shook. She orgasmed, stopping her bouncing. Kara screamed. Lain chuckled at their torment. He picked up the weights, reapplied them, and did his stupid little bounce. Jenna bounced. Kara came.
It wasn't long before Jenna's legs threatened to give out. She knew that if she couldn't support herself, she'd probably be impaled on the pole. She looked pleadingly at Lain, who nodded, seemingly satisfied. He depressed the switch and the pole retracted, sliding messily out of Jenna's cunt. Jenna crumpled to the floor, panting, the weights still clipped to her breasts. She couldn't move. Lain moved behind her, sprawled her across the floor, and mounted her from behind. His hard cock speared her pussy, and the man began to vigorously fuck her as Kara watched.
"Redemption," he hissed in her ear, wrapping his arm around her neck as he pounded his cock into her, "accept your place and find redemption."
Jenna gurgled and, to her dismay, orgasmed around his cock. Father Lain grunted, thrust harder, and came into her prone body. Jenna lay, huffing, as the priest pulled out of her and left the room. The door clicked shut. Jenna tried to rise, to help Kara, but she could only crawl toward the bench. The room began to fill with smoke, even as her trembling hands worked at the restraints on Kara's legs, and then the world went black.
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Note: This story features Kimmy, my reusable holiday hump toy. When last we saw Kimmy, she was being enslaved by Santa for use in making Christmas magic in, The Magic of Forgotten Sluts.
Kimmy did not believe in true love. She did not buy into lovey-dovey expressions of eternal affection, symbols of long-term, heartfelt commitment, or soulmates. Most of all, Kimmy did not believe in a cherubic, half-dressed baby with angel wings, who struck people with magical arrows filled with sunshine, candy, and feelings of happiness. Kimmy did not believe in these things because Kimmy was eighteen years old, and those notions were for kids.
What Kimmy did believe in, was masturbating frequently to thoughts of cockteasing men. She did not give in and have sex with these men but got herself off to the thoughts of their blueballs and the image of their painful, swollen erections. Kimmy cockteased her teachers, wearing short skirts and going without panties. She cockteased the delivery men, answering the door in towels or her bras and panties. Kimmy cockteased her brother and her father, laying splayed on the couch in tiny thongs that molded to her plump little pussy. She teased her friend's fathers and brothers, wearing too-tight tops that displayed her round, balloon-like melons.
Kimmy went to bed on February the thirteenth, after jilling herself to the memory of her father's erection tenting the front of his pants. She'd spent the evening reluctantly doing her chores, but she'd done so wearing only a tiny, lacy thong that was quickly swallowed between the cheeks of her round ass and plump, wet little pussy. She was, likewise, braless and sporting a cutoff sleep shirt that exposed the bottoms of her sizeable melons.
While her father pretended to watch TV, Kimmy dusted the shelves, the top of the TV, and bent to give the baseboards a good wipe-down. These actions, invariably, showed her father the tight, slick little treasure that she taunted him with each day. When her cleaning was done, she gave him a light peck on the lips, leaning forward to do so, and giving him a good look down her billowy top.
When Kimmy awoke, it was Valentine's day. She had school to go to, and there were a great many men, young and mature, for her to cocktease. Therefore, Kimmy put on a short, pink, pleated skirt and a too-tight top. With her older brother still in bed and her father off to work, Kimmy made herself some oatmeal and sat at the table to peruse her social media and get the latest reactions to her many sexy photos.
She was halfway into her oatmeal and giggling at the long list of drooling comments to one of her photos when an annoying buzz by her ear distracted her. She swatted at the mosquito and continued her giggling, but then it came again. Before she could swat at it again, a small whisper at her ear made her jump from her seat.
"Hoppy Vawentine's Day, Keemy!"
Kimmy knocked her chair back and stumbled, caught herself, then looked around in fright. She did a double blink and fixed her eyes on a tiny, cherubic creature that looked like a baby boy with angel wings, wearing a loincloth. The little creature was hardly bigger than a small bird.
"What the fuck?" Kimmy exclaimed.
"Aw ew weady to find twue wub, Keemy?" the little cherub asked.
Kimmy looked around for some sign that she was being pranked but she was alone in the kitchen."I'm fucking dreaming," she said and made to sit back at the table, ignoring the cherub.
The stupid thing lighted on her shoulder and said, "Ew don't beweeve in me, but I beweeve in ew! Um hew to hep ew find twue wub!"
Kimmy ignored the cherub, but the sound of his little wings continued near her ear as she rinsed her bowl and set out for school. The awful sound continued as she drove, joined by an annoying little giggle from the thing. She swatted at it again, but the cherub glided away, laughing, only to return a moment later.
"Ew can't fight twue wub, Keemy!" he said.
"You aren't real," Kimmy said, growing agitated. "This is a dream."
It seemed very real, however, because this dream seemed just like a normal day going to school. She even met up with her two cockteasing besties, Allie and Penny, who were drawing lusty looks in their equally skimpy clothes. Neither of her friends made a comment about the cherub on her shoulder, whose wings she could still hear.
She walked with Allie to her first-period class, with the cherub giggling merrily on her shoulder, and feeling as if she might actually be hallucinating. What had been in that oatmeal? She took her seat at her lab table, next to the horrible and gross abomination of a young man, with which she'd been saddled for the semester.
His name was Wilson Grimes, and Kimmy thought that he was the most disgusting lump of flesh that she'd ever had the misfortune to cocktease. Wilson's face was an abhorrent mask of pimples and pockmarks, and his rotund belly sagged from the bottom of any shirt he wore. He had a nasal whistle that grated on Kimmy's nerves. His one and only saving grace was that Wilson was an egghead. Since he couldn't take his eyes off Kimmy's tits, and quite literally drooled over her (another vomit-inducing characteristic) the smitten blob made sure that Kimmy got perfect scores on every assignment and test.
"Hey, Kimmy," Wilson wheezed as he ogled her tits.
Kimmy ignored him.
"Oh, isn't he a dweamboat?" the cherub twittered in her ear.
Kimmy's stomach heaved and she felt suddenly ill. The little cherub fluttered his way in front of her eyes, and then flitted to Wilson, drawing Kimmy's disbelieving gaze in the same direction. A small bow and arrow appeared in the cherub's hand and, before Kimmy could even open her mouth to scream madly at the hallucination, the cherub released his arrow. The little pinprick struck Kimmy in the neck and she slapped at it. The cherub gave a parting giggle and said, "Twue wub stwikes again!" before he faded into nothing.
For an instant, Kimmy felt cold, but then she felt very hot, instead. She looked at Wilson with new eyes, admiring his pimples and acne pocks. Now that she thought about it, they really didn't seem so bad. They were kind of adorable, really. And his belly wasn't all that disgusting. It meant that he was well-fed and probably virile, right? The fact that his tits were nearly the size of her own just indicated that she'd have a little something to hold onto when she rode his cock, didn't it?
Wilson studied her strangely and asked, "What? Do I have another booger?"
He stuffed his finger up his nose, then rubbed at it, and then wiped the finger on his shirt. Kimmy blushed at the super cute little gesture. It was so endearing.
"Um, no," she said, her heart pounding. "I just... oh, never mind."
She hid her trembling hands, stuffing them between her legs, where she could feel how hot her pussy was. God, she hoped Wilson couldn't tell. It would be so embarrassing. Wilson just shrugged, but he kept eyeing her tits as the teacher started the class. Kimmy couldn't pay attention, though. She kept stealing glances at the handsome prince next to her, shuffling her feet and squeezing her legs together, squirming in her seat.
Kimmy's cheeks burned as she cast sidelong glances at the hunk throughout class, and when he looked at her curiously she batted her big eyes at him. Wilson's lips turned into a frown of confusion. Kimmy's stomach dropped at the look. Oh, God! He didn't think she was pretty enough. It was so embarrassing.
Class came to an end and Wilson shouldered his Power Rangers backpack. Kimmy fumbled with her own bag, but she dropped it and had to bend to retrieve it, giving Wilson a nice look up her short skirt. He groaned audibly. Kimmy retrieved her bag and, blushing, stood back up. She caught Wilson's eyes on her.
They quickly looked away when she caught him and he started for the door. Kimmy trailed behind, joining Allie in the hallway.
"Nice move," Allie said.
"Huh?"
"That little panty flash at Grimy Grimes," Allie said and giggled. "I'll bet he'll have a hard-on all day thinking about that. He's probably on his way to the bathroom right now to beat one off."
"Do you think so?" Kimmy asked, breathless.
"Um, yeah. What's with you?"
Kimmy shook her head and said, "Nothing. Just... kind of hot in here."
Allie shrugged. They parted ways for their classes. All through her second-period class, Kimmy wasn't able to focus. She kept on wondering if Wilson had liked what he'd seen under her skirt. Did he really have a hard-on from her? It didn't seem possible. Wilson Grimes, getting hard at the thought of her? It was like a dream. Her panties were so wet at the thought that they were sticking to her pussy.
Wilson was in her third-period English class, but they didn't sit together. Kimmy sat two desks away, but she couldn't help but stare longingly at him, her chin resting on her hands, daydreaming about what it would be like to have him ask her out. That's all it could ever be, though, just a dream. Wilson would never be interested in someone like her. He was way out of her league.
By the time lunch came around, Kimmy's panties were so soaked that she had to sneak into the bathroom and take them off. This was not an infrequent thing. Her incessant cockteasing often resulted in having to change her panties at least once during the day, but never this early.
She took a seat at the table with Allie and Penny, who giggled and jabbered, but Kimmy wasn't paying attention. She stared longingly at the Adonis two tables away, sitting with a skinny young man wearing a Dungeons and Dragons tee, and a pasty-faced, chubby girl with large glasses. Kimmy sighed, feeling jealous of the girl. She was so much more Wilson's type.
"Earth to Kimmy," Allie said, snapping her fingers.
Kimmy blinked and said, "What?"
"Dude, what's your deal? You're, like, a total space cadet."
"Oh, I am?"
"You need to go see the nurse or something?" Penny asked.
Kimmy shook her head and said, "No. Just kind of spacy."
By the end of the school day, Kimmy felt like a wreck. Each time she saw Wilson in the hallway or in a class, she pined. It was impossible, she knew, but that didn't stop her from wanting it. He was so dreamy. As she walked toward the doors, she rounded a corner and bumped straight into her crush. Wilson's belly struck her and knocked her off her feet.
"Oh, shit!" he exclaimed, flushing in embarrassment as Kimmy fell on her ass.
All around them came gasps and laughter.
"Shit, Kimmy," Wilson stammered. "I'm so sorry! Oh my God! You okay?"
He held out his hand to help her up. Kimmy looked at the hand in disbelief. Wilson's hand? Could she actually take it, touch it? Her own shook as she reached for it. God, it was so warm and sweaty. She made a little moan as his fingers closed around her hand and helped her to her feet. Wilson picked up her bag and handed it to her.
"I'm so sorry," he said again and made to walk away.
Kimmy felt like this was her chance, her one opportunity, her moment. Could she do it? Her mouth felt dry, and her lips cracked. She licked them and said, "Wilson?"
He stopped and turned back. Oh, God! Those beautiful eyes! She felt like she might swoon.
"Do you think..." she paused and bit her lip, looking at the floor and shuffling her feet. "Would you, maybe, like to walk me out?"
Wilson suddenly looked suspicious, as if this were some sort of prank. Kimmy's heart was beating so fast, waiting for an answer.
"Um, okay," he said.
"Really?" she practically squealed and her knees actually quaked.
"I guess so."
Kimmy felt drunk as she took up stride next to him. She had to walk rather slowly so that his short, pudgy legs could keep up with her. She shot him a shy glance and, to his astonishment, her fingertips casually brushed his. He looked down at her hand in confusion, and then his confusion deepened when she slipped her hand into his and held it.
"What are you doing?" he asked. "Is this some kind of joke?"
"Oh, God!" Kimmy exclaimed. "I'm... I'm sorry. I just... I'm so stupid!"
She tried to pull her hand away, but Wilson held onto it. Kimmy let out a gasp and her blush deepened. Together, they walked past Allie and Penny, whose open-mouthed stares of incredulity followed them down the hallway. Further mutters and gasps of disbelief trailed behind as the two of them walked, hand-in-hand, to the parking lot.
Wilson walked her to her car, where Kimmy fidgeted with the hem of her skirt, still holding his hand. Then, Kimmy planted a small kiss on his lips and moaned. Her whole body shook. Wilson made a snort of disbelief that was so powerful that a string of snot shot from his nose. God, it was so adorable!
"Wilson," Kimmy said shyly, "Do you think, maybe, that you might... I don't know. Maybe you'd like to go out with me sometime?"
Wilson, unable to believe what he'd just heard, simply nodded.
"Really?" Kimmy squealed.
Wilson nodded again, swallowed, and then, capitalizing on what must (surely) be a severe mental breakdown on Kimmy's part, he went for it.
"I'm free right now," he said.
"Really?" Kimmy squealed again.
"Yeah. Do you want to come over?"
"Like, to your house?" Kimmy whispered, her heart fluttering.
"Yeah."
"Oh my, God! I'd love to! Can I, um, ride with you?"
Wilson nodded. Kimmy followed him to his car. He opened the door for her, like the gentleman he was, and then swept out a stack of old fast food bags and empty diet soda drinks from the seat. They swished and bounced around Kimmy's feet. God, she couldn't believe the stud's appetite. It must take a small country's worth of food to fuel a man like this, she thought. It made her weak in the knees.
Kimmy got into the seat, pulling a greasy napkin out from between her legs and clutching it in her fist. This napkin had been in Wilson's hand. It had cleaned the grease from those thick, meaty digits of his. The thought was heady. Wilson got in and started the car.
"So, um, what do you want to do?" he asked.
"What do you like to do?" Kimmy asked back, folding her hands in her lap to stop them from shaking.
Wilson shrugged and said, "I usually go home and watch TV or play the PlayStation."
"Really?" Kimmy squealed. "Could I watch?"
Wilson shrugged, looked at her curiously, and said, "I guess so. That doesn't seem like it would be a lot of fun for you. What do you normally do after school?"
Kimmy couldn't lie to a man like this. This kind of man deserved the truth. Starting a new relationship, if she were so lucky, shouldn't be done from a place of lies.
"Well, I always go home and take off my panties first," she said. "And then I spend about an hour playing with my pussy, and thinking about all the guys I cockteased that day."
Wilson choked on his tongue and slammed the brake, pulling the car off to the side of the parking lot. Distressed, Kimmy patted him on the back, sure that he was choking. Oh, God! How awful! She couldn't let the man of her dreams choke! Not on their very first date!
It took a moment for Wilson to get a hold of himself, but he did manage to recover. He wiped the sweat from his brow and then croaked, "That's... That's something."
"Oh!" Kimmy exclaimed, wondering how she could be so stupid. "I'd... I mean, I wouldn't do that to you, of course! And, If I did, I'm so sorry! I'd never cocktease you!"
Wilson managed to put his foot back on the gas and ease the car back into the line of vehicles exiting the lot.
"You... you wouldn't?" he asked.
"Oh, no! I'd never! You don't deserve that. I'd suck your cock right now if you'd let me!"
She clapped her hand over her mouth, humiliated. Oh, God! Had she just said that? He was going to kick her out of the car, thinking she was some kind of skank! She'd blown it.
"You... you would?" Wilson asked.
"Only if you'd let me," Kimmy whispered. "I know I don't really deserve to but... you know. If you wanted me to, I would."
Next to them in the other line, Allie and Penny pulled up. Kimmy didn't notice their wide-eyed looks of horror at seeing her in the car with Wilson.
"Well, if you'd really like to," Wilson said.
"Really? You mean it?" Kimmy asked.
Wilson nodded.
"Oh, God! Thank you!" she cried.
Through the glass and the distance, she couldn't hear Allie and Penny's cries of revulsion and disgust as Kimmy leaned across and unzipped Wilson's pants. His cock was hard but short and pudgy like the rest of him. It was so perfect! Kimmy took him in her mouth, wrapping her soft, sexy lips around his manhood. Manhood. This was truly a man's manhood, a cock, a weapon of ass destruction. Her pussy actually gushed as she tasted it for the first time.
Wilson shivered with delight and placed his free hand on her head. He looked over, and saw the astonished faces of Kimmy's friends, paralyzed one car away. He gave them a smile and a thumbs-up. Penny, in the passenger seat, opened her door and looked like she might be throwing up. Allie's face was turning green. Wilson pressed the gas and eased his car out past the traffic cop and onto the road.
Kimmy hummed excitedly and polished his cock wetly with her tongue and lips, suckling at it as happily as a babe at a breast. It took him only a minute more to ejaculate into her mouth. Kimmy's pussy gushed again as he did so, drinking her reward. Still, she continued to suck at his half-hard cock for him all the way to his house. A man like him deserved no less.
The moment they arrived, Wilson pulled Kimmy up by her hair. God, it was so sexy. What a dominant beast he was!
"You wanna take this inside?" he suggested.
"Can we?"
Wilson got out, rounded the car, and opened her door for her. Kimmy got out, extracted a stale fry that had stuck to her wet panties, and made to throw it away. Wilson plucked it from her fingers and popped it into his mouth. Oh, God! He could probably taste her arousal on it! She moaned out loud at the sexy display, feeling so adored and desired. Somehow, she'd managed to bewitch this incredible brute of a man.
The moment the door was shut, Kimmy couldn't help herself. She pressed her lips to his, moaning needily, mashing her tits against his own. God, she hoped he liked her tits! Wilson did like her tits. So much so, in fact, that he began to squeeze them as she kissed him.
Kimmy managed to pull her lips away from him long enough to beg, "Can we go to your room?"
Wilson took her hand and guided her up the stairs, where he opened his door. On the walls were posters of blonde porn stars, brunette porn stars, and redhead porn stars. The floor was covered in discarded clothes, and candy wrappers, and she even saw a few dinner plates scattered amongst them. Of course, a man like this had far better things to do than tidy up a floor. Someday, if she were lucky enough, maybe that would be her job. She felt so weak in the knees thinking about it.
Wilson began to peel off his clothes, exposing his flabby tummy, his man boobs, and then his hard manhood. Kimmy couldn't strip herself fast enough. She thought that if she were a sculptor, there would be no finer specimen than this to create a statue of, that would last for ages. It seemed a shame that no one had.
Wilson turned her around and roughly groped her ass, making her moan, and then he gave it a hard smack that nearly made her cum. He pressed his belly against her back and reached around her to palm one of her tits. Kimmy was practically panting with need to have him. Thankfully, he took mercy on her and shoved her onto his bed.
Her face pressed into a discarded pair of underwear as Wilson mounted her. She eagerly spread her legs for him and he pulled her ass up to give him the access he needed. His belly rested on her bottom and he roughly jammed the stub of his cock into her dripping cunt. Kimmy orgasmed immediately. It was everything she could have wanted, everything she'd fantasized about all day. To be taken, to service a man like him, it was every woman's dream. And Kimmy was living that dream. Her luck must be running high today!



Wilson battered her fuckhole with sharp, short thrusts of his cock, rocking back and forth in his first pussy. He gripped tightly to Kimmy's hips as she moaned and shook.
"Oh, God!" she cried. "Oh, that's so good! Fuck me, baby! Don't stop!"
Wilson grunted and humped her for nearly four minutes until, finally, he let out a gasp and began to cum into her unprotected womb. A string of drool hit her back as he groaned and shook, filling Kimmy with his potent seed. She felt like she might actually cry from joy at the feeling of it. Wilson was cumming into her, maybe even impregnating her. This wasn't just luck. She must have done something right in a previous light to deserve this kind of treatment. She imagined having saved a busload of nuns or schoolchildren from a fire.
When Wilson had finished filling her with his load, Kimmy happily went back to sucking on his cock, while he played his PlayStation. When he was sufficiently hard, he would fuck her again, sometimes even deigning to look at her while he did so. Always, though, he would give her his warm cum. With every spermy dose, Kimmy's happiness only increased. Some day, she imagined, if she were good to him, he might even take her as his wife. She could give him a family, keep his house, clean and cook for him, and, of course, suck his cock whenever he liked.
As Wilson filled her with yet another hot load of cum, Kimmy knew that her cockteasing days were over. Because she had found twue wub.
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Chapter Twenty-Four: Angela
Jenna's body ached all over as she fought for awareness through a haze of arousal and thick, groggy fog. It was dark and she had no idea where she was. She rubbed at her eyes, heard Kara groan, and finally, she found the strength to sit up. A wave of relief washed over her as she realized that they were no longer in Lain's torture chamber. They were in the back of Jenna's car, outside, but no longer near the cabin.
"Kara?" Jenna said, shaking her naked friend.
"Hmm?" Kara replied, sleepily.
"Are you okay?"
"Fuck," Kara hissed, sitting up and looking around in confusion. "Where are we?"
Jenna shook her head, swiped up her HUD, and took stock. She assumed that one of Lain's thugs had driven the car somewhere and left them. The map showed them well outside of the city, still, parked in a secluded field.
"Anywhere is better than... that," Jenna said.
"You... are you alright?" Kara asked.
Jenna nodded, settled back in the seat, and said, "Erin, take us to the shop."
The car started up and hummed, bumping along over the uneven field until it pulled out onto a dirt road and accelerated.
"Jesus Christ," Kara swore, "What the fuck was that?"
"Not any church I want to be part of," Jenna said tiredly.
She stopped her recording and submitted it to the server, watching as Kara did likewise.
"I honestly do not feel bad about blackmailing this guy," Kara said, slumping in the seat.
Jenna had to agree. She rested her head on Kara's shoulder and said, "I'm sorry... for what I had to do back there."
"It wasn't up to you," Kara said, finding her hand, "Sometimes, this game sucks."
"All the fucking time," Jenna said.
***
Jenna and Kara found Leanna laying on a couch in their makeshift headquarters. Jess lay sprawled on another, dead to the world.
"Shit," Leanna exclaimed, taking stock of their exhausted faces, the bruises on their bare tits, wrists and ankles, "What the fuck happened to you?"
Jenna shook her head, which was surprisingly clear of fuck fog. Apparently, even the Recoder effects could be quelled by a long session of torture and forced orgasms. The two of them collapsed on the couch, blessedly free of the belts for the next three days, and now at rank thirty-one. They heard Leanna bustling about in their improvised kitchen, and a moment later she brought them each a steaming bowl of soup.
"Thank you," Kara said wearily, cradling the steaming stuff in her hands.
"Tough challenge, I take it?" Leanna asked.
"Let's not talk about it," Jenna said, "Any news on my contract, or this Recoder thing?"
Leanna nodded, "The contract is a pretty standard slave arrangement, but it's perpetual. If you agree to it, you're essentially giving up your human rights. Harder owns you."
That was not the news that Jenna wanted to hear. In one day, she'd have to decide if she was going to sacrifice herself for the good of the other girls or try to fight back. Unless, there was another option, like getting Harder to fuck himself.
"There is some good news, though," Leanna continued, and Jenna raised her brows, "Harder is an emotional fuckhead. Either he didn't know about the rule, or he's just such an egotistical prick that he thought he could get away with it."
"What?" Jenna asked, setting her bowl aside.
Leanna grinned, "The belts are one of the primary means of control for the game. Stealing one is a big deal. Think about it. If a player ditches their belt, they have to be given a new one. If they ditched it of their own volition, that means forcibly tracking them down and getting them back in line. If someone stole it, and the player reported it and came back to the game willingly, that's good on you and bad on the thief. It means dispatching an Enforcer, like the one you met, and that is something that is, apparently, frowned upon. You have the right to submit a penalty request."
Jenna was shocked. She had rights?
"What does that mean?" she asked.
"Whoever is in control will decide the penalty, of course, but you can submit the request," Leanna explained, "The rules don't go into any more detail."
"I'll do it," Jenna agreed, "What about the Recoder? I don't know how long I can live like this. If I'm not having constant orgasms, it just builds up until it feels like I'm going to die."
Kara put her arm around Jenna's shoulder.
"I have something on that, too," Leanna said, "It took some searching, but I found one reference to it by name and one case that sounds like something similar."
"Go on," Jenna said, hopeful.
"A few months ago, someone put out an ad, looking for experts in gene manipulation. He's been searching for someone to cure an ailment that sounds a lot like what you described. He called it 'artificially-created, overwhelming arousal,' and the ad is still open. Apparently, he hasn't found the expert for it, yet. The other reference I found in a message board. It was submitted only a few days ago. It's from a user calling herself Not-eNerd, and it was published on a conspiracy bulletin board, asking for information on something called a Recoder."
"Is there any way to contact her?" Jenna asked.
"I already did. She's local, and we're going to meet her tomorrow."
"Thank you!" Jenna said, throwing her arms around the other girl.
Leanna stroked her back kindly and said, "Don't worry, honey. We'll figure this out."
***
Jenna, Kara, and Leanna waited at a picnic table in a local park, enjoying the summer sun and attempting to appear as though they had normal lives. A frightened-looking girl approaching drew their attention. The girl wore glasses and her blond hair spilled loosely over her shoulders. She wore a slinky white top with cut-off sleeves and a sexy miniskirt. The girl looked familiar, and Jenna's eyes widened as she approached. She knew her. Kara perked up, next to her. The girl, nervously, joined them at the table.
"Angela?" Jenna said.
"Jenna? Kara?" Angela replied, equally surprised.
"You look... different," Jenna said.
The Angela she knew from school had been a very quiet girl, who dressed like a nun and kept her hair pulled up into a bun.
"I'm a little different, since school," she said, and there was a trace of sadness in her voice as she said it. She shook her head, brightened, and said, "You're the last people I expected to see."
"What do you know about the Recoder?" Jenna asked bluntly.
Angela's eyes shifted about nervously and she said, "Were you followed? Are we safe?"
"Safe?" Kara asked.
"Have you heard of a company called DomCo?" Angela asked.
Jenna and Kara shared a look. They had. Recently. In fact, the news this morning had told the tale of a shocking turn of opinion on the part of Father Lain, who had declared that he would be turning away from the fight against the new legislation, in order to focus on his ministry. He had, "faith in the members of Congress to make the right decision for their country."
"I..." Angela began, then lowered her voice, "I found something, recently, but I don't know what to do with it. When your friend," she nodded toward Leanna, "reached me, it was the first time I'd heard confirmation of it on our side."
"Our side?" Jenna asked, confused.
"Nevermind," Angela said, waving a hand, "Look, I don't know enough about DNA, chemistry, or biology, but I have some papers on something called an Anti-Recoder. There was this place, somewhere I went, where that company had used a Recoder on a bunch of girls to turn them into some kind of slaves. I thought it might be useful here, so I brought it back."
"Back?" Kara asked.
Angela shook her head, "If I told you, you'd think I'd lost my shit," she said.
Kara laughed and said, "Fucking try me."
"Can we... go somewhere else?" Angela asked, looking scared.
"Let's take a drive," Jenna suggested.
The four of them piled into Jenna's car, and when Jenna directed Erin to start a route out toward the countryside, Angela immediately became very animated.
"Full self-driving?" she asked, "I didn't think anyone had actually done it yet! Is that AI based on a neural net? Is it reactive? Limited memory? Theory of mind? Is it actually self-aware?"
"Um, I have no idea," Jenna admitted.
"Fascinating!" Angela exclaimed, "Is it purely voice control, or do you have some sort of alternative interface?" she began looking around the dash, examining the console.
"The Recoder," Kara prompted, "You were telling us about the Recoder."
Angela, reluctantly, pulled her attention from the car's computer screen and shook her head.
"Sorry," she said, "There was this guy, Dale, he was my dad, only not really my dad. He was... it doesn't matter. He'd managed to crack some kind of anti-Recoder treatment to counter the effects of whatever a Recoder does to people."
"It makes you... it makes you want to be a slut," Jenna said, "like the only thing that matters is getting off, and you feel like you're going to die if you don't."
Angela flushed and seemed as if she had something to say, but then she stopped and nodded.
"Someone used one on me," Jenna admitted.
"You?" Angela asked, "DomCo?"
"No. Someone else," Jenna said.
"I have a call," Leanna said suddenly, "I think it's him! The guy!"
They fell silent and then Leanna was speaking to someone, the call happening in her Halo earbud. Angela looked at her strangely, but then figured she must have a hands-free.
They could hear only Leanna's side of the conversation, but she was excited, saying, "Yes... Yes... It's true... Of course... Uh huh... Okay. We'll see you there."
She ended the call and looked happy.
"Take us to this address," she said, tapping and swiping, and a moment later an address appeared in Jenna's Haloes.
"Erin, can you take us here?" Jenna asked, tapping at the address as Angela cocked her head curiously.
"Guidance altered. Initiating Route," The AI complied.
"What's all the?" Angela, asked, making little tapping motions at the air, "And how did you know what address she was talking about? She didn't even say anything! Are you all aliens or something? Cyborgs?"
Kara couldn't help but laugh at how serious the girl seemed in her question, but then she stopped laughing when she saw that Angela was, actually, very serious. And scared.
"No!" Kara said, "Angela, are you alright?"
"They're called Haloes," Jenna said, "They're smart lenses."
"Haloes? Those things are at least five years from market," Angela said, "I've been following the development. How did you get them?"
"It's... a long story," Jenna said, "and I wish I could tell it to you, but I can't."
Angela laughed and said, "Boy, I know that feeling."
As they drove, Jenna felt more hopeful about her future.
Chapter Twenty-Five: John Hamlin
The AI parked the convertible in a vacant lot on the outskirts of town, which made Jenna wonder just how many abandoned lots there actually were on the outskirts of town. The place was little more than some kind of steel bunker and, judging by the number of security cameras around the lot and on the building, it was the bunker of someone very paranoid.
The four of them approached the metal door, Jenna raising her fist to bang on it, but she stopped short when the door opened. A man emerged, dressed in loose khakis and an expensive polo. He was big and gorgeous, but he looked haggard and tired, like all the weight of the world rested on him and had for far too long.
"Um, hi?" he said.
Leanna stepped forward and said, "We spoke on the phone."
The man seemed perplexed and replied, "You... seem a little young. Are you sure this is about... that?"
Leanna nodded. The man nodded back. He allowed them to come inside.
"John Hamlin," he said, and stuck out his hand.
Kara, Jenna, and Angela all shared a look.
"Hamlin?" Angela said, "Like Stephanie and Tori Hamlin?"
John's brows raised in surprise.
"My daughters," he said.
"We go to the same school," Jenna said, "Er, went. We just graduated, too."
"Small world. Follow me."
John Hamlin took the three of them down a short hallway and into what looked like some kind of laboratory, where another man in a white coat peered into a microscope. Angela looked very excited, bouncing on her feet as though someone had just handed her everything on her Christmas list.
"This is Kenny," John said, motioning toward the man in the coat, who looked up and nodded at the four gorgeous young women, his cheeks flushed.
"Pleasure," he said.
"You said you know something about this business," John said, clearly hopeful, "I hope to God that's true, because I've been looking for a long time."
"Did," Jenna started, "Did it happen to someone you know?"
John looked sad and nodded but didn't elaborate.
"It happened to me, too," she said, and John took a step back, his eyes widening.
"How do you... feel... right now?"
"It's getting hard to think," Jenna admitted, and it was true. It had been hours since her last orgasm and the feeling had been intensifying.
"Kenny, do you have any of that stuff ready?"
The scientist nodded and opened a cabinet, taking down a pill bottle and dropping one into his hands. He handed it to Jenna, saying, "It's not a cure. To be honest, you're the only other person I've actually met that it happened to, so I can't say for sure it's going to work. If it does, it will help tone down the effects for a little while."
Jenna swallowed the pill without hesitation, praying that the man was right.
"Were you at NewYou?" John asked, carefully.
"NewYou?" Jenna asked back.
"The clinic," he said, spitting the words.
"No," Jenna said, "I've never heard of it."
Angela stepped forward, pulling something from her purse and passing them to Kenny, saying, "This is what I have. I tried to get copies of everything I could find on it."
Kenny took the papers and began to flip through them, his eyes widening with every page, until finally, he snapped his gaze back to Angela, his jaw hanging open.
"Where in the world did you get this?" he asked.
"More like which world," Angela said, and then shook her head and continued, "Trust me. If I told you, you'd think I'm fucking crazy."
Kenny raised one eyebrow and said, "As a scientist, I don't dismiss anything that sounds crazy at first. I'm working on finding a cure for a DNA-altering injectable that recodes a subject's genetic makeup to turn them into a constantly aroused sex toy. I work in a bunker in the middle of nowhere for some rich computer scientist. So, yeah, I'm pretty comfortable with crazy."
Angela looked as though she might be in love.
"Do you have something that can measure quantum vibration?" Angela asked.
"Not really my field," Kenny said, now more curious.
Angela fished in her purse and handed the man a phone and a couple of dollar bills. He took them, looked at them, and furrowed his brows.
"What is a WozPad?" he asked, turning it over, "The Independent Republic of China?" he asked again, then looked at the bills, "Where... where did these come from?" he asked, finally putting the question and the objects together.
"The same place as the papers," Angela said, and it looked like some kind of weight had been lifted off of the girl.
"You..." Kenny said, then he seemed to struggle, looking back at Angela, then at the objects he held, then back to Angela, "You didn't. Did you?"
"I did. If you ask me how, I'm going to say, 'magic' and then your cheese is really gonna slide off your cracker, because that's the truth, too," Angela said.
"What are you two on about?" Kara asked, voicing the confusion of everyone else in the room.
"If I told you," Kenny said, smiling at Angela, "You'd think I'm fucking crazy."
John Hamlin coughed, catching Kenny's attention.
"Right. Sorry, John," Kenny said, handing the objects back to Angela before he continued, "It'll take me some time to go through this, but I think she just brought you a cure."
Before she knew what was happening, Angela found herself being crushed in a bear hug by the big man. In a voice so sincere that it made her want to weep, John said, "Thank you so much. Tell me how I can repay you, and it's yours. Anything on earth, and it's yours."
Angela shook herself out as John let her go, flushed, looked at the floor, and then asked, "Well, do you think I could help Kenny? I... kind of like science," she asked.
John nodded, grinning.
"And," Angela continued, "if you know of somewhere that's hiring, I'd really like it if my dad didn't have to work two jobs."
"I'm sure I can arrange something," John agreed, then turned to the other three girls, "And you, ladies? While I'm playing the genie, is there some wishes I can grant for you?"
The three of them looked at one another. Jenna opened her mouth to speak, shut it, and shared a look with Kara. Kara gave a slight shake of the head and said, "Don't trust anyone."
Jenna flushed, amazed that Kara had read her mind, but there was something about John Hamlin that made her inclined to trust him. She opened her mouth again.
"Jenna," Kara said again, a note of warning in her tone, "Hush, hush."
John watched the other two girls visibly pale at the words.
"What?" he asked.
"Mr. Hamlin," Jenna said, "Can you keep a secret?"
"Honey, I sign NDAs all week long. I probably have more secrets than some governments," he said.
He watched as the girl removed something from one of her eyes and handed it to him. Curious, he took it, then looked at her with raised brows, asking, "Is this a Halo lens?"
Jenna nodded.
"Where did you get this? I know there's a public beta happening, but these are years away from release. Forgive me, but I find it hard to believe that one of you, let alone three of you, got into the test."
"Do you have some time for a story?"
"For this, I think I can make time."
Jenna began, "It happened to me a month ago..."
Chapter Twenty-Six: Outside Help
John Hamlin paced back and forth in the lab, stroking his chin as he thought. The first story he'd heard, from the girl named Jenna, had bordered on unbelievable. In light of what NewYou had done to his daughter, though, the unbelievable was something that he'd come to accept as very possible. The idea, though, that there was some kind of social engineering project going on, under the guise of a twisted game, and on such a large scale was horrifying.
The story that came next, from Angela, was a lot tougher to swallow. At the conclusion of Angela's tale, everyone in the room was quiet, nearly unable to process the fact that this girl had actually traveled to a parallel world, much like their own. The evidence, though, was right in the lab with them.



The common thread, he realized, as he put all these pieces together, was the DomCo corporation. The same one that had been in the news with this Male Rights bill. That nugget, John knew from his own research, made sense. In his independent investigation of NewYou, he'd found that they were funded, in part, by DomCo. Calling this mishmash of companies and subsidiary companies massive was a gross understatement. DomCo was the third-largest corporate entity in the world. They had a hand in, quite literally, everything.
John Hamlin's wealth was a pittance compared to theirs. They moved more money around in a day than some countries would ever see in the entirety of their existence, and if one were to engage in something as extensive and dangerous as Edge, it would require that kind of wealth and power. How did one fight that?
The girls all watched him pace, back and forth, back and forth, lost in thought, their eyes filled with hope, like he was going to save them. He was one man. How was he supposed to save them? He couldn't even save one girl, his daughter, without a happy accident landing the cure in his lap, and then only by virtue of one girl's spontaneous decision to pick up a cursed necklace that had transported her to an alternate reality.
Then, for that same girl to get found by these three? The odds seemed impossible. It was impossible. The last hour, though, had turned impossible into possible, and he'd found his entire system of belief and understanding of the universe suddenly thrown into question. These improbable events could hardly have happened by mere chance. Mathematically, he thought, it was inconceivable. He stopped pacing.
"Alright," he said, "I don't have a plan, yet, but we do need to know more. I have to admit, I'm not a software guy. I do hardware. Something like this, like Edge, it's beyond my skill. I need to make a call. If we're going to find out what this thing is, exactly, I need an expert. Would that be alright?"
The girls shared a look, doubtful.
"I trust him. Implicitly. He's worked for me for a long time," John assured them.
Jenna nodded and said, "Alright. Just, if they find out..."
John nodded, understanding the stakes, and the risk they were taking by mentioning the game to anyone. He took out his phone, dialed, then someone picked up.
"Dave?" John said, "Yeah. I'm good. Hey, do you have some time to meet? I could really use your opinion on something, a project. It's, well, a little... hush, hush," he said, with a wink.
***
For the first time since being forcibly inducted into Edge, Jenna felt a glimmer of hope that she might escape, that they might all escape. Worry mingled with the hope, though. She'd just told someone else about Edge, and if that knowledge got back to the higher-ups, it could mean catastrophe, for all of them, as well as their families. She felt sick at the thought, but she realized, also, that she felt more in control than she had for weeks.
Whatever was in the pill that Kenny had supplied her with was doing a wonderful job keeping the intense arousal of the Recoder at bay. It was still there, as it always was, but it was manageable. Hamlin left the room to allow his contact in, then returned a short time later with another man in tow. The man was accompanied by a gorgeous blonde in tiny shorts and a slinky little top that displayed some mouth-watering cleavage.
"Right," John said as they entered, "Quick introductions all around. Dave Marrin," he motioned to the new man, "This is Jenna, Kara, Leanna, Angela, and my assistant, Kenny. Everyone, Dave Marrin and," he paused, "I'm sorry, hon, I didn't catch your name."
"Erin," said the girl, obviously eye-fucking the other women in the room.
"My fiancé," Dave said proudly.
"You old dog," John said, grinning, "Why didn't you tell me?"
Dave rubbed at the back of his neck nervously and said, "Well, it's kind of a recent development."
The girl elbowed him in the ribs and said, "Dave, you big nerd, don't lie. He's been perving over me for years."
She gave him a wink and Dave flushed, embarrassed.
The girl swept her eyes over the assembled crowd and said, "Jesus, Mr. Hamlin, you didn't tell us you were inviting us to an all-you-can-eat buffet!"
"I think I could like this one," Kara commented.
Erin grinned.
"Can you keep your pants on long enough for us to talk business?" Dave asked.
Erin pouted.
"So, what have you got for me, John?" Dave asked.
Hamlin passed him the Halo lens. Dave's eyebrows shot up. He showed it to Erin, whose face showed equal surprise.
"Haloes?" she asked.
"You've seen them?" John asked.
"Leah," Erin said, "search for nearby Haloes."
"Three nearby Haloes found," the voice in her earbud replied, "Request access?"
"Yes."
All three of the Edge players received a message stating, "Erin has requested access to your Halo. Is this okay?"
Dave followed this with his own command, "Hal, search for nearby Haloes and request access."
Another message. Further agreement.
Erin whistled and said, "Three of them in one place? I find that hard to believe."
"What the hell?" John said, "Does everyone have these things?"
"I know someone at Halo Tech," Erin said, "but up until now, I haven't met anyone else with them. How did three of you manage to get your hands on them? And why are they... something's different about them."
"Different?" Dave asked.
"Yeah. I have access, but it's limited," she said, tapping and swiping at the air, "like there's some kind of firewall blocking things."
She flicked her finger and one of Hamlin's flat-screen monitors lit up, displaying an image from Kara's point of view.
"How did you do that?" Hamlin asked.
"The girl knows her stuff," Dave said, "She's smarter than me by a mile."
"You're just saying that to keep me wet," Erin said casually, bringing a blush to Dave's cheeks and a chuckle from everyone else, "Seriously, though, what's the deal with these?"
"Jenna," John said, "Would you mind bringing them up to speed?"
***
Another hour passed as Jenna recounted her tale once more, during which they munched on sandwiches from Kenny's well-stocked fridge. Once she'd finished, there was, again, silence as their new compatriots digested the story.
"What a mindfuck," Erin said, at last, "Aside from the blackmail, enforced chastity, and slavery parts, it sounds like a kickass kind of game. The question is, though, how do we infiltrate it?"
"I think that's a two-part problem," Hamlin suggested, "The first being how to hack into the system, and the second being how to get someone on the inside that can take advantage of the hack."
"Why don't I talk to Ian," Erin said to Dave, "If there's anyone that can help us get access to this ghost network, it might be him."
Dave nodded.
"Mr. Hamlin," Jenna said, "Thank you."
John shook his head and said, "No. Thank you. All of you. You've brought me hope. It's the least I can do."
Chapter Twenty-Seven: The Choice
Smitten with the DNA researcher, Kenny, Angela opted to stay in the lab, leaving the other girls to depart in Jenna's car with a newfound sense of hope. Hanging over that hope, though, was the impending countdown for Jenna's decision about the contract from Harder. She had to give him the decision tomorrow.
If she didn't agree, then WAT would begin targeting her friends, and Harder had made it clear that Kara was going to be first on his list. Harder was so much higher in rank that he could use any of their little group at will. His cohorts were, likely, at similar levels, meaning that none of them were safe. Short of any lasting harm, Edge would allow him to abuse their bodies to his heart's content.
The most recent experience in Father Lain's torture chamber still fresh in her mind, Jenna was not eager to find out what sort of creative ideas a man like Harder could come up with. Though she'd filed her grievance with the system, she had no idea what sort of repercussions Harder would face, if any, and if he were to tie the complaint back to her, she knew that it would only infuriate the man more. Rightfully, she was afraid of those consequences, for her friends, her family, for herself.
She explained all of this to Kara and Leanna as they congregated in the shop, following a very wet and orgasmic sapphic threesome.
"You can't do it," Kara said, "It's not even a choice. You're talking about real slavery to a sadistic fuck. You might be an Edge slave, but at least you have some choice in what you do. Harder won't give you any choices. You're nothing to him, and he's going to remind you of that every day."
"We made it this far by working together," Leanna added, "You did that, Jenna. You brought us together and made sure we looked out for each other. Do you honestly think we're going to let you do this? Every one of us has lived with fear and uncertainty since we started playing. That's never going to stop. The only thing you'll accomplish by taking the contract is removing the symbol of The Angel from Edge."
Jenna felt a measure of pride at the words. She was nobody. She was a scared girl, fresh out of high school. Most days she couldn't think beyond the ever-present desire for sex and the constant brain fog of continuous denial. The idea that she had become some kind of banner for other frightened girls to rally behind felt ridiculous, like she was an imposter. Somehow, as ludicrous as it seemed, it was true.
Their little group was no longer so little, and every day they were taking in new girls, the higher-ranking players taking lower ones under their wing, grouping up to ensure challenges were completed. Here, at least, in their city, the failure rate was declining at a staggering rate. Harder's group thrived on hunting failures, taking advantage of their failure designations to get their sick thrills.
Very few girls actively sought out WAT members to complete challenges, which meant that the longer this went on, the more Harder's crew would need to worry about their trust score. Further, whatever Harder's involvement was in the sex trafficking part of Edge, he seemed to think that Jenna's band of stalwart sluts posed some threat to his "business".
In the end, all she could say was, "Thank you."
Chapter Twenty-Eight: Ghosts
"Tick tock, tick tock," read the message in Jenna's Haloes the following morning. She'd spent the night with Kara, enjoying their well-earned freedom, in what had quickly become one of Jenna's favorite pastimes. A month ago, Jenna had never considered the fact that she might be into girls. After Edge, though, the idea that she could not be naked, in another girl's bed, their hands roaming over one another and their tongues toying wetly in each other's mouths, was a foreign concept. It was a difficult tangle of emotions to sort through, though.
There were times when she believed that she might truly be in love with Kara, but her state of mind always made her doubt herself. How much of these feelings were truly love, and what portion of them were the ramped-up hormones and edged arousal from the belt, the Obsequium, and the Recoder? It wasn't something that she felt like she could talk about, even with Kara, and at the same time she wondered if the other girl felt the same way.
As the message came in, while they lay in bed together, all the worry about her choice returned. She ignored the message but took the call that came a moment later. Her haloes showed her the avatar of Erin, standing in Kara's room.
"Good morning, gamers!" Erin crowed, obviously delighted about something.
"Hello," Jenna replied.
"I have something for you," Erin said, "Can we meet somewhere?"
"Give us an hour? We'll do breakfast at Hart's. Do you know it?" Jenna answered.
Erin nodded and said, "I'll see you there."
***
Jenna and Kara found Erin, already seated, at Hart's Cafe when they arrived. The knockout blonde waved them over when she saw them, grinning widely.
"Hello," Jenna said, taking her seat.
"Hey, hotties! My, my, don't you two look like just what a girl needs to start her morning right?" Erin quipped, eyes shining with arousal.
"I could say the same about you," Kara said, honestly, drinking the girl in.
Erin sighed and said, "Business before pleasure, unfortunately. Do you have your phones?"
They handed them over. A waitress appeared, offered them coffee, and gave them time to decide on breakfast. Erin took up Jenna's phone, tapped at it for a few minutes, then repeated the process with Kara's. When she handed them back, there was a new app on the home screen, with the icon of a small, illustrated ghost.
"Tap it," Erin instructed.
They did. In their haloes, the edges dimmed, taking on a gray cast. A flurry of new menus became available.
"What is this?" Kara asked.
"After your meeting, I met with my guy at Halo Tech. It didn't take us too long to locate the Edge network. That much activity leaves a trail, no matter how careful you are. From there, Dave and I were able to find an exploit, kind of like a back door to the game. It's a funny thing about software. No matter how secure you try to make it, it's nigh impossible to cover every base. Anyway, I wrote a little exploit of my own, and that's what you now have. You've just become administrators. Congratulations."
They shared a look of disbelief.
"Essentially, you've become ghosts," she explained, "The network still detects you as a player, but you're on the level of any of the other admins. I wouldn't go too crazy with it, like making radical changes to other players. That might start to look suspicious. I don't know what drawing that kind of attention will do to you, but I'd wager it's not good. Still, you've got real power and control. Use it wisely."
"I don't know what to say," Jenna said.
"You can start," Erin said, "by coming to my wedding."
Jenna nearly broke down in tears at the utterly normal request.
"And," Erin added, "by any chance, are you into group play?"
Kara choked on her coffee. Jenna's brows went up.
"I've been looking for a really nice honeymoon gift for Dave," Erin said, "and from looking at some of the challenges you girls go on, it looks like you've had your fair share of good times. How do you feel about dirty, raunchy, sex in the tropics with a newly married couple?"
"I like tropics," Jenna said.
"I like dirty, raunchy sex," Kara added.
Erin grinned, saying, "I'll send you invitations. I've gotta run, but I'll be in touch. Call me if you need anything, and, be careful."
She threw back the rest of her coffee and, to the astonishment of everyone nearby, gave them each a long, passionate tongue kiss before making her way out the door.
"She's... friendly," Jenna said, blushing.
"Her brains are bigger than her tits," Kara commented, "Holy shit!"
"You know," Jenna said, "I don't think I'll take that contract. In fact, I think it's time to hit 'em harder."
"Oh, the puns!" Kara said, giggling.
Chapter Twenty-Nine: Only Kara
The level of sheer power over the game, Jenna felt, was unbelievable. Everything Edge had to offer was now a tap and a swipe away. Tempering her temptations, erring on the side of caution, she started small, registering a few challenges as completed and increasing rank slightly for both Kara and herself. Next, she ordered a couple of high-level pieces of physical equipment, two things that she thought would be very helpful, and posted them for expedited delivery.
If Harder wanted to come after her, he was in for a few surprises. Finally, she located Harder's player profile and found that a penalty for stealing her belt was currently pending admin review. She, maliciously, docked him two ranks, added a monetary loss of $50,000, and lowered his trust score to absolute zero. She approved the penalty and daydreamed about the fit of rage he'd fly into over it. She marked the penalty reason he'd see as Rule Violation Penalty. Additional penalty applied for being a twat.
For her final act, she made an alteration to her own player requirements, removing the need to ever wear the belt again. Of anything she could use her new power for, that seemed like the most satisfying. The thing had been a constant horror in her life and removing that means of control lifted a great weight. Now, she just had to wait Harder out for his next move. She switched on location tracking for his Haloes, so she could monitor his movements.
Now, she took one of Kenny's pills to stave off the effects of the Recoder, as the first of the pills had begun to fade. She could feel it coming back on, strong, as she looked over Kara's body.
"What?" Kara asked, taking in Jenna's predatory gaze.
Jenna did not reply, only crawled across the bed and pushed Kara onto her back, in an unusual display of dominance. A showdown was coming. While Jenna had been given new power, a very potent weapon against Harder, nothing was certain. Being in Edge taught one that lesson every day.
No matter what the outcome proved to be, after today, Jenna wanted this girl, wanted her with as clear a head as she'd had in weeks, wanted her as much as she'd wanted her freedom from Edge every day for a month.
She pressed her lips against Kara's, the difference between that first time, restrained and blind, as evident as the hot feeling in her excited pussy was right now. At that moment, bound, naked, afraid, the feeling of Kara's soft lips on her own had been confusing, disturbing, a small and comforting piece of humanity during her time of fear. The radical change from then, to now, was as vibrantly different as night versus day.
Today, there was hunger, and eagerness in the way she parted Kara's lips with her tongue and felt the other girl respond. It was a welcoming passion, one filled with real desire, both sexual and emotional. Over the weeks, experiencing the things they had, Kara had shown her that what they had went beyond the game, beyond the insanely dirty love of sex that they'd both developed. The girl who had once fled and left her alone with the hunter, who had been assigned to her as a handler, had become the most important person in her life. As Kara returned her kiss, and as the girl's hand caressed her cheek, she could feel that same want returned.
There was nothing dirty in what was happening, nothing kinky or artificial, now. There was only Kara and the moist, slow press of her lips. Only Kara and the tenuous flick of her tongue tip against Jenna's own. Only Kara and an indescribable energy that conveyed her thoughts, her desires, and her love for the other woman on top of her. Jenna drew back, her eyes sparkling with tears, peering into Kara's own, where she saw the mirror of her own feelings, as real as the danger ahead, as deep as the secret they shared, and as hot as the feeling between her legs.
"No matter what happens," Jenna said, "I love you."
Kara gave her that lopsided, cheeky grin that she'd come to know meant something incredibly erotic was about to happen, said, "You, too," and kissed her again.
Chapter Thirty: Power
Only a few hours later, Jenna's package arrived. Epic-level items were, technically, far out of reach for someone of her rank. Thanks to Erin's ingenuity, though, Jenna now held two items of real-world significance in her hands. Edge equipment, thus far, had seemed like quirky sci-fi gadgets that had offered a small taste of the kind of power available to those people who had truly committed themselves to the game. These things, though, went beyond that, bordering on the absurdly unbelievable. If DomCo was, truly, the evil wizard behind the curtain of Edge, the things they were capable of were truly terrifying.
Her first item looked, for all the world, like a simple pair of earrings. Edge called them the Siren's Song, and Jenna realized that this was what the Enforcer had worn when she'd met him. Whatever the technology was behind them, the things produced an overwhelming sense of euphoria, something that triggered a deep desire to serve and please the wearer in other people. Jenna remembered the feeling well, even days after she'd been subjected to it.



Still, she found it difficult to completely shake the feeling of total submission she'd felt toward the Enforcer as he'd looked down on her like some kind of god. She'd been completely at his mercy, totally enthralled, like her entire existence rested on his approval of her.
The second item, a simple, silver tiara made her look a bit like a fantasy novel princess, in her opinion. This one, though, the Crown of Clarity, was the antithesis of the first item, protecting her from the effects of the Siren's Song. She donned the two of them in preparation. Her deadline loomed.
***
With Kara at her side, Jenna drove the EV away from the city, then sent a message to Harder.
"I'm ready," it read, followed by a location.
Kara held her hand and said, "We're not alone anymore."
Jenna's eyes flicked toward the rearview mirror, where she saw another car, and then another behind, following. As they continued, more vehicles fell in behind and Jenna felt a surge of giddy excitement. She was not alone. The line of vehicles pulled into an empty lot, the memory of the place still fresh in Jenna's mind but seeming as though it had happened a lifetime ago. This is where they'd taken her, that first time. She'd been alone, then, frightened, uncertain. No more.
The long line of cars pulled in next to her own, each of them filled with the girls she'd rescued, the others, like her, that had been forced in, afraid. Now, they were banded together in a common cause, each of them protecting and helping one another. In her Haloes, she watched Harder's progress as he got closer. Her friends gathered around her, Jenna waited, checking over her equipment, her inventory, ready for a fight. The Siren's Song glinted in the light, her trump card.
Through a cloud of dust, Jenna spotted a black van, with two dark sedans behind, flanked by motorcycles. She swallowed her fear, feeling sweat trickle down the back of her neck as Harder's crew pulled into the lot, the dark vehicles fanning out as they came to a stop. The doors opened. Harder was the first out of the van, followed by three more grisly, nightmarish beasts. More of them piled out of the cars and dismounted the motorcycles. The men fell in by their leader. Harder stepped forward.
"Brought all your sluts to witness your submission?" Harder asked, his dripping jowls quirking up into a snarl.
"No. They're here for yours," Jenna shot back, with more courage than she felt.
Harder scoffed and said, "That would be a neat trick."
"Here are my terms," Jenna declared, "You can walk away now, agree to play by the rules, and start working on your trust score. Oh, and you'll back out of the slave trade. If you do that, we'll leave you alone."
"Why would I do that?" Harder asked, obviously confused.
"Because, if you don't, I'm going to push you to make mistake, after mistake, and I'll file every complaint and penalty against you, until you're back to rank zero, bankrupt, and begging to sell yourself to a Domme bitch so cruel that you'll be lucky if she doesn't castrate you and make you wear your severed nuts around your neck, to remind you what a twat you are."
There was utter silence at that, as Harder's men all looked at each other in shock. Then, Harder laughed.
"I'm going to enjoy you," he said and took a step forward.
Jenna snapped her fingers, drew a rune from her inventory, and flung it toward Harder. In everyone's Halo vision, a glowing, blue rune sailed through the air to land at his feet. When it struck the ground, it exploded in a wave of neon light, washing over Harder's crew. The beastly forms they wore melted away, showing them for the men they were. At the same time, Jenna pulled another item, tossed it over her shoulder, and the gathered spectators shielded their eyes from a blinding flash of pure white light.
When the light faded, there were murmurs from the other girls as Jenna took a step forward. Her own illusion had changed her. Where, before, there was a girl in a tight tube top and mini skirt, now there stood a radiant, white figure, looking for all the world like the sluttiest angel imaginable.
A pair of white, feathered wings curled from her back, and she wore a defiant grin beneath her golden halo. Harder's men took a step back. They all knew, consciously, that it was only a Halo illusion, but what the mind knew, and the eyes saw, never truly reconciled with one another.
"Cute trick," Harder said, sounding unimpressed.
He came forward, raising his hand. Jenna saw, on his palm, a Gauntlet of the Gale and raised her own hand, meeting Harder's gale with her own and causing a tremendous crack as the two opposing blasts struck one another. Quickly, Jenna stepped to the side, waved her hand, and the EV behind her leaped forward, accelerating toward Harder. As it passed by, she could hear the alarms going off inside as the sensors tried to warn her that there were obstructions in the way.
Harder grunted and dove to the side as the car barreled past him.
His goons scattered out of the way as the EV, alarms screaming, rocketed onward until it crashed into Harder's black van in a boom of twisting metal. Pieces of both vehicles careened through the air, sending Harder's men diving to the ground and behind their other cars for protection. Jenna was on the dazed Harder in a flash, sticking a Lock of Subjugation to his chest, then darting away. She smiled as she thought of the irony. Her Courier challenge, provided by Harder himself, had gotten her that little piece of Edge tech.
Harder stumbled to his feet, reaching for the thing to pull it free, but Jenna activated it, watching in satisfaction as the thing sent a paralyzing shock through his nervous system, dropping him back to his knees, then onto his face in the dirt as his body seized up. For a few seconds, he lay, drooling on the ground as his muscles twitched, until the effect faded. A wild cheer went up from the assembled girls as one of Harder's men ran forward and helped his boss to his feet.
Stunned, Harder staggered upwards, shaking his head, face red with fury. He spit dirt as Jenna hit him, and his minion, with a Writhing Dark just for spite. Harder cursed, wasted a dispel on the blindness, then flicked his wrist toward Jenna. Kara shoved her, sending Jenna sprawling, and a little dart embedded itself in Kara's back. She crumpled to the ground. Harder pushed his cohort away and charged forward as Jenna pushed herself off of the ground. The big man wrapped a hand around Jenna's throat, jerking her to her knees and drawing back his fist, while Leanna knelt next to Kara.
Harder's fist slammed into Jenna's face, and she saw stars, but then Harder suddenly found himself being torn from his feet by a screaming mob of scantily clad women, who began kicking at him as he curled up to protect himself. Jenna, her head spinning, struggled to her feet and wiped at her nose, her hand coming away bloody. She spared a quick glance for Kara, caught a thumbs-up from Leanna, and then took a step back as Harder's crew ran into the fray.
The situation was about to become violent, Jenna knew, and though she'd wanted to put Harder down without revealing her Ace, she couldn't stand by and let this thing devolve into an outright brawl. She touched the Siren's Song. The strange hum vibrated through the heads of everyone in the lot, friend and foe alike.
The humming changed to the song that Jenna still remembered in her dreams, stopping everyone at once. Man and woman alike paused, slowed, and then fell to their knees, staring at her worshipfully. The Angel was now their goddess, a figure that they averted their eyes from, overcome with a sense of desire so profound that they began to weep.
Jenna hated that the effect had caught up her own friends, but it had to be done. She approached Harder and laid her hand on his head. The man trembled, groaned, and Jenna watched with a measure of satisfaction that made her bloody nose worth it, as Harder came in his pants at her touch.
There were tears on his cheeks, falling freely, and she knew that feeling of utter devotion and worthlessness that he was going through. The Enforcer had been able to compel her to do anything, and in his presence, she was certain she would have obeyed without question. Could she do the same? Would it last?
"You're going to leave the slave trade," Jenna commanded.
Harder nodded, eagerly, happily.
"From now on, whenever you think about the trade, or about hurting one of the girls, you'll want to vomit, and your pathetic cock will refuse to get hard."
Harder nodded again, brushing tears of joy from his face.
Jenna beckoned Leashya forward. The girl crawled across the dirt, enrapt, to kneel at her feet.
"This is your new mistress," Jenna instructed, "You'll be a very obedient pet for her, won't you?"
Harder nodded again.
"Your pet needs a cage and a leash," Jenna said to the girl.
Leashya removed a cock cage and a collar from her little bag of Edge tricks, as befitted her class. She pushed Harder onto his back and undid his pants, sliding them down to reveal his spent, cum-covered cock. With practiced ease, she slid the chastity cage over it, locked it into place, and affixed the collar and leash around his neck.
Happy with this new start to their relationship, Jenna reached up and clicked off the Siren's Song. The song ended abruptly, leaving everyone writhing on the ground, in a fetal position, as their minds clawed their way out of the worshipful fog they'd spent the last few minutes in. Jenna waited, kneeling next to Kara, for everyone else to recover from the stupor.
Kara breathed evenly, dead to the world from whatever had been in the dart. Jenna felt her pulse, slow and steady. She knew, from her own experience, that it would be nearly an hour before the depressed crowd of men and women were able to stitch their minds back together enough to pull themselves from the horrific funk that they were lost in. Kara came around, while the others were still writhing on the ground.
"You alright?" Jenna asked, helping her to stand, then sitting her in the back seat of one of the cars.
"I think so," she said, groggily, "My fucking head. What happened?"
"Sleep dart," Jenna explained, "Thank you."
Kara cradled her aching head in her hands and gave a lazy nod.
"Stay here," Jenna instructed.
Kara did not attempt to argue. Jenna walked back toward the crowd, who were now dusting themselves off and shaking their heads, trying to dispel the memory of the song. First, Jenna went to Leashya.
"How do you feel?" she asked.
"Like everything I love in the world just died," the girl said, "What the fuck was that?"
"Edge tech," Jenna replied, "Do you remember what happened?"
Leashya looked down at the leash in her hand, and the groveling, caged Harder kneeling at her feet, staring submissively at the ground, and said, "Yeah. Perfectly. I'd probably be pretty excited at having this fucking maggot as a pet, but right now I just want to sleep for a week."
She kicked Harder with a booted foot, and he moaned pathetically.
"Fucktwat," she snapped at him, "Who owns your pin-dick?"
"You do, miss," he sniveled, bending further to kiss her dirty, booted foot.
"Good boy," she said.
Jenna milled through the crowd of girls, helping a few to stand, then faced Harder's men, her wings flapping in their Halo vision, a shining, radiant, celestial figure.
"Take a look," she said, pointing to Harder, "That's what comes of being in WAT. Who wants to join him?"
The men looked at one another, horrified, and took a step back.
"Consider yourselves banned from Edge. Permanently. If I ever hear that you're after one of my girls, or any girl, remember that you don't have to be a player to wind up in one of Leashya's cages. And I've got a dozen more dominant bitches that need a pet, right here."
She accessed each of their player profiles in her admin menu, registered egregious violations against them, and watched them all go pale as their Haloes were deactivated. The last thing they'd see from Edge was the message, "Your access has been terminated."
"You may go," she said, dismissively.
The men quickly piled into their vehicles and fled. Jenna turned to find Kara nearby. They held hands and watched the cloud of dust vanishing into the distance.
"Was that a good idea? Terminating their access? It might draw suspicion," Kara said.
"As long as Edge is online, and as long as DomCo is out there, changing the world, none of us is safe. Our families, our friends, no one."
"What now?" Kara asked, nodding.
"We play the game," Jenna said, "but we do it on our terms, and build up what we need."
"Need for what?" Kara asked.
"The fight. Do you remember what you said? About them making us all slaves?" Jenna asked.
Kara nodded.
"Angela saw it. On the other side. Someone stopped them over there, before they could make it happen. Someone has to do it here, too. We already have friends. We need more. A lot more."
The assembled girls surrounded her, expectant looks on their faces. They wanted to know that they'd be safe, that they would still be watching out for one another. They wanted to hear it from The Angel. Jenna dropped the pretentious costume. She was one of them, just another girl, caught up in the game, still uncertain, still afraid. As she looked around at the faces of each of them, though, she saw, mirrored, the same thing in all of them that had changed in herself. She saw hope.
***
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Chapter One: Holes, Tits, and Tech
PrettyN'Pink's greatest failure, during all her time in Edge, had been that of The Great Hunt. Even months after that failed attempt to capture some of the greatest rewards she'd ever seen, she still hadn't recovered from the loss of rank. The event had cost her one of her favorite cars, a big chunk of her inventory, as well as some useful bits of Edge tech.
Today, her failure exceeded that one by a mile. Several miles, really. It was supposed to have been a simple courier challenge. If simple meant anything when one was transporting sex slaves. Only, this particular package wasn't just a well-trained slut. This one was, well, she wasn't exactly sure what the girl was.
Not right in the head is what she was, Pretty had observed. The girl was bald-headed and tended to babble, mostly in a sequence of numbers. She waved her hands about while staring into space, as though manipulating something only she could see. Only, she didn't wear Haloes. That much Pretty was certain of.
She also wore what looked for all the world like a hospital gown, which was not typical of any slave she'd transported before. They were usually scantily clad or completely nude. Most of them were also fucked in the head, but not like this. And then Pretty lost her. She'd lost the goddamn package.
Even now she couldn't figure out quite how it had happened, but she suspected it was something to do with a Siren's Song. She'd been hit with one before by an Enforcer. Anyone that had felt that awestruck, worshipful feeling, then the heartbreaking depression that came after, never forgot it. It was what she felt now, only multiplied by a very real sense of ultimate failure.
She could still hear the song in her head, even hours later. No matter how it happened, the result was the same. Pretty had failed the challenge. Not only failed to deliver, but she'd lost the package. That wasn't just a penalty, which was dire for this challenge, but something devastating. The two Enforcers now riding in the van with her indicated that she was going to face consequences far more horrible than simply the loss of rank, money, and getting hit with a 90-day slave penalty. Edge didn't send Enforcers out for small tasks, and even requesting one to intervene on your behalf carried a penalty.
She didn't dare ask where she was being taken. They wouldn't tell her. She was nothing to them, just another game piece. Only, she wasn't even a game piece anymore. They'd taken her Haloes. The loss of those, after being attached to them for almost a year, felt like losing a limb. No HUD, no server, no augmented sight. Being strictly human again was pretty disconcerting. Terrifying, really.
The drive to wherever they were bound, she guessed, took over an hour. When the van finally stopped, the two Enforcers pulled her from the back and walked her, holding her bound arms, through a heavy door in a parking garage. Wordlessly, they rode an elevator downward until they emerged in another hall. Then, she was guided to a white room with a chair, where they stripped her. Into the chair she went, shaking from the cold and the fear.
The nudity was nothing to her at this point. Pretty had been humiliated and degraded so often in her months in Edge that she didn't give a second thought to being naked. Hell, she could have been butt naked with a dick in her ass at a Presidential inauguration and been cool about it. The trembling came from the fear.
Edge wasn't some little operation. In her months spent forced to play, she'd come to understand that whoever was behind it had more money than she could imagine and so much influence that she was sure they could off her without a single eyebrow being raised. They were people you didn't fuck with and, until today, she had never done so. She'd capitulated after the first home invasion and family blackmail, like a whipped dog.
Pretty had cried a few times in those early days. The first time she'd been taken against her will, she'd cried. When she fully gave in, left her family behind, and became PrettyN'Pink, she'd cried. It had been a long time since she had, but today, she cried when they shaved her head. She loved her fucking hair.
Naked, bald, and afraid, they took her arms again and led her out of the room. Another hallway. Another elevator. Further and further into the ground, they took her. Pretty didn't believe in Hell, but the further the elevator took them, the more she started to believe.
When they led her down another hallway and finally opened a giant steel door that looked like something out of a nuclear bunker, she believed. Inside the large room were rows and rows of chairs. These were not just seats, however. These were... stations, she guessed, and when she saw the empty one that they guided her to, she knew that this one was hers.
Each of the stations was a reclined couch, which was designed for long-term comfort. That did not make her feel any better. What horrified her was that in each of the stations was a woman. Each woman was nude, and they were strapped to the chairs with metal cuffs on their wrists and ankles. Over the head of each woman was some sort of weird helmet, with a black visor in the front. Hoses ran from between their legs into the floor.
Pretty was placed in her chair and the metal straps held her in place. Pleading with her captors would do no good, but she did it anyway. They didn't listen. They placed one of the weird helmets over her head and everything went dark. Only a moment later, some kind of crystal lattice winked into existence in her vision and began to spin. As she watched it fold and contort into new shapes, she heard a humming, which reminded her of the Siren's Song.
The hum changed several times, seemingly directly in her head, like the song, and with each strange new shape the lattice made, Pretty felt like her mind was being sucked away. Then, there was a cacophony of voices, all of them shouting back and forth, chattering away like the most crowded room she'd ever been in. She thought she might have screamed, but she couldn't actually hear it over the din.
Slowly, too slowly, so fucking slowly that she felt her sanity running out of her ears, the voices began to wink out. First, they popped away one by one, like soap bubbles in a bath. Then, they began to wink out so rapidly that it was like automatic gunfire in her head. The reports were deafening at first, but coalesced, becoming a single thumping beat, like listening to a steady heart.
The heartbeat slowed, pulsed in time with her own. Maybe it was her own. Then the voices were back, all of them, but speaking as one. They spoke a million things, and yet, she understood. And then she saw it all, laid out before her like she was standing on a mountain overlooking the entire world.
It was Edge. They were Edge. She was Edge. She had only one second of clear thought as she realized the truth. All those pieces, just like her, all the challenges, the tasks, the rewards, all of it happening in real-time. Coordinating something like that couldn't be done with the most powerful computers on the planet. And so, they'd built their own, and they'd built it out of people. Then, she was part of it, and the realization went away, just like Pretty.
***
Chapter Two: The Uses for your Cumhole
Kayla made the drive over to Tiffany's house with her chemically manipulated cunt soaking the seat. On arriving, her oversexed blonde friend took in the look of her with uncharacteristic shock. Kayla was sweating, the chemicals coursing through her body pumping up her arousal beyond anything she'd ever experienced. This was like Obsequium on steroids. She could actually feel her secretions running down her legs. She had a wild, glazed-over look in her eyes and smelled of sex.
"Holy shit!" Tiffany exclaimed, "Are you for fucking real?"
"Cum!" Kayla jabbered, her brow sweating and body shaking, "Need to cum!"
"You came to the right place!" Tiffany cried happily and pulled her inside.
Tiffany went to work on her naked cunt with a mission, sucking, stroking, and licking Kayla to a trio of delicious orgasms, before she finally calmed enough to become coherent and have a conversation. Laying naked together, Tiffany toying with the collar, her friend asked the obvious question.
"So, what's with this thing?"
Kayla swallowed and said, "It's the new company policy. They're... it injects that stuff into my brain so I'm always going to be horny. And it will punish me if I don't call myself Cumhole."
She broke down and sobbed. Tiffany wrapped her arms around her, cradling and letting her cry.
"Oh, Kayla," She said softly, "I'm so sorry. I had no idea what they were really like. This is all my fault!"
"Cumhole... " Kayla said through her tears.
"What?"
"My name is Cumhole," she said sadly.
Kayla felt a shiver of sexual excitement pass through Tiffany's body.
"Fuck," she said, "I can't decide if it's totally fucked, or totally hot."
Kayla looked at her in horror, wiping tears from her eyes.
"Hot?"
Tiffany nodded and said, "Okay, yeah, it's fucked. It really is. Being a cumhole is something that you should decide for yourself. It's just, well, you know me. Kinky."
Kayla nodded. She did know. Tiffany loved dirty things. Collared sluts being forced into constant arousal was certainly something that would make Tiffany wet.
"Okay." Tiffany said, "So, how do we beat it? How do we get Kayla back?"
"Back?"
"Yeah. How can we get you free?"
"We can't," Kayla said. "They'll destroy me."
"There has to be a way," Tiffany said, her brows knitting in concentration. "Let me think about it."
"Don't do something stupid," Kayla warned her.
"Me? Never!"
Kayla rolled her eyes.
"Hey," Tiffany added, "Why don't we go do something normal? Let me take you out for dinner."
"Dinner? In public? I'm dressed like a slut and wearing a slave collar that says Cumhole!"
"Maybe we'll just order in," Tiffany said.
Kayla nodded, fingering the cruel collar.
While waiting for their food to arrive, Tiffany suddenly sat up straight.
"What?" Kayla asked.
"Maybe you're thinking about this all wrong," she said.
"What?"
"Kayla, they aren't the ones in control. You are!" Tiffany said excitedly.
Kayla touched the collar around her neck and said, "This seems to indicate otherwise."
"No, no. Think about it. They want you. You have what they desire. They're the slaves here. They're slaves to their own desires! Not just you, specifically, but all of us. They're so ruled by their need for us that they're funneling shitloads of money and resources into making us into sexy, compliant little sluts for their pleasure," Tiffany explained in a rush, her thought train charging ahead full steam.
"And this gives me power, how?" Kayla asked.
"You're so focused on just reacting to what's been happening, thinking only about what they're doing to you. You need to start thinking about what you can do! Instead of fighting the fact that they're turning you into a brainwashed sex toy, maybe you should be proactive in becoming the best sex toy you can be, and use that fact to get yourself into a real position of power. Think about Johnson's assistant. Is she ever called out or punished? Do they go out of their way to abuse and humiliate her?"
Kayla thought about it. It was true. Suck Pet was a true company girl, and instead of suffering torment after torment, they gave her free reign to do as she pleased, even going so far as to punish the other girls and make them comply with the rules.
"They don't," Kayla agreed, "She can do anything she wants. She's a true company girl."
Tiffany nodded and went on, "And if you were a company girl, if you threw yourself into the role, they'd give you power."
"Do you really think so?"
"Yeah! From now on, you're Cumhole. Forget about Kayla. What did Kayla ever do for you anyway? Kayla didn't have the chance to move up the ranks of one of the most dominant entities on the planet. She didn't get to live a life of pleasure and power. Cumhole does. You're company property, now. What do you think the company is going to do to protect its property, its asset that it's spent all this time and energy to train? They need you to help them take over the world. Are you going to dominate, or be dominated?"
Kayla thought about the heavy proposition. The company had her, literally, collared and under their control. There was no one to turn to. No one could help. They controlled judges, lawyers, politicians, medicine, and schools. Nearly every part of society, they had some evil hand in, turning people toward their cause with the two greatest rewards: sex and money. She could keep fighting them, and they'd continued to make her life hell. She'd spend every day being humiliated and degraded, punished until they'd broken her. Or she could toe the line. If she actually became a company girl, they'd treat her like Suck Pet. She'd be rewarded.
Kayla's phone pinged. She checked it and found an email from the Media and Marketing department.
"Dear Cumhole," it read, "Welcome to Media and Marketing! We're so excited to have you working with us during your Scout training. The goal of our department is pretty self-explanatory. We market the company's services and products, and help to produce media in all forms. This includes written media, visual, audio, and even video and computer games. In preparation for your start on Monday, you will find attached an outline of your first assignment, in order to help you start brainstorming. Don't worry. Your new Master will get you off to a great start, so try not to think too hard about it. We know it can be difficult. Please view the attachment and give it some thought over the weekend."
Kayla showed Tiffany the message.
"Wow!" Tiffany exclaimed. "What does the attachment say?"
Kayla clicked the attached file, which contained an outline and instructions about her assignment.
"On the Uses for your Cumhole," it read, "In this assignment, you will help to craft an educational pamphlet about the uses for a Cumhole. Please craft the pamphlet as follows... "
The instructions detailed the assignment:
A short paragraph describing a cumhole.
Four bullet points detailing acceptable uses for the cumhole.
Appropriate actions to correct the misbehavior of a reluctant cumhole.
At least one photographic example of a cumhole in use, for each bullet point, to illustrate the proper usage.
They read the instructions together.
"God!" Tiffany said, "That's seriously fucked! It's crazy hot, but, super fucked."
Just when Kayla thought that nothing else DomCo did to her could be surprising, something else was.
"You have to let me help!" Tiffany said.
"I can't believe I'm going to do this," Kayla added, touching the collar.
"This is your opportunity to shine." Tiffany said, "Give them exactly what they want."
Tiffany retrieved her laptop from her desk and booted it up. A moment later, she had a word processor open.
"What is a cumhole?" Tiffany asked, giddy.
Kayla sighed, closed her eyes, thought about the bombardment of utter depravity that she'd been subjected to for the last week, and paired it with the corporate propaganda she'd been fed by DomCo. Tiffany typed as she dictated.
"Your cumhole is a depository for your pleasurable ejaculations. It should be thought of as a favorite toy, or an instrument of pleasure for your sexual gratification. When not in use, your cumhole may serve other functions, but its primary use should always be for your pleasure. No matter your gender, your cumhole serves as a go-to relief aid, whose designated function is that of a receptacle for seminal or vaginal fluids."
"Jesus," Tiffany said, "And here I thought I was a pervert."
Kayla flushed as the collar filled her with pleasant feelings.
"Acceptable uses?" Tiffany said, and mused, "Well, there's the obvious."
"1- Your cumhole has multiple pleasure sheaths, each of which serves the same primary function, but which can provide you with relief in different ways. Your cumhole's mouth, for example, can be used as a masturbation device. This can either be through your own action or by setting the cumhole to "autopilot" in which it will complete its function, extracting its reward through its own efforts." Tiffany wrote, and Kayla felt herself growing wetter.
Kayla added the second point, "2- It is perfectly acceptable, and even encouraged, to offer your cumhole to friends, relatives, or acquaintances for their own use. The cumhole derives its purpose through frequent and thorough use of its abilities."
"3- Your cumhole," Cumhole added the next point, "can serve as more than just a depository, should you need other forms of relief. In the event of pent-up emotion, it is perfectly acceptable to release your tension on your cumhole's naked bottom or slutty twat. Causing permanent damage to your cumhole is discouraged, but the cumhole is your property and should be treated as such."
"4- Your cumhole can be used as a means of passive income. By creating educational or entertaining content, such as photos or videos, of your cumhole in use, you can profit through the sale of this content to those that may not be as fortunate in their availability of readily usable cumholes."
"God, this is so fucking kinky," Tiffany said, stroking herself. "
Kayla had to agree. The fact that she was creating an educational document about how to properly degrade and sexualize girls just like her (and herself, in particular, given the pamphlet title) was simultaneously disgusting and empowering. She imagined the Media and Marketing department printing up millions of copies of the pamphlet, distributing them throughout the company, online, and in print. Perverts across the world were going to be reading what she'd written, and as a result, she was furthering the company's goals of turning other girls into reluctant cumholes, just like her. It might even happen to Tiffany.



She looked at her friend's excited, grinning face, and imagined her with a black collar that read, "Tongue Candy," pumping aphrodisiacs into her brainstem, leaving her pussy a constantly soaking and excited mess.
Kayla frigged her twat as she watched Tiffany's face change from kinky excitement to curiosity, and then to concern. Fuck! She couldn't help herself. Tiffany didn't have big tits like her or the other girls. The company would probably force her to get implants, increasing her bust size to something more appropriate for a hard dick to slide between.
Her sexy blonde friend would become a toy for pleasure, getting her new fake tits splattered with the jizz of strangers while Kayla watched, wearing a pair of vibrating panties, and Suck Pet called her a slut.
Kayla gasped, rubbing her clit vigorously as Tiffany stared at her, mouth open in shock. Kayla came, thinking of Master Johnson pushing his cock into that open mouth until he ejaculated into Tiffany like a cumhole.
"Fuck! Oh, fuck!" Kayla gasped and came on her hand, her pussy soaking Tiffany's sheets.
"What the fuck?" Tiffany said, "What was that?"
Kayla smeared her own juices on her fingers and sucked them off with her mouth, her warm and happy cunt sated for the moment. The dirty image slipped away, and clarity began to return.
"I... I just had to... to cum..." Kayla answered, "I think it's the collar. Since I left the office, it's like the effect has gotten stronger."
"A week ago, you wouldn't even get naked in front of me!" Tiffany said, "Now look at you, Cumhole," Kayla felt a shiver of perverted excitement as her friend called her Cumhole, "You just played with your naked pussy in front of me. That was super hot!"
"Tiffany," she said, coming to her senses, "They're going to do it to you, too. They're going to do it to all of us."
"If that's the case, then we need to make sure you're a vital part of it. Let's keep going. Are you okay?"
Kayla nodded, idly stroking her slippery slit. She felt like she could lay here and play with her wet pussy all night, as the concentrated Obsequium flowed into her brain.
"Appropriate actions for correcting a reluctant cumhole?" Tiffany asked.
Kayla thought back to the training video, and her own disciplinary actions. How many bullet points did she need? The instructions didn't specify. Four bullet points seemed sufficient. Though thinking was difficult, she tried to imagine the way Master Johnson talked during today's meeting. DomCo would want this to sound as though subjecting women to this sort of treatment was the most normal thing anyone could do. She felt that they'd, likewise, wish the readers of this horror she was crafting to make use of DomCo's other products and services. She dictated as Tiffany typed.
Your cumhole might get silly ideas into its stupid head, once in a while, and be reluctant to serve its purpose. In the event your cumhole is unwilling to comply, corrective measures may be necessary. Not all cumholes receive proper, lifelong training to reinforce desired behaviors, after all. How you choose to deal with a reluctant cumhole is, ultimately, your choice. Listed below, you will find some suggestions on how to correct unwanted behaviors.
Forced chastity is an acceptable and encouraged solution for correcting bad behaviors. The DomCo subsidiary, Jiggly's, offers a wide assortment of devices for your use in this case. Chastity belts, combined with the insertion of vibrating or shocking toys can instill a sense of obedience in your cumhole.
Restraint, while not a preferred solution when it is forced on the cumhole, can still aid in achieving the desired outcome. Some suggested tools for this use include spreader bars, manacles, ropes, chains, handcuffs, or even household objects in a pinch. While DomCo does not condone violence, it may be necessary to have one or more friends, relatives, or colleagues assist in restraining the cumhole so that you can make use of it.
Coercion is encouraged. Not all cumholes, at present, are comfortable with the general public or close acquaintances knowing that they are a cumhole. Rest assured, management is working on a solution to this problem. In the meantime, a simple threat of exposing your cumhole's purpose to others is usually enough to make your cumhole comply.
Psychological conditioning, while not a short-term solution, is an excellent means of reinforcing the cumhole's purpose. DomCo provides extensive aids to help you condition your cumhole, and make it the best it can be. This technique, when combined with others, such as restraint and forced chastity, are compelling methods for the long-term training of a useful cumhole.
Tiffany's hands shook as she typed the utterly deranged words spilling from her friend's once shy and reserved mouth. The nervous girl, once scared of her own body, was now spewing some of the most misogynistic and demeaning filth that Tiffany could imagine. She looked over the collared slut that had once been Kayla, now spread-legged and stroking her naked twat, her skin flushed with constant arousal, and she felt overwhelmed by guilt. It was her fault, she thought. She'd been completely blind to what the company was, in reality. It all seemed like just a quirky little place with an odd, sexually open culture. She'd ignored the signs because the money was good, the work was fun, and she hardly ever had to go to the office.
After only a week, though, there was barely any trace of the shy, silly girl left. While it was kinky, and it was kind of sexy, it was also horrible. And she was powerless to do anything about it, now. What could she do? She was nobody.
"I need photos for the bullet points," Kayla said.
"Kayla..."
The mention of her name made Kayla tense, her body bracing for a painful shock. It didn't come.
"Cumhole," she said. "My name is Cumhole."
Tiffany sighed and gave in, "Okay. Photos."
Tiffany read over the bullet points of the cumhole in use. Cumhole providing sexual relief. Cumhole being shared with friends or relatives. Cumhole providing relief for pent-up anger. Cumhole as a means for generating passive income.
"At least three of these," Tiffany said, "we can do, right now."
Kayla gushed fuck honey on her fingers again and moaned sluttily in orgasm. Tiffany's own pussy responded happily to the sight.
"Get between my legs, Cumhole. Lick my twat, so I can take a photo of a cumhole in use."
Kayla pulled her sticky fingers from her cunt, and crawled between Tiffany's legs. Tiffany took up her phone and snapped a picture of Cumhole's squirming tongue sliding along her excited slit. Her friend's hot tongue stroked up and down between her lips, gathering up her girl cream, as her hands slid up Tiffany's legs and onto her belly.
"That's so good," Tiffany cooed, spreading her legs further and stroking the dark curls of Kayla's hair as she licked and sucked at her clit like she'd been born for it. "Alright," Tiffany said, stopping her, "Get up, Cumhole."
Kayla wiped the slut slime from her mouth, while Tiffany propped the phone up on the nightstand. She clicked the screen and then roughly bent Kayla over the bed and began to spank her.
"Ow!" Kayla screeched. "Ow! What the--"
"Quiet down you little slut!" Tiffany shouted and hit her again. "Just look at you! Coming in here with your wet fuckhole and slutty udders, naked as the day that you popped out of your mother's cooch! Tell me you're sorry for being such a trashy, jiggly-titted, cunt teaser!"
"I'm sorry!" Kayla wailed as tears filled her eyes.
She couldn't understand why Tiffany was suddenly hitting her. Then, the spanking stopped as abruptly as it had started. Tiffany shut off the camera and then hugged her friend.
"I'm sorry," she said. "I needed it to look really slutty. I'm not mad that you're a jiggly-titted cunt teaser."
Kayla sniffed into her top.
"It's okay," she said. "I just... being spanked makes me think about my mom."
"I don't really think you have slutty udders," Tiffany said and stroked her hair. "I really like them. Go lay on the bed."
Kayla got onto the bed, moving delicately, her ass sore. She couldn't believe how many times she'd been spanked in the last week. It was a wonder she could manage to sit at all. Tiffany opened the nightstand and retrieved a bottle of ointment. She straddled Kayla's legs and began to smear the ointment into her plump behind.
"What is that?" Kayla asked.
"It'll help your ass. Sometimes, my dad likes to spank me good. You know, the whole mean, dominant daddy thing."
"No, I don't know," Kayla said.
"Oh, right. Well, this stuff helps with the soreness."
Tiffany worked the ointment into her cheeks, gently rubbing and massaging her ass. Kayla started to doze. God, it had been some kind of week. A light knock came at the open door.
"Tiff?" Cole's voice came, and then his head poked around the doorway. "Oh! Sorry. I didn't realize you were, um..."
"Rubbing my hot friend's naked ass with ointment, after I just spanked her and called her a jiggly-titted cunt teaser?" Tiffany asked, grinning. "You have many skills, dad, but precognition isn't one of them. Say hello, Cumhole."
Kayla raised one arm tiredly and waved, without looking up. The fact that she was naked on Tiffany's bed, in front of her father, didn't seem like such a big deal. Her pussy was very wet and Tiffany's hands felt so good.
"Um, hi, Kayla," Cole said. "I'll leave you two to... that."
"Dad," Tiffany said.
He poked his head back in.
"Maybe you can help?"
Now, Kayla did raise her head. Tiffany pushed it back down gently. She adjusted her position and moved one of her hands from Kayla's ass to her pussy. Kayla jerked at the feeling of Tiffany's fingers probing her sex.
"Help?" Cole asked.
"Hp?" Kayla mumbled into the mattress.
"Kayla wants to give her first real blowjob to a man, and she wants me to take pictures of it," Tiffany said and pushed two of her fingers into Kayla's cunt.
Kayla's legs kicked and she moaned, rather than protesting the fact that Tiffany had just offered her mouth to her father.
"I... don't know," Cole said.
"Oh, she's a lot kinkier than you think," Tiffany said. "Isn't that right, Cumhole?"
Kayla groaned and pushed her cunt back against Tiffany's fingers.
"Um, Cumhole?" Cole blurted.
Tiffany slid back off of her, presenting her own naked twat to her father, while she rolled Kayla onto her back. Her face was flushed and her chest heaved.
"It's perfectly acceptable, and even encouraged," Tiffany said with a smirk, "to offer your Cumhole to friends or relatives for their own use."
"Oh my God," Kayla whispered.
Something in Tiffany's smile told her that she was already going to do it. She was going to give her first willing blowjob. Was it willing? Was it just the Obsequium making her too horny to resist? The drugs had her pussy so hot and her own desires so confused that it was impossible to separate one from the other.
Only a week ago, she'd had an erotic fantasy about Tiffany's dad. In the sexy fantasy, Cole had pushed her onto her knees and put his penis in her mouth. Since then, she'd had Master Johnson's cock in her mouth, as well as the Professor's. Neither of those had exactly been willing. Johnson had simply ejaculated on her face, while Professor Miles had essentially used her head to masturbate. She wasn't sure that either of those actually counted as a blowjob.
"Come take a look," Tiffany said and beckoned him in.
Kayla turned crimson with embarrassment as Cole hovered over her and looked down on her naked, collared body. His eyes landed on the collar, and then they flicked to Tiffany.
"Did you do this?" he asked.
"I understand how you could make that assumption," Tiffany said with a laugh, "But in this case, it's not my doing."
"It's... it was my idea," Kayla stammered. "I'm just a... a stupid slut."
The back of her neck tingled pleasantly and a wave of euphoria began to creep over her. Had the collar heard what she'd said? Was it... rewarding her for saying the right thing, just as it punished her for saying the wrong thing? The thought vanished as the euphoric feeling took hold and she whimpered sluttily, her eyes on Cole's crotch.
Cole barked out a throaty laugh and said, "You sure had me fooled. Here I thought Tiffany made friends with a quiet, shy type."
Tiffany lay on her side and groped one of Kayla's tits, saying, "Go ahead Cumhole. It's easy. Just tell him that you want to suck his cock."
"I... I'd like to... suck your cock," Kayla said and she realized it was true.
Everything in her life now revolved around slutty debasement, humiliation, objectification, teasing, and torment. She worked with women that went out to bars to be raped, and they did it for fun. At home, her mother was becoming a brainwashed slut, just like her, torn between thoughts of being a good mother but actively encouraging the complete opposite. Her best friend was having sex with her own father.
She went to sleep at night with porno on the TV, listened to misogynist, hypnotic recordings, and then woke up to more porno. Most mornings she woke up with her fingers already masturbating her twat, and then went to work for a corporation hellbent on subjugating women. All of that and, somehow, she was still a virgin.
She stared at Cole's crotch, where his cock tented the front of his pants. Why was it such a difficult decision? Everyone around her was doing these things, and they liked them. She, herself, had enjoyed them. Tiffany and the older women touching her and using her, she had enjoyed. Even the spankings from her mother, the rush of humiliation they brought, or when Suck Pet touched her cunt and kissed her, had all held their own pleasures.
If she took this step, shed the reluctance to partake in all the filthy things she was being made to do, and instead willingly made the decision to do them herself, then she might lead a life in which she had control. The way it stood, she was just a toy for everyone else's amusement.
This one simple act could lead to the next. She could be like the slutty girls in the porno movies she watched. She could be like Suck Pet and have real control over her life. All of that could start here, just by putting her friend's dad's cock in her mouth. Kayla sat up and reached out her hand, resting it on Cole's hidden erection.
"I'd like to suck your cock," she said again, more confidently, looking up into his dark eyes.
Tiffany sat up behind her and pressed her body against Kayla's back, spreading her legs to either side of her.
"Take it out," she whispered in Kayla's ear. "Pull my dad's cock out, Cumhole."
Her fingers shook as she unbuckled Cole's belt and unzipped his pants. He pushed them down. His erection pressed against the fabric of his boxers. Kayla touched it, wrapping her hand around it through the cloth. She tugged the boxers down and Cole aided her.
She put her hand around his naked length and gently stroked it. Despite having been exposed to two real penises, she'd never really taken the time to simply admire one. Cole's didn't seem any different from Master Johnson's or the Professor's. It was a different size, maybe, but much the same.
Cole stepped closer and Kayla opened her mouth. She put her wet lips around his head and took in the first few inches. All the dirty blowjob scenes she'd watched at home, and those she'd seen at work, started to jumble up in her head. There were so many ways to do it, so many techniques. Should she use her hand, like the girls in Tug Suckers? Was it better to use just her mouth, like in Hands-Free Headjobs? Maybe Cole wanted her to reach around and play with his butt, like the slutty girls from Butt-Fingering Blowjob Beauties. Perhaps he'd prefer she played with his testicles, as she'd seen in Nut-Cradling Suckholes.
Tiffany groaned in her ear and said, "Oh, fuck! I'm so goddamned wet right now. Just take it deeper. No hands, just your mouth. He likes that. Run your tongue along the bottom of it. When it hits your throat, just relax. You don't have to choke yourself, but he likes that, too."
Kayla slithered her tongue along the underside of Cole's cock, keeping her lips tightly sealed around his girth. Her pussy felt even hotter as Tiffany instructed her how to suck off her dad. The weirdness of it wasn't lost on the little bit of rational thought she still possessed, but the forced arousal from the flow of Obsequium seemed like the most important thing. The voice from the training recordings repeated in her mind as she fed herself more cock.
"Slut... I am a stupid slut... Cumhole... I am a hungry cumhole... Cunt... I am a horny cunt... Fucktoy.... I am an obedient fucktoy..."
"That's so good, Cumhole," Tiffany whispered. "This is only the start. You're going to suck lots of cock from now on, aren't you? You're going to be the best slutty Cumhole that you can be."
Kayla moaned around the cock and pushed it to the back of her throat. She made a glurking noise and felt her throat contract to expel the invader. Cole grunted and set his hand on her head. Kayla trembled at his touch and felt that it was right.
"My place is on my knees... My mouth is made for pleasure... I am not a person... I am a useful cocktoy..."
Cole began to guide her movements back and forth on his cock, his hand tightening in her brown locks. Tiffany's hand dipped between her legs, rubbing her pussy.
"God, you're fucking soaked," Tiffany whispered. "You love this, don't you?"
"Hm!" Kayla mumbled and drooled around Cole's dick.
A wet rivulet of spit spilled from the corner of her stuffed mouth and oozed its way down her chin. For several minutes, she sat trembling as Tiffany stroked her wet slit and Cole pushed his dick in and out of her mouth until her eyes watered and she felt like she was going to cum. Cole's cock jerked in her mouth, just like she'd felt the Professor's do.
"I'm going to cum," he said.
Kayla made no attempt to get away, but her eyes did widen and she looked up at him.
"Feed her, daddy," Tiffany said. "Feed your cumhole."
Kayla began to jerk in Tiffany's arms as she orgasmed at the words. Cole pushed his cock deeper into her mouth and growled, dispensing hot blasts of jizz into her. Tiffany kept stroking her slit and groping one of her tits, while her father buried his length and poured more jizz into her overfull mouth. Kayla swallowed dutifully, shaking with her orgasm until Cole slowly pulled his wet cock from between her lips. Ropes of cum coated her lips and her chin as she turned, wide-eyed with her own slutty disbelief, toward Tiffany. Her friend kissed her on the mouth and pushed her tongue inside, licking at the semen coating her cumhole.
"That was superb, Kayla," Cole muttered.
Kayla looked shocked at what she'd done, which made Tiffany laugh.
"I'm gonna clean her up," she said. "Can I find you in a minute?"
Cole nodded, glanced down at the stunned brunette with the sticky face, and left the room. Tiffany went to her purse, then returned with a twenty-dollar bill and handed it to Kayla. Kayla took it and stared at it, then at Tiffany.
"Now we have using a cumhole for income, sharing a cumhole with friends or relatives, a cumhole in use, and taking out your pent-up aggression on your cumhole. That's all four bullet points!" Tiffany said excitedly.
Kayla looked down at the money again and said, "I just sucked off your dad!"
"Pretty well, too," Tiffany said. "God, it was just as hot as I imagined! I'm gonna get railed good tonight. Thanks!"
"You... really think this is going to help?"
"Sure. My dad loves a good blowie before he bones me."
"With work!" Kayla snapped.
"Oh! Right. Well, it does show the company that you're taking your role as a cumhole to heart," Tiffany said. "Did you like it?"



Kayla was having difficulty processing exactly how she did feel about it. On the one hand, it felt dirty and weird to have her best friend's father cum in her mouth. On the other hand, it had made her feel... sexy and desired. That was an alien feeling. So many people had been telling her, lately, that she was. She just hadn't ever considered herself to be someone that was sexy and desirable before.
Sucking his cock had been exciting, and she'd even gotten off to it. How much of that, though, was her own desire and arousal, and what part of it was the Obsequium and the repeated brainwashing she knew she'd been subjected to? Was she some kind of natural slut, like Tiffany? Had she really been this way all along? Or was it what the company was doing to her and implanted suggestions that she wasn't that shy, nervous girl, but rather a useful toy for pleasuring others? It was all so confusing.
"I liked it," she admitted. "I just don't know how much of it was me liking it, or them telling me I like it."
Tiffany sat on the bed and put her arm around her.
"Maybe it's both," she suggested. "When I met you, you were curious to try all these things, right?"
Kayla nodded.
"Whether it's their influence or you're just naturally kinky, in the end, does it matter? You have to worry about yourself. I love you, and I'm not going to forget that you're really Kayla, no matter what they do to us. There's a lot of fun to be had in being a kinkster. I mean, just look at me. I'm the most well-adjusted daddy-fucking slut that I know!"
"How many daddy-fucking sluts do you know?" Kayla wondered aloud.
"That isn't the point. The point is that there are a lot worse things you can do in life than enjoy sex or being sexy. Just look at The Kardashians! Those sluts built a whole empire off being nothing more than a set of tits and ass for people to wank over. If a future of sexual domination is coming, then you have the choice to be afraid of it, or embrace it."
"You're the weirdest person I know," Kayla said.
"And the smartest!"
"I should go home. I'm too tired to think about this."
Tiffany kissed her again and said, "Call me tomorrow."
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The call didn't sound like a robocall. There was no slight pause after answering, and the silly, giggly, oh-so-pink voice on the other end sounded like an actual person. But Jade figured that a robocall was exactly what it was, and it wasn't a funny one. No real person actually sounded so brainless and ditzy. And no real person would call and ask such a stupid thing.
"If you'd like to, um, hear a fact about tits, push one. If you don't wanna, push two. If you, like, hang up, um, we'll try back."
Jade pushed two and hung up. The call was just one more annoying, objectifying, stupid thing on top of an already annoying, objectifying, and stupid day at the office. Already, the new guy, Lance had given her bottom a pat when she'd shown him to his office. Her boss, Mr. Barret, was his usual, demeaning self, calling her "sweetie," or, "honey," every time he summoned her to his office. What made this worse was that he continually interrupted her work for menial tasks that he could easily do himself.
"Could you fetch me a coffee, sweetie?"
"Would you take this down the hall to Jenkins, honey?"
"Could you put this reference guide back up on the shelf, darling?"
Jade did it, of course. He was the boss. Each time she'd perform one of these tasks, she could feel his eyes on her bottom or her breasts, even though her attire was completely office-appropriate.At lunch, the text message came.
"If you'd like to, um, read a fact about tits, reply Y. If you don't wanna, reply N. If you, like, don't do somepin, we'll try back."
Certain that one of her pig co-workers was playing a prank, Jade pushed N and locked her phone. When she got back to her desk, it was an email.
"If you'd like to, um, read a fact about tits, click here. If you don't wanna, click here. If you, like, don't do nothin, we'll try back."
Now it was getting ridiculous. Jade clicked for no, then clicked to "report spam," and went on with her work. She nearly cursed at her phone when it rang again near the end of the day and that same, silly, giggly, oh-so-pink voice repeated the question.
"If you'd like to, um, hear a fact about tits, push one. If you don't wanna, push two. If you, like, hang up, um, we'll try back."
"Stop calling me!" Jade hissed into the phone. "Nobody wants to hear facts about... about breasts!"
She hung up and blocked the number. A new message came only moments later, from an unknown number, with the same goddamn message!
"If you'd like to, um, read a fact about tits, reply Y. If you don't wanna, reply N. If you, like, don't do somepin, we'll try back."
Jade sighed and figured this was only going to end if she just gave in and let the voice tell her a fact about breasts. And so, she pushed Y. The reply came a second later, obviously a canned response.
"Fact: A girl's intelligence decreases proportionally with the size of her tits. Bigger=dumber. Think about it."
Jade muttered to herself and deleted the message. That wasn't a fact. That was nonsense. But she couldn't help but think about it.
Jade had large breasts but she didn't think she was any less intelligent than anyone else in her office. Still, she found herself thinking about it throughout the evening. Before long, she was mentally comparing her breasts with those of other intelligent and successful women she knew.
Alice, the head of accounting, had relatively small breasts. She drove a BMW and was respected in the office. Brenda, the desk girl in the lobby, had large, round breasts that she showed off a lot. Brenda was always making mistakes and she drove an old Toyota. Carol, the VP of the company, had small breasts and drove a Mercedes. Everyone respected Carol. Jade had breasts nearly as large and round as Brenda's, but she wore tight sports bras to crush them to her chest and make them seem smaller.
As she dwelt on this, she began to wonder if she was, in reality, trying to give people the illusion that she was smarter than she really was by making her breasts look smaller. Was the voice right? Was it really a fact? She went to bed that night, thinking about her breasts, how large they were, and feeling somewhat ashamed that she wasn't smarter and more successful.
The next morning, it was another phone call.
"If you'd like to, um, hear a fact about tits, push one. If you don't wanna, push two. If you, like, hang up, um, we'll try back."
Jade moved to push two this time, but she had a sense of unease, after spending all night thinking about her breasts. Maybe it couldn't hurt to know one more fact. She pushed one.
"Fact: Every person is more interested in discussing your tits than hearing your opinion on any subject. Think about it."
The line clicked. Jade thought that this was rubbish. No person with any decency would be more interested in having a conversation about her tits, than having a conversation of substance. It wasn't a fact. It was a stupid prank.
But Jade thought about it on the way to work, as she drove her Toyota, only two years newer than Brenda's. She thought about it on the way up the elevator to her floor, and she thought about it as she sat down to read her email. She thought about it when Mr. Barret called her into his office for coffee, and she thought about it as she poured him one cream and no sugar.
On the way back to his office, she paused and adjusted her tits, now even thinking about her tits as tits. When she brought him the coffee back, she decided to put the facts to the test.
"Mr. Barret, sir," she said timidly as she set the coffee down.
Barret raised his head from his desk and looked at her tits. Jade blushed.
"Do you think that the recent downturn is going to have a negative effect on our ability to produce and hit this quarter's goals?" she asked.
It was an intelligent question. It was a reasonable question. It was the kind of question that a valued and respected coworker might ask. Mr. Barret looked right at her tits.
"I'm sorry, honey," he said, "what was that? My head was somewhere else."
Jade blushed furiously and, rather than assert herself and repeat the question, or direct his eyes from her tits, she simply mumbled and left the office. When she returned to her desk, humiliated, there was an email in her inbox.
"If you'd like to, um, read a fact about tits, click here. If you don't wanna, click here. If you, like, don't do nothin, we'll try back."
Jade moved to delete the email, but she paused, looked about, and clicked the link to receive a further fact about tits.
"Fact: Girls with the biggest tits and smallest brains are happier when they show them off. Think about it."
Jade thought this sounded ridiculous. No one could be happier just by showing off their big tits. Just because she was a little dumber than girls with smaller tits, didn't make her any less happy when she covered them up. There was no scientific basis for this fact, and Jade knew it. Didn't she?
For the rest of the day, Jade thought about it. She thought about it so much that she had to stay over to finish an important assignment. She hadn't finished the assignment because she'd been thinking about her tits and the tits of other women she worked with.
Brenda, at the front desk, was always happy. She showed off her tits every day in her skimpy tops. Brenda was popular around the office because she was always happy. As she walked to her car, she wondered about it. All that night, she thought about her tits, feeling ashamed that she wasn't more popular and liked and happy. Her tits were big so, that should mean she was happier, but she was not.
The next day, Jade did not wear a sports bra. Instead, Jade wore a normal bra and left two of her buttons undone. The effect gave her just a hint of cleavage and, when she looked at herself in the mirror, she thought it did look just a touch attractive. Feeling a touch attractive made her happier. There was a text message on her phone.
"If you'd like to, um, read a fact about tits, reply Y. If you don't wanna, reply N. If you, like, don't do somepin, we'll try back."
Jade replied Y.
"Fact: Girls with big tits don't have to work as hard."
Jade didn't agree with this fact because she had big tits and worked very hard. At least, in comparison to say, Brenda. But Brenda's tits were probably bigger and Brenda did have an easier job. They drove nearly identical cars, which likely meant that they made close to the same amount of money. Half the time when Jade walked by Brenda's desk, she was doing her nails, fussing with her hair, or texting on her phone. This caused Jade to wonder what, if any, work Brenda actually did.
When she arrived at the office, her coworkers glanced more frequently at her tits. Her big tits that she was now showing off, just slightly. She should have felt objectified and foolish, she knew, but the pleasant nods, polite greetings, and people opening doors for her did make her feel happier.When she was called to Mr. Barret's office that morning, rather than sending her for coffee, he looked at her tits and asked her to have a seat. Then, she was shocked when he paged Lance and asked if he could bring a coffee down to the office.
"New look?" Barret asked as Jade sat across from his desk.
"Um, not much," she said. "Just a new top. I should really get back to work, sir. I have a lot to catch up on."
Barret waved that off and said, "Oh, don't worry about that, sweetie. Just stay and chat a bit. You can get me that report next week."
Stunned, Jade crossed her legs and listened to Mr. Barret talk about golf for fifteen minutes, while he sipped coffee delivered by a grumbling Lance. He discussed golf while he looked at her tits, which made Jade blush. It should have been offensive to sit there and get ogled by her boss, while he droned on about shit she didn't care about, but it actually felt a little good to have his attention. It made her feel happy.
At lunchtime, she received a call.
"If you'd like to, um, hear a fact about your cunt, push one. If you don't wanna, push two. If you, like, hang up, um, we'll try back."
Jade gasped audibly and almost hung up the phone. The silly, giggly, oh-so-pink voice had used the "C" word! It was gross and it was offensive and... and... and Jade found herself pushing one to hear a fact about her cunt.
"Fact: Girls who think about their cunt as often as their tits have more fulfilling dating lives. Think about it."
Jade scoffed at this as she hung up the phone. It was ridiculous. How could thinking about her cunt lead to a more fulfilling dating life? But she thought about it. She thought about it throughout the day, as more coworkers stopped in with a kind word and a glance down her top. She thought about it when Mr. Barret left, patted her shoulder, and told her she'd done good work today.
Jade had, in fact, not done much of any work today, because Jade had been thinking frequently of her tits and cunt. But he looked down her top when he said it. The praise, the attention, and the fact that she'd worked less but been acknowledged for doing more made her happy.
That night, Jade thought about her cunt much more than she had for a long time. Jade didn't, actually, think about her cunt very often. She masturbated, quietly, in her bed some nights, but in general, she didn't pay much mind to her cunt. She, likewise, had no dating life, much less a fulfilling one.
That was mildly upsetting, she thought, as she touched her cunt and groped one of her tits. She had big tits that were making her work life easier and her life, in general, happier. Why shouldn't she have a fulfilling dating life? So, Jade thought more about her cunt and she touched it. She also thought about her tits, and how big they were, feeling somewhat ashamed that they made her a little stupider than her coworkers.
Was that fact, in reality, why she hadn't gotten more work done today? Was it because she had large tits and she wasn't as smart or productive as the others in the office? As she touched her cunt and it got wetter, she decided that maybe it didn't really matter so much. A girl with big tits, like her, could really get away with doing less and feel happier, just by showing them off a little.
And, strangely, when she thought about how stupid she was compared to the men in her office, and how happy it made her to show off her tits so she could work less and feel happy, her cunt also became very happy and she orgasmed. To test the theory, and because she'd liked cumming and feeling happy, she thought about showing off her big tits a little more, imagining the compliments, the praise, and the potential for a fulfilling dating life, and she orgasmed again.
The next morning, Jade wore a low-cut tank top under a blazer to the office. Instead of her usual trousers, today she wore a pencil skirt that ended just above her knees. She put on black stockings that matched the skirt and a pair of heels. Even though no one would see them, she decided to wear a pair of sexy panties under the skirt. The feel of the silky cloth between her legs made her think about her cunt, and when she saw the abundant cleavage in the mirror, she thought about her tits.
At the office, Jade's coworkers were even more complimentary than the day before. When she sat at her desk, Lance even brought her a coffee and told her she was pretty. That made Jade blush, but not entirely because of the compliment. She blushed because when he said it, she'd looked at his cock and it was hard. She mumbled her thanks and brought up the report she was supposed to be working on. Her phone pinged.
"If you'd like to, um, read a fact about your cunt, reply Y. If you don't wanna, reply N. If you, like, don't do somepin, we'll try back."
Jade replied Y.
"Fact: Girls who regularly touch their cunt at work have greater workplace satisfaction. Think about it."
That was ridiculous, Jade thought. Touching her cunt at work couldn't possibly increase her job satisfaction. But she thought about it. She'd already been thinking about her cunt all morning and how good it had felt to play with it last night. She thought about her tits, too, though that was a little embarrassing because thinking about her tits made her feel stupid. But, when she put her hand under her skirt and touched her cunt through her panties, just to test the theory, the panties were wet and it did feel good to touch it again.
Working on the report was a little difficult because she kept thinking about her cunt and how it was wet. It was more difficult to work on the report with one hand because she kept putting it under her skirt to touch her cunt, which seemed to only be getting wetter. When Mr. Barret called her into his office to chat, he stared at her tits and complimented her outfit.
Mr.Barret, again, droned on about things that Jade didn't care about, assuring her that finishing the report was no big deal. She could get to it eventually. He appreciated her company. It was only when she realized that Mr. Barret hadn't said anything for over a minute that a further realization struck her. Her hand was under her skirt and she was rubbing her cunt. She was rubbing her cunt in front of her boss.
Jade quickly pulled her hand out of her skirt and held it up in front of her face, as if it had somehow betrayed her. This, however, only made it apparent to both herself and Mr. Barret, that she had a wet, horny cunt beneath her skirt. Jade flushed.
"I'm... I'm so sorry, sir," she stammered. "I should go back to work."
She made to stand and flee the office but Barret held up his hand and Jade remained in her seat."What were you doing, sweetie?" he asked calmly.
The words were out of her mouth before she could stop herself.
"I was thinking about my cunt."
Jade clapped her hand over her mouth, as if it had also betrayed her, and stared, wide-eyed, across the desk at her boss. She was certainly going to be fired, and all because she couldn't not think about her tits and her cunt. Only, Barret did not fire her.
"Well, don't let me stop you," he said, nodding his head. "In fact, don't worry about that report. Why don't you just go back to thinking about your cunt, and you can stay right here."
Jade thought that this suggestion was wildly inappropriate. It was probably illegal for him to suggest that she sit in front of his desk and touch her cunt for him for the rest of the day. Only, now that she thought about it, it seemed like a much easier and more satisfying day than going back to her desk to work on the report.
Jade's trembling hand slid back beneath her skirt. Blushing, she began to rub her cunt once more as Mr. Barret watched and sipped his coffee, as though she were some sort of nature show on TV. The wild cunt-rubber, she thought and giggled stupidly.
Mr. Barret put out his hand and said, "Why don't you just slip those panties off and give them here, honey? I'm sure they're just getting in the way of rubbing your cunt."
He was right. As it was, she had to pull the panties to the side to touch her cunt, which was inconvenient. She stopped touching it and tugged the wet crotch out of her pussy, then wiggled the panties down her legs and handed them to her boss. He spread them out on his desk, where she could look at them as she touched her cunt. They were so wet.
A knock came at the door and Barret rose to answer it. Jade, confused and scared, pulled her hand out of her wet fuckhole. Barret paused as he walked by, took hold of her wrist, and guided her hand back to her cunt.
"It's alright," he assured her. "Go ahead and touch it."
Jade, to her own humiliation, did just that. She'd been so close to cumming and all she could think about was touching her cunt again, putting her fingers in it, rubbing her clit, and getting that gush of girl honey out of it. Barret opened the door and let Spencer from sales into the office.Jade turned her head and looked at him, instinctively pulling her hand out of her skirt again. Barret closed the door and stepped behind her. He cradled her head in his hands and stroked her hair with the other. Gently, he took her wrist again and, as Spencer came to stand next to her, he guided her hand back to her cunt.
"Go ahead, sweetie," he said. "Go ahead and rub it. It's alright."
"But--" Jade protested weakly, looking up at Spencer's perplexed face.
"Go ahead," Barret said again. "Here, we'll make it easier."
He slid his hands down the front of her top and lifted out her tits, then undid the front catch of the bra. Jade's big tits burst free of the bra and she gasped. Spencer groaned. Barret squeezed one of her breasts and whispered in her ear, "Just keep touching it."
Jade began to rub her cunt once more as Barret groped her tits.
"What was it you needed, Spencer?" he asked, as though he weren't openly molesting a subordinate in his office.
"Oh, it... it can wait," Spencer said.
"Say, you were at the top of the chart in sales last month, weren't you?" Barret asked.
"Yes, sir."
"Well, that deserves a reward, I think. Do you think good performance deserves a reward, Jade?"
Jade, thinking only about her cunt and the pleasure of having her tits squeezed, nodded her head.
"Why don't we just let Spencer here put his cock in your mouth, sweetie. You just think about your cunt, touch it, and reward Spencer for a job well done. What do you say?"
Jade could only manage a slutty moan. She didn't really want Spencer to put his cock in her mouth, but thinking about her cunt was far more pleasant than thinking about getting cocked in the mouth, so, she just nodded so Barret would allow her to continue touching her cunt.




Spencer needed no further invitation. Barret continued to grope her tits as Spencer pulled his very hard cock out of his pants and put it on Jade's lips. She looked up at him through a slutty haze, her mind consumed with her tits and her cunt, and she didn't resist when he pushed his penis between her lips. With his hand on her head, he guided his prick deeper into her mouth, pushing the thick shaft along her tongue as though she were just a pleasurable sheath for him to masturbate with.
It took Spencer mere minutes to ejaculate into her mouth, and as he did, Jade felt the orgasm coming. However, before she could have it, Barret tugged roughly on one of her nipples and she yelped around her mouthful of spurting cock. Opening her mouth to cry out caused sperm to leak from her stuffed mouth onto her exposed tits. Spencer, satisfied with his reward, put his wet cock away and zipped his pants.
"Well done, sweetie," Barret said, stroking Jade's hair and pulling painfully on her tits. "That was an excellent reward for a job well done."
"I'll stop back by later, sir," Spencer said, flushed, and let himself out of the office.
Barret released Jade's nipples and took his seat across from her once again.
"Why don't you go ahead and touch your cunt again, honey?"
Wanting her orgasm, Jade thought about the sperm on her tits, but rather than clean it away, she resumed rubbing her pussy in front of her boss. For the rest of the work day, she sat in the chair, her skirt hiked up, and her fingers in her twat. Each time she was about to orgasm, however, Mr. Barret would interrupt her. First, it was a rubberband, painfully shot at her tits. The next time, it was another painful tug on her nipples. The third time was a binder clip that he put on her tits. That one also made her cry, but Mr. Barret just encouraged her to keep rubbing her pussy to take her mind off the pain. It seemed to help.
By the time lunch came around, Jade still hadn't been allowed to orgasm. Mr. Barret, graciously, took the binder clips off of her tits and helped her to stand.
"Why don't you give me your bra, sweetie? It will be much easier to think about your tits if you aren't wearing one."
That didn't really make much sense to Jade, but Mr. Barret helped her by pulling off her top and helping himself to her bra. Jade, thinking more about her cunt than her humiliating circumstances, allowed him to remove it and put it on his desk next to her panties. He put her top back on and covered her tits, but her erect, throbbing nipples pushed through the top.
Mr. Barret patted her bottom and suggested, "Why don't we go on a lunch date, and when we come back, I'll go ahead and give you a promotion."
Going on a date with her boss seemed a little strange, but Jade was thinking only about her cunt and her tits and having a more fulfilling dating life. Getting a promotion out of her dating life did seem fulfilling. A promotion and a fulfilling dating life would make her happier.
"Promotion?" she asked as Garret's fingers slipped under her skirt.
"Yes. There's not much responsibility and the pay will be good. It will be much more satisfying for someone with tits as big as yours, and a cunt that's always wet."
Aroused, confused, and desperately horny, Jade didn't think about the implications of the new position. Instead, she only wondered how long lunch would take, and when she could cum.
"Your new title will be Head Cunt," Barret said. "Doesn't that sound so much better than... whatever you're called right now?"
That did sound better because, right now, Jade's job had no real title. As Barret escorted her out, Jade decided that she did feel happier, knowing the facts about tits and her cunt. The voice had been right, after all. Touching her cunt at work had led to greater workplace satisfaction. Her large tits, now much more proudly displayed, were getting her attention, and that made her happy. She would have less work to do now, and could, instead, spend her days touching her pussy. That, too, seemed much better than typing reports.
Yes, the voice had been right. She was going to be much happier, as soon as she got to cum. And, when she thought about it, thought about getting her orgasm, touching herself, it felt right. All she had to do was just keep thinking about it.
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Description:
Lucy is a girl with a masturbation problem. As a "socially dysfunctional chronic masturbator," mother has all but given up on her oldest daughter. Instead, she simply supplies her with birth control, since she's little more than "a useful hole for strange men," and, instead, puts what little energy she has into keeping her youngest daughter shielded from the outside world.
Lucy has become so inundated with hardcore pornography, that she now has trouble separating porn from reality. When her younger sister, Rachel, gets a little too curious about what Lucy does all the time in her room, she finds herself being sucked down the rabbit hole of depravity that Lucy's life has become.
Chapter One: Never Touched
As eighteen-year-old Rachel passed by her sister's room, an odd sound she couldn't place caught her ear through the closed door. It was something like a soft, electric hum. Lucy didn't like to be bothered when her door was closed, so Rachel crept quietly to it and placed her ear against the thin wood, hoping that Lucy wouldn't catch her. Her older sister's wrath was not something she liked to bring down on herself. It wasn't that Lucy was mean. Not exactly. She just had this way of making Rachel feel small and silly, which she guessed she was, and the way she did it gave Rachel a funny feeling, like an excited buzz that she'd never quite been able to understand.
Rachel's heart thudded loudly in her ears as she leaned to the door, inwardly cursing her own curiosity. She just couldn't help it. She wanted to know everything about everything and it had gotten her into some trouble from time to time. Especially with Lucy. Sometimes, she snuck into her older sister's room to snoop. It wasn't malicious. There was nothing in particular that she was looking for. She was, simply, curious. The older girl knew so much more. She had experience. Rachel just liked to know what it was that older girls did, thought about, and liked.
Ear pressed to the door, Rachel could make out the muffled sound of the electric hum, as well as another sound, softer, feminine, like that of a hot sigh of breathy pleasure. What was Lucy doing? For a moment, she wondered if her sister was okay. Maybe she was in pain. Perhaps something was wrong. Experimentally, her hands trembling, Rachel touched the door handle and felt it give. It was unlocked. Lucy, likely, thought she was alone in the house. Normally, their mother would have driven Rachel to the library and dropped her off for a few hours on a Saturday. Today, though, her mother had been called into work, which left Rachel at home.
She carefully eased the door handle down, moving very slowly and deliberately. It wasn't that she wanted to spy, she told herself, she was just curious. What were those sounds? The handle clicked, more loudly than Rachel would have hoped and she winced, her hand resting on the handle as she waited to see if Lucy had noticed the sound. Seconds passed as she waited, her blood rushing in her ears and a feeling of perverse excitement coursing through her. Nothing happened. The humming continued. The soft moans and whimpers became a bit louder.
Carefully, with agonizing slowness, Rachel let the handle up and let the door crack open. She gave herself just the barest of cracks to look through, and what she saw didn't really make sense. She tried to puzzle it out. Lucy lay on her bed, her back propped up against a small stack of pillows. She wore earbuds and resting on her bed was her laptop. Her sister was naked, which gave Rachel a shock, but it was what was happening between her sister's spread legs that really ramped up Rachel's terrible curiosity.
Lucy held some kind of long, white thing between her legs and she was pressing it against her hoo hoo as she looked at her computer and made little moaning sounds. Whatever she was doing it didn't seem like she was in pain. Quite the opposite. It looked like she was really enjoying it! Lucy's legs trembled and quaked. The hand not holding the white thing groped and toyed with her boobs and little tremors ran up and down her body in a way that made Rachel feel warm between her legs watching it.
Rachel stood, entranced, watching Lucy touch herself, and feeling that strange warmth. Recently, that hot feeling from between her legs had begun to happen more frequently. It wasn't often. Sometimes, when a boy she thought was cute smiled at her, or when her eyes lingered a little too long on another girl's boobs, while she wondered if hers would get that big.
Other times, she'd touch her own little handful-sized orbs and the hot feeling would get really intense, but it happened most often when she showered and washed herself between the legs. Watching her sister doing those same things, she started to wonder if that was going to happen to her, too. Unconsciously, her hand slipped between her own legs, much like Lucy's, and she began to rub herself through her pajama shorts, making the warm feeling grow.
Lucy's eyes shifted from the laptop and met her own. Rachel's breath caught in her throat. For just a second, her sister stared at her, the open-mouthed look of pleasure turning to anger, and then she dropped the white thing on the bed.
"Goddammit, Rachel!" Lucy yelled.
Rachel shrieked and fled down the hall as her naked sister leaped from the bed and tore toward the door. She shut and locked her bedroom door just seconds before the sound of Lucy's fist banged against it.
"You little pervert!" Lucy yelled and hit the door again.
Rachel pressed her back to the door, as though her small body would lend some kind of added protection against her sister's fury. She felt the door tremble as Lucy tried the handle, found it locked, and then banged it again. Rachel began to cry, cursing her stupid curiousity. Lucy went quiet, but Rachel could still sense her on the other side of the door. She continued to cry, sobbing in fright. A few tense, silent moments passed.
"Rachel," Lucy said, the anger gone from her voice, "Rachel, open the door. I'm sorry. I'm not mad."
Rachel trembled and continued to cry, feeling ashamed and stupid. Why couldn't she just leave well enough alone? She always had to know.
"Rachel, come on. Don't cry. Open the door. Please?"
Rachel wiped at her eyes and slowly got to her feet, turned, and looked at the door. She turned the handle. The lock snicked. She opened the door, hanging her head, trying to look as small and pathetic as possible. Lucy pushed the door open, her lips pressed in a flat line as she stood naked in the doorway. Rachel blushed at the sight of her nudity. Her sister let herself in and put her arms around her, pulling Rachel's head between her naked breasts.
"You little brat," Lucy said, "What did you do that for?"
Rachel began to sob again, feeling ashamed.
"I'm... I'm sorry," she choked, "I just heard a noise and I wanted to see if you were okay."
Lucy stroked her hair, the warmth of her nude body feeling comforting as her sister shushed her like a baby.
"You and that curious fucking head of yours," Lucy admonished her playfully, "I'm fine. I was just playing with my cunt."
Rachel gasped at the dirty word. She'd heard it a few times on TV, and when she'd asked her mother what it meant, it had earned her a quick slap across the cheek and a warning to never say it again. It had not answered the question. Later, she'd looked it up online and felt dirty and hot between the legs, again.
"I'm sorry," she said again, not sure what else to say.
Lucy sighed and said, "Well, next time you want to watch just fucking knock first, alright?"
Next time? Rachel turned her tear-streaked eyes upward curiously. She just couldn't help it.
"Next time?" she asked.
Lucy smiled and Rachel felt better.
"If you really want to watch, it's okay. I mean, it's kind of kinky, but that's sort of hot. Is that what turns you on? Watching?"
"What?" Rachel asked, not understanding the question.
"Does watching turn you on?" Lucy asked again, cocking her head.
"I don't... I don't know."
"When you masturbate. When you play with your cunt, do you think about watching other people?"
"I don't... I don't do that!" Rachel said, blushing.
Lucy furrowed her brows curiously, looking her sister over, a look of disbelief on her face.
"You... you don't?" she asked.
Rachel shook her head. Lucy's lips spread up into a grin that made Rachel feel slightly uncomfortable. Something in the way she looked at her made Rachel shift her feet. She'd never seen someone look at her like that. The look made her squirm, but also caused that hot feeling to come back and make her skin warm.
"Come with me, brat. You want to learn something?" Lucy asked.
Rachel could not resist the pull of those words. Of course, she did. Lucy held her hand and guided her back down the hall to her room, where she locked the door and led her to the bed. She pulled Rachel down with her, pushing the laptop and the white thing out of the way. She made no attempt to hide her naked body, instead settling Rachel in on her side next to her, so that they lay facing one another.
"You seriously haven't ever played with yourself?" Lucy asked.
Rachel shook her head.
"Never?"
"No."
"Okay. I'm going to teach you something that every girl needs to know, alright?"
Rachel nodded, her eyes shining with curiosity.
"You have to be naked, like me," Lucy instructed.
Rachel blushed.
"Rach, it's okay. Hey," she stroked back Rachel's hair, the delicate touch making Rachel feel more comfortable, "don't be afraid of it. You're beautiful. Being naked is beautiful. It's how people were made. Trust me. You're going to like this. A lot."
Rachel still wasn't sure, but she did trust Lucy. She nodded her head and sat up, slowly pulling off her shirt, a red flush creeping up her body. She tossed the shirt aside, unsnapped her little bra, and then wiggled out of her shorts, kicking them off the bed.
"Panties, too," Lucy said, something in her voice changing, the tone now huskier, somehow hotter. The sound of it made Rachel tingle. She pulled the panties down her legs and tossed them on the floor.
"You really are pretty," Lucy said again, and slid her hand up Rachel's naked hip, tracing it along the curve of her waist and up along her bare side, where her hand came to rest at the back of her neck, toying with a lock of hair. The feeling sent a shiver down Rachel's spine, making Lucy smile at the sight of it.
"Is this okay?" Rachel said, her heart beat wild, "Are we supposed to be naked together?"
Lucy shook her head and said, "It's only naughty for brothers and sisters. Don't tell mom, cause she's kind of weird about things, but it's okay. Trust me."
Lucy's hand moved back down her body, caressing the swell of Rachel's small breast, her nail raking lightly over her nipple and making it stiffen. Rachel bit her lip at the good feeling. Her hand continued its exploration, Lucy's nail gliding along her bare tummy, and finally, it reached the lightly tufted mound between her legs. Rachel parted her legs on some instinct, butterflies in her stomach as her sister moved to feel her.
"I'm going to teach you about your cunt," Lucy said, her voice throaty.
Rachel blushed at the word.
"Cunt or pussy," Lucy said again, "not that stupid baby word. You're grown the fuck up, now, Rach. It's time you learned about yourself. Do you want me to teach you how to make yourself feel good? Not like a little girl. Like a woman."
Her curiosity in full control and her head feeling warm and buzzy, Rachel agreed. She'd barely finished nodding her head when Lucy pressed her lips lightly against her own, the warmth and softness of them taking her by surprise and making her inhale sharply at the contact. Lucy's hand gripped her hip possessively, causing her to shudder. Her sister's lips pressed again and this time her tongue snaked outward and ran along the length of Rachel's lips, leaving a slick coating that her own tongue flicked out to taste. When she did, the tips of their tongues met and Rachel moaned softly.
The warmth between her legs had come back with a vengeance and the strange feeling caused a foggy sensation in her head, like she wasn't really present, as if she was more of an observer. Lucy's tongue touched hers again, just a bit more aggressively, and then it parted her lips and it was in her mouth.
The feel of her sister's lips closing against her own, the way they seemed to melt into her and the sound of the wet smack as they massaged her own, made the hairs on Rachel's neck stand on end. Her whole body seemed to be buzzing pleasantly, and Lucy's hands moving slowly up and down her back caused the heat between her legs to turn into a moist warmth like nothing she'd ever felt.
Lucy took Rachel's hand and placed it on her own naked hip, and then she returned to stroking her. Rachel's palm was sweaty as it rested on her nude flesh, her fingers trembling as she moved it first an inch, and then another, slowly mimicking the motion of Lucy's touch on her own body. There was a feeling of electricity in her fingertips as they glided over Lucy's more rounded curves. Her wider hips, the more graceful dip in her waist, then the swell of her breast under Rachel's hand as her sister's tongue explored her mouth, adding fuel to the fire that was now threatening to engulf her whole being.
Lucy's fingers slid between her legs and touched her hoo-- her pussy, and Rachel could feel the sensation of wetness there, coating her sister's probing fingers. She moaned into Lucy's mouth and squeezed her breast softly, bringing a reciprocatory moan from her sister.
Rachel's whole body tingled with little pinpricks of pleasure when Lucy began to smear the wetness around her delicate folds, her fingers gently pressing between them into the tight little slit, rubbing back and forth along its length, until Rachel felt her body quivering in much the same way she'd seen Lucy's do earlier. This was what Lucy had been doing to herself? It felt so good! She'd never felt anything like it.
Lucy broke their kiss and looked into her eyes. Rachel's parted lips trembled as Lucy's fingers worked deftly between her legs. Her sister stared back into her eyes and her gaze looked slightly lost, like she was wandering in her own thoughts, but they held an intense and excited feeling that was impossible to communicate with words. She licked at her lips as she watched Rachel tremble and pant, an excited smile playing her lips up at the corners.
"Fuck, yes," Lucy hissed, "That's so hot, Rach. I want you to cum. Fucking want you to cum for me!"
Rachel wasn't sure what that meant, exactly, and at this moment it was hard to really care. She felt something like an intense wave building up in her gut, emanating from her pussy and creeping its way up her body, setting every hair on end. She couldn't control her breathing. She panted like a thirsty dog as Lucy worked her fingers faster, and then her sister touched some kind of magic spot at the cleft of her pussy and Rachel saw stars as the sexy wave rocketed up her body and enveloped her mind in an all-consuming feeling of bliss.
Lucy mashed her lips against Rachel's as her head burst with pleasure. Rachel moaned loudly into her mouth, her whole body jerking as her sister's fingers played her body like an instrument, sending it into writhing, spasming contortions that made her grunt like an animal as their lips smacked hotly. Lucy's fingers withdrew but continued to softly strum the wetness between Rachel's slit, causing the intense wave to recede to a level that allowed her mind to operate again.
"Fuck! That was so hot!" Lucy hissed, "You want some more?"
Rachel nodded her head eagerly, curious to see how many more times she could feel that way. Her entire being seemed to be singing with pleasure.
"Come up here," Lucy instructed, and she sat up, then back against the little pillow cushion. She drew Rachel in, settling her between her own spread legs so that her naked breasts pressed into Rachel's back.
Her head in a delicious fog, Rachel allowed her sister to position her how she liked, trusting that Lucy would know how to make her feel good like that again. Her sister took up the white thing she'd been using earlier, and clicked a button on it. The electric hum started up. Lucy kissed the back of her neck, just behind her ear and she shivered. Her sister's hand squeezed her breast, her fingers pinching lightly at the hard, sensitive nipple. Lucy moved the humming thing between Rachel's spread legs and pressed it against her wet, naked pussy.
Rachel's body spasmed, jerking against her naked sister and she yelped at the insanely pleasurable sensation of the vibrations pulsing through her. The vibrator began to work the wave back up her body, making her tremble and shake as Lucy toyed with her breasts, kissed at her neck, and whispered softly in her ear.
"You're such a sexy little slut, Rach," Lucy said, and the dirty word made Rachel buck against the vibrator, pressing her pussy harder against it as the wave built, "I'm gonna do this to you every day from now on. Would you like that? Would you like to let your big sister make your cunt feel so good?"
"Yeah..." Rachel heard herself hiss.
Lucy held her tight, her hand groping and squeezing her breast, the vibrator pressed hard against her excited pussy as the wave began to overtake her senses again. Her head felt so hot and the corners of her vision darkened. Rachel felt sweat building, slick and itchy between their bodies as she quaked in her sister's arms, the peak of the wave about to crest.
Then, Lucy pulled the vibrator away, making Rachel groan in protest as the feeling began to fade. Rachel wiggled her hips and whined. She could feel Lucy smile behind her and then she pressed the thing back to her pussy, making her gasp as the pleasure began to build again.
"You want more, don't you?" Lucy hissed, "You want to cum so fucking hard for me."
"Mmm!" Rachel moaned, panting as Lucy tugged at her nipple, pulling it outward painfully and letting it go, then repeating the motion again as the vibrations pushed her brain back to the euphoric state that she wanted so much to feel again.
Lucy pulled the toy again, just before she could go over the edge and Rachel shook, huffing in frustration.
"Please," she heard herself whisper.
"Please?" Lucy asked.
"Please! Do it again!"
Lucy pressed the toy back and Rachel sighed with relief as the pleasure shot back up. Her sister repeated the process half a dozen more times until Rachel felt like she was going to lose her mind. The continual denial, just as the wave was about to break, was maddening.
"I want you to tell me that you're my slut," Lucy hissed, "and then I'll let you cum."
"I'm your slut!" Rachel said, without hesitation, not caring what it meant.
Lucy pressed the toy back against her, held her, kissed at her neck, and finally allowed her to go over the edge. Rachel jerked in her arms, her body thrashing as the release finally came. She actually felt tears on her cheeks as the intensity of it sent such a wave of relief along with the wave of pleasure.



"Fucking cum you little slut," Lucy whispered in her ear, "Cum your little fucking brains out of your head! Good girl."
Lucy gave her another good, hard, body-wracking cum, before finally pulling the vibrator away, switching it off, and dropping it on the bed. Her sister kissed the back of her neck softly and held her, rubbing her sweaty, naked tummy as she came down, her extremities tingling and her whole body buzzing in a way that made her feel weak and tired. Lucy rolled her onto her side and held her, their nude bodies pressed together, the sweat between them cooling as Rachel drifted, half-conscious until she couldn't keep her eyes open.
***
Chapter Two: Kinks
Rachel lay against her sister's naked tits, just as she'd done only two hours ago. This time, though, Lucy had decided to teach her something new.
"Everyone has kinks," Lucy explained as she rubbed Rachel's excited clit with two wet fingers. She stopped rubbing, brought the fingers to Rachel's mouth, and sensually put them between her lips, where Rachel licked them, tasting her own honey and coating Lucy's digits in her saliva so that her sister could return them to her clit and rub her again, ramping her excitement back up as she continued, "Kinks are like little things that are stuck in our brains, that make us super excited and horny. They're like compulsions. They really set us off and suck minds into this sexy little wonderland where nothing else matters."
Rachel nodded her head, not really understanding, but keen to agree so that Lucy would keep making her feel so good. She wished Lucy would put the vibrator against her pussy again, but her sister knew better how to do this, and her hand did really feel great, so she let her continue and just shivered delightfully as Lucy toyed with her wet hole and engorged little fuck button.
Lucy worked her up, kissing the back of her neck, groping her breasts, and when Rachel was panting and shaking, Lucy stopped touching her clit and reached for her laptop. She continued to maul Rachel's tits idly with one hand, while the other moved the mouse and opened her web browser, then navigated to a porno website. She clicked on the screen until a playlist of dirty videos started.
"We just need to find out what kinks you have," Lucy said, and returned her hand to Rachel's cunt, "so that we can have more fun. You like doing this, don't you?"
Rachel nodded eagerly, focused on the building pleasure from her very hot and wet pussy. The first video started and Rachel's attention focused on the screen. She had never watched porno before, but she knew that this was what women did, because Lucy had told her. The screen showed her a naked girl with her legs spread, a vibrating toy pressed against her pussy. The girl, also, watched another girl on her screen, who was pressing a vibrating toy against her pussy, while she watched another girl, who watched another, and on it went in a weird spiral of masturbating girls, all watching one another pleasure themselves.
"That's so sexy, isn't it?" Lucy whispered, "She's having so much fun toying her little pussy, just like you."
Rachel nodded as her sister worked her fingers into her sloppy channel, then brought them to her mouth for her to clean and wet them. The girl on the screen took up another toy, this one long and fat. She began to push the long toy inside of herself while the white vibrator buzzed away on her clit.
The girl humped against the vibrator as Lucy began to jill Rachel's clit back and forth until she was humping against her hand and right on the edge. Lucy backed off, pushing her fingers into Rachel and stroking them gently in and out. The stimulation, while nice, was frustrating because she'd been right about to go over the edge and cum.
"I'm gonna get a couple of new toys for us," Lucy said in her ear, tugging at her nipple, "and we can push them up your cunt while you watch porno and get your pussy all wet like this. Would you like that?"
"Yeah..." Rachel nodded, her eyes intent on the screen. The girl had pushed herself too far and the girls watched her climax hotly. She squealed and bucked, gushing clear cream out of her pussy and coating her hand.
The video ended and a new one began, this time showing a petite girl with small breasts, just like Rachel, her hands bound behind her back as she sat on her knees. Rachel watched, enrapt, as a naked man took the girl's hair in his hand and tilted her head back so that she was looking up at him. He placed his penis on the girl's lips and said, "Open."
The girl complied and the man pushed his penis into her mouth. The camera panned back, and Rachel could see that the girl was sitting on some kind of weird saddle-looking thing that was vibrating intensely. Lucy picked up the vibrator, but Rachel hardly noticed. The sight of what the people were doing was so strange, so new. It fed her curiosity. Then, Lucy pressed the vibrator against her cunt and she jerked as the man began to pump his long penis in and out of the girl's mouth.
"Look at the little slut go," Lucy hissed, rubbing the vibrator in little circles, "It's called cock sucking," she explained, "and it's a lot of fun."
Rachel wasn't sure what was so fun about having a big piece of fleshy meat in your mouth while someone grabbed your hair, but then, she'd never imagined that a vibrating piece of plastic could be fun a few hours ago, and now it was the best thing in the world.
"Would you like to try that? Would Lucy's little slut like to let a boy put his penis in her mouth?"
Rachel groaned and Lucy held the vibrator against her for several long seconds, until Rachel was panting and trembling. Then, she slid it off of her clit and moved it down her slit, making Rachel whine.
"Shhh," Lucy hushed her, "It's okay, slut. Don't be so greedy to cum. We're going to make sure you get to feel so good. We just need to find the right kink."
Lucy clicked to the next video, this one of another petite girl. She lay on her back, with her legs spread. Each leg was tied to the foot of a bench. Rachel watched as a man stepped forward and pushed the length of his penis inside the girl. She squealed pleasurably as the long rod filled her pussy, and then the man began to pound it roughly in and out of her, making her small breasts jiggle and bounce as she squealed.
The sight of the girl's jiggling breasts and her excited squealing did something funny to Rachel's excited cunt. Her own hands began to play with her breasts, as Lucy's free hand rubbed her bare tummy and she kissed at her neck.
"That's even better than sucking cock," Lucy said hotly, "Getting fucked really good by a guy with a big dick feels so good. Someday, if you're really good for me, I'll find a nice big dick to fuck you, too."
Rachel jerked against the toy as she tried to imagine what that would feel like, but she had no frame of reference, nothing in her memory to tell her what having something big and long inside her pussy would feel like. The video ended with the man pulling his penis out and spurting gooey, white stuff on the girl's pussy. Rachel bucked against the toy as she watched his penis jerk and shoot the stuff, feeling, somehow, even hotter inside.
The next movie played, showing a naked girl with her legs and arms tied to a bench. The girl was laid out on her chest and a vibrating toy buzzed angrily against her wet pussy, held in place by another naked girl. A third girl rubbed the tied girl's naked bottom with her hand, teasing her butthole with a finger for a few moments, then rubbing her ass cheeks delightfully. The tied girl groaned and pumped her hips as best she could, but her movement was limited by the bonds.
The camera panned back just a bit, and now Rachel could see that several other girls, all clothed, were watching the tied girl's tortuous teasing. The other girls laughed at her, giggling and cackling wickedly as they called her names.
"Stupid little slut."
"Fucking dumb cunt."
"Worthless fucking whore."
Rachel was so entranced by the scene that she stopped playing with her breasts. The girls were so mean, she thought, but the girl tied to the bench just pumped her hips against the buzzing toy so desperately, her face red, drool leaking from her mouth onto the floor. Rachel wiped at her own mouth, realizing that she was drooling a bit, too, and flushed in embarrassment.
The scene went on for long minutes, while Lucy continued teasing her with the vibrator, pushing her to the edge and then backing off maddeningly. Finally, the girl on the screen was allowed to orgasm and sprayed the bench with clear nectar as she shook and wailed, trapped in the bonds, the girls all spanking her naked bottom as she climaxed and cried.
The scene seemed to flip something in Rachel's brain. The previous videos, while they had been oddly arousing, did not excite her like this one. There was just something about the way the girl allowed the others to humiliate and berate her that seemed like she enjoyed it. Her only concern was getting her orgasm, and Rachel could certainly relate. Her pussy was so wet and needy that she could hardly stand it.
She wiped another string of drool from her mouth and sweat from her forehead. It was so confusing. She wanted the explosive burst of pleasure in her head, but she also liked the constant buzzing and waves of drawn-out pleasure Lucy was giving her by keeping in this pre-orgasmic state for so long.
Lucy had kept the vibrator on her clit for so long now, though, that she felt the explosion coming. Her entire body was taut and quivering as the tied girl was vibrated to yet another explosive cum, the other girls continuing to slap her ass and call her names.
"Don't you cum, yet," Lucy hissed, "Hold it back. If you cum before I tell you to, I'm not gonna let you play with it anymore, slut."
Rachel whined and tried to hold it in but it was so hard now. Lucy wouldn't relent and the vibrations were so intense. Her clit felt swollen and hard under the toy and the way Lucy tugged painfully at her nipples just added one more confusing sensation to the whole mess. She listened to the girl cry as her body shook with another world-altering climax, the other girls slapping her, spitting on her, laughing.
"Fuck! That's what you like, isn't it?" Lucy asked, but Rachel couldn't reply.
She managed to hold in the feeling and finally, Lucy backed off and let her come down, but she twisted her tit painfully in her hand as Rachel slumped, sucking in breath, her body shaking. Another video played, this one similar to the last. Rachel could feel a large wet spot on Lucy's bed where her pussy had poured girl cum out all over the sheet.
Lucy pressed the toy against her repeatedly in short bursts, making Rachel jerk each time as her primed clit sent sparks up her body. Her entire head felt like it was filled with cotton and it was difficult to focus on anything but the overwhelming tingles of pleasure. It was like she was in a complete haze, where every sensation was linked to her cunt, Lucy's voice, and the sight of yet another naked girl having her pussy teased.
On the screen, a girl was tied to a table, her legs spread. One naked girl kneeled by her head telling her she was a pleasure whore, as another girl knelt between her legs and licked her pussy, making the girl moan and thrash. The girl demeaning her twisted her tits roughly, pulled at her nipples, slapped her face, spit in her mouth, and continued to call her filthy names. Before she could orgasm, the girl between her legs got up. Another girl replaced her.
The first girl came up and kissed her, making her taste her own cunt as she was licked to another near orgasm, and the cycle repeated itself. In all, seven girls made the round, licking her until she was close, then leaving her hanging so that they could shove their wet tongues into her mouth.
Meanwhile, the mean girl continued her verbal assault and molested her tits. The girl finally begged to be allowed to cum, but the mean girl told her no. Instead, she sat on the girl's face and made her lick her cunt until she orgasmed. The tied girl was red in the face by the time the mean girl allowed her to breathe, and all the while the other girls had continued vigorously lapping at her cunt.
Rachel was completely lost in the video and her own needy pleasure. It was like she was the girl on the table. Each time the mean girl called her a filthy name, Lucy would repeat it in her ear. With every slap of the girl's tits, Lucy would tug her nipples or twist them roughly, making Rachel squeal and shake with the vibrator pressed against her clit. Finally, the mean girl relented.
"Good girl," she said, brushing the tied girl's hair back from her sweaty face.
"Good girl," Lucy whispered in her ear.
The mean girl told her she was a stupid dyke that let sluts lick her cunt, as a slut licked her cunt until she orgasmed.
"Tell me you're a stupid slut," Lucy hissed, "And I'll let you cum."
"I'm... a... stupid... slut..." Rachel said, detached from everything but the need to cum.
"We're gonna do this every day," Lucy said, "We're gonna watch porno every day like this until your fucking brain turns to jelly and leaks out your ears. I'm going to make you fucking stupid on this shit until you beg me to cum!"
Rachel felt the peak hit her, ready to crash, ready to take her over and finally give her that release, but for some reason, she still held it back as Lucy spewed the dirty words in her ear and the girl on the screen lost her mind and screamed. She jerked in Lucy's arms, her sister's sweat itchy against her back.
"No more today," Lucy said, "Cum right now or you're gonna have to wait for tomorrow. Cum right fucking now, you stupid little gooner!"
Rachel lurched suddenly, losing the fight. Something in Lucy's tone, so sexy, so filthy, so controlling, pushed her over that edge. Stupid. Stupid slut. Cum your fucking brains out of your head. Rachel arched her back and screamed, gasping as the vibrator sent her over the edge and Lucy groped her tits.
Rachel sobbed as the release finally came, agonizing and wonderful at the same time. Her clit was so sensitive now that fought to get it away from the vibrator, but Lucy held her tightly as she cried, forcing one more gut-wrenching orgasm from her trembling body.
Lucy nearly came just holding her and mashing the toy against her little sister's pussy. Holy shit, she thought, now this is the way to fucking masturbate.
***
Chapter Three: Lucy's Ambitions
Each night, it was Lucy's responsibility to fix dinner. Since their mother worked two jobs and Lucy was a "socially dysfunctional chronic masturbator," her mother had made this her responsibility, if she wanted to continue living. Lucy did it without argument. She'd learned long ago that it was best not to argue and just do some chores, so that her mother would leave her alone. She had little interest in Lucy making anything of herself anymore, since Lucy did not really show any ambition to excel in anything outside of being a "useful hole for strange men."
Instead, their mother supplied her with birth control to avoid any "bastards that she'd have to raise," and put what little available energy she had into keeping her younger daughter sheltered from the influence of the outside world. Unfortunately, their mother had neither the time nor energy to monitor everything that Rachel did. One of the primary reasons their mother worked so much was to provide Rachel with a homeschool tutor, further sheltering the girl and depriving her of any kind of social interaction with other people.
As Lucy worked on her new project, she silently thanked her mother for her hard work in keeping Rachel so closeted from the realities of adult life. Even though she was a legal adult, Rachel essentially had the worldly knowledge of a high school freshman, and her only real link to the wider world became library books, local TV, and Lucy. Before today, though, Lucy had never imagined what a godsend this fact would be.
After dinner, their mother set about her usual routine, which consisted of taking one or more sleeping pills, drowning herself in an entire bottle of cheap wine, and promptly falling asleep. This left Lucy with ample opportunity to continue introducing her younger sister to a myriad of hardcore porn and the joys of pussy play. Lucy knew that, on some level, her actions were spurred on by the fact that she was on her third day of self-imposed orgasm denial, which had essentially sucked her head into a lusty fog that had her thinking of little, outside of her very aroused cunt.
Before Rachel had discovered her, she'd spent those three days grossly inundating herself with hours of mean girl porn, broken up by the occasional throat fuck video or anal gangbang. The sudden involvement of Rachel, though, had done two things. First, her frenzied denial high had begun to fade a bit, as she'd spent most of the day edging her sister and then making her orgasm while she watched other girls being degraded and humiliated. The second thing, a result of her slightly clearer head, was that she'd begun formulating a plan by which she could further use Rachel's newfound self-discovery to start her own business.
Her mother didn't understand. Lucy was motivated. She just wasn't motivated to go out and get a shit job, then come home every night to get drunk and take sleeping pills. Lucy was motivated by her cunt. Her cunt was her best friend. Rachel was going to discover that she had her own best friend. Now, Rachel was utterly enrapt as she watched a line of unattractive and dirty homeless men, paid by some degenerate porn producer, repeatedly pump their pent-up loads onto the face of a naked girl. The video was titled, "Helping the Homeless," and it was one of Lucy's favorites.
This time, rather than allowing Rachel to cum, Lucy made sure to keep her on edge. She could tell that Rachel was tired, though. Masturbation marathons were not something she was used to. Her sister was nearly limp in her arms, but she continued to ingest the video, awestruck by the sight of the porn girl's utterly ruined face, which was plastered in a cake of white goop so thick that she was barely recognizable as human. Still, the line of men just kept coming. Lucy had tried to count them a few times, but after seventy or eighty she usually either came or lost count. Or both.
Each time one of the men would plaster the slut's face, another girl would shove a vibrating toy into her cunt and hold it there until the last drop of semen had fallen from the man's spent cock. Rachel seemed to find this fascinating, as the girl would only receive pleasure at the moment that she was being a helpful cum target for an unwashed vagrant. Lucy thought that this little touch was inspired on the part of whatever pervert had put this video together.
"It's time for you to go to bed," Lucy whispered to her sister, pulsing the vibrator in two second bursts against Rachel's splayed pussy, "You're going to need to keep up your strength so we can do this some more tomorrow."
"Uhh... huh..." Rachel groaned, wiping spittle from the corner of her mouth. She really was tired. Her eyelids felt like lead, but the strange pull of the dirty video and the way Lucy kept using the vibrating toy on her for the last two hours had her whole body hot and buzzing with the need to get another orgasm.
"I know you really want to cum again," Lucy hissed, "but I told you no more until tomorrow. You need to learn that good girls don't cum. They just rub and get dumb."
Rachel shook with some weird feeling that she didn't understand. Lucy clicked the vibrator off and set it aside, groping Rachel's tit in one hand and pushing her long fingers into her sister's leaky pussy.
"Now, I want to make sure that you aren't getting greedy and trying to cum your stupid brain out while you're in bed tonight," Lucy said, "so I'm going to help you keep it in. If you're really good for me, and you don't try to finger your snatch, I'll make sure you get lots of cummies tomorrow. We'll even get some new toys and we can be naked and have cuddles, okay?"



Lucy's words barely registered because Rachel was so intent on trying not to cum on Lucy's invading fingers churning her insides. Don't cum. Good girls don't cum. They rub and get dumb. Lucy pulled her fingers free and showed them to Rachel. They were soaked, little strings of grool slowly lengthening and then falling to the bed. She put them into Rachel's mouth, where she obediently sucked them and trembled at the taste.
Lucy helped her to stand and Rachel wobbled to her feet, her head cloudy with the past two hours of pussy play. Lucy reached into her nightstand and pulled out a roll of duct tape, which Rachel thought was a strange thing to keep next to the bed. Lucy ripped a long strip of tape from the roll and wound it between Rachel's legs, making her gasp as she realized that Lucy had just strapped duct tape to her cunt. She tore another length and wrapped it around Rachel's waist, securing the first strip in place.
"Don't worry," Lucy said, pawing Rachel's breast and giving her a soft kiss, "Your pussy is so fucking wet that it's not going to hurt when I take it off tomorrow. Maybe a little," she admitted, "but I'll make sure my little slut feels really good after, ok?"
Rachel nodded, too tired and aroused to say anything. Lucy guided her, naked, to her bedroom, where she laid with her, stroking Rachel's breasts and kissing her softly, cuddling her close, rubbing her cunt through the tape, until Rachel could no longer stay awake.
Once Rachel had fallen asleep, Lucy let herself out of the room. Though she hadn't touched herself since this morning, her pussy was still wet and tingling from playing with Rachel. She, first, spent a few minutes watching the rest of the homeless men plaster the slut with cum, teasing her own clit with the vibrator, which was still wet from Rachel's pussy.
That added a wonderful little thrill as she worked herself up to a near orgasm, which she denied herself. Fuck, she wanted it! This was the third day and it was fucking hard. The feeling of existing in that near-orgasmic state, though, she'd learned was infinitely better than spending an hour or two masturbating and then having an orgasm.
Now, though, she had work to do. She set the vibrator to a low hum and set it between her legs, where it teased her pussy as she worked. The laptop's webcam had recorded several hours of Rachel watching porn while Lucy toyed her cunt, and now she created some new folders and moved the video files into them. Next, she set an image extraction program to create still images from the video files. As the extractor worked in the background, Lucy created several new online accounts for different sites. First, an OnlyFans account with the username Greedy_Goonette. She used the same name across Reddit, Pornhub, Xvideos, Twitter, and Discord.
With the new accounts ready for content, she turned back to the video folders and did some quick editing, creating a few preview clips and selecting some of the best still images from today's activities. The preview clips and selected images went up on the new accounts, but the full length videos she added to the OnlyFans account and set the membership fee at $9.99. Tired out and satisfied that she'd made a great start, Lucy plugged the overworked vibrator in to charge, pushed a small vibrating egg into herself, then slipped on a pair of purple panties before getting into bed.
***
Chapter Four: Rabbit Hole
Lucy was not at all surprised when she awoke to Rachel shaking her, an agitated look on her face. She wiped the sleep from her eyes and rubbed at her crotch, where the vibrating egg still buzzed away.
"Good morning," Lucy said sleepily.
"Can I take it off?" Rachel asked, shifting back and forth, "It's really itchy and I have to pee!"
"Hmm? Oh, yeah. Let's get you in the shower. It will hurt less if it's wet."
Rachel nodded and Lucy got out of bed, leading her sister to the bathroom. The two of them brushed their teeth, side-by-side as the water heated, then Lucy put her sister in the shower, keeping her panties on and the egg teasing her cunt. After allowing the hot water to dampen the tape, Lucy quickly ripped it free, making Rachel screech.
Lucy nearly orgasmed but managed to hold it in. She tossed the tape out onto the floor and then held Rachel and stroked her body, washing the adhesive residue from her and spending significantly more time than was necessary cleaning her sister's pussy.
By the time Lucy was finished washing her, Rachel's cunt was wet and excited once more. Lucy held her naked body against her, her older sister's big breasts pressed against her smaller ones as Lucy's tongue explored her mouth sensually and her wet hands glided over her body under the spray of the shower.
"Are you having fun?" Lucy asked as she washed Rachel's hair.
Rachel nodded, her eager eyes showing that she was, indeed, enjoying this. The things Lucy was doing to her felt amazing. Rachel felt that they were, probably, very naughty and that her mother might not like them, but as long as they kept it a secret then she could let Lucy keep making her feel good. Her ever-curious mind soaked in all the new things that Lucy exposed her to, and she felt so grateful that someone as beautiful as Lucy would take the time to show her the important things that women did.
The only things her tutor taught her were those things she'd need for her home school diploma, which her mother said was important so that she could get into an online college program. Rachel felt that those things were probably important, too, but they were not nearly as much fun as what Lucy was teaching her. Lucy didn't go to online college, and yet she seemed to know everything about everything, especially when it came to the one thing that Rachel was most curious about: the feelings in her body.
"Lucy," Rachel said with some urgency, "I really need to pee!"
Lucy's rubbing between her legs intensified, her wet fingers frigging Rachel's clit and she hissed, "Go ahead then."
"But..." Rachel protested, the pressure nearing emergency levels.
"Do it, slut," Lucy whispered, "Piss yourself for me so we can go play."
Rachel flushed, not wanting Lucy to stop, but she just couldn't hold it anymore. She trembled with pleasure and let herself go, the mixed sensations of relief and ecstasy from Lucy's fingers so confusing. The shower water washed the stream away, making her feel dirty and embarrassed, but Lucy didn't seem to mind in the least, adding more soap to her fingers and washing Rachel's pussy for her again. Satisfied, she began rinsing the girl's hair as she smiled to herself.
"Lucy," Rachel asked as her sister rinsed her hair, "Can I cum, now?"
"Let's get you dried off, and then you can. You were really good for me. I don't want you getting all your cummies at one time, though. I want to make sure you know how to do this right, okay?"
Rachel nodded, very excited. Since she'd had to go to bed without cumming and have her cunt taped up, the night had been agonizing. She'd woken up several times and rubbed unconsciously at her warm hole, but when she felt the tape she remembered what it was that Lucy told her good girls did.
They don't cum. They just rub and get dumb. So, she'd rubbed at her pussy through the tape for a few minutes and then fallen asleep again, thinking of the mean girl sitting on the other girl's face and calling her names, confused about why that made her warm and itchy.
Once she was wrapped in a towel, Lucy took her back to her room, where she spent several minutes laying on the bed and touching her, kissing her with a lot of tongue, and paying a lot of attention to her hard nipples and soft, warm slit. Finally, Lucy removed her soaked panties and settled her in what was quickly becoming her new, favorite position, between her sister's legs with the laptop in front of them and Lucy's hand cupping her boob. Lucy turned the panties she'd been wearing inside out and showed them to Rachel. The crotch was absolutely soaked, both from the shower and a thick layer of her sister's pussy cream.
"Open your mouth, slut," Lucy whispered and Rachel did.
Lucy balled up the panties and pressed them into Rachel's mouth. The taste of her sister's juicy underwear was weird, and Rachel wondered what this had to do with being a woman, but decided to just let Lucy teach her. Everything she'd done up to this point had been great, after all. Next, Lucy took a little round vibrating thing that looked wet and pushed it into Rachel's soaking little hole, making her squeal and then shake as the vibrating egg began to ramp up the hot feeling between her legs. Now, this did feel good!
Lucy reached for the mouse and began to click, but this time there were two windows side-by-side. On the left window, a video played, showing a girl laying back on her bed as she, too, watched porno on a laptop. The girl wore some kind of weird metal belt that ran between her legs and encased her pussy, much like the tape Rachel had recently had between her own legs. The girl whined in frustration as she pushed a vibrator against the metal, obviously trying to make herself orgasm as she watched the dirty video.
On the right screen, another girl lay face down with her bottom in the air. One hand worked vigorously between her legs, rubbing at her very excited clit. A woman's hand worked a long rubber toy in and out of the girl's bottom as she moaned into the mattress and her legs trembled. Each time it looked as though the girl might cum, the woman with the toy would slap her hand away, then deliver a loud smack on her upturned ass, making the girl groan. The orgasm would begin to fade a bit, then the girl would go back to playing with her clit.
"Good girls don't cum," Lucy whispered in her ear, and then she pressed the white vibrator to Rachel's clit as she watched.
The belted girl had begun to cry as she tried in vain to make her pussy gush. Her body trembled with need, but the vibrations through the metal only seemed to heighten her arousal and never brought her any real relief. Someone reached into the shot and put little alligator clips on the girl's hard nipples, making her squeal. The hand, then, turned her to the side and a man pushed the length of his long penis into the girl's mouth as she kept the vibrator on her trapped cunt.
The second girl's hand was slapped away again, another spanking delivered, and the woman with the toy began to ram the girl's bottom even harder. Rachel shivered in Lucy's arms as she watched the girls resist the impulse to orgasm.
"You aren't there, yet," Lucy said, "but I'm going to teach you how to do it right, so you will be. Cumming has to be earned. You can't just have a greedy little cunny that gets to cum whenever it wants. That's for boring girls. A real woman knows how to make it last. You're going to learn how to treat your pussy right. Pussy shouldn't ever be neglected. When it wants to be touched, you touch it, so it's always excited and happy."
Rachel thought this made sense. When she got to cum, it felt really good, but then she just got tired and wanted a nap. When Lucy kept her near the peak, though, it did funny things to her brain, like her pussy was in her thoughts, feeding her the wonderful feeling as long as she kept playing with it.
The belted girl had dropped the vibrator now, and she was scrabbling against the metal band covering her cunt, trying to fit her fingers under it to get at herself. The man slapped her hands away, then slapped her cheek, where the head of his cock bulged obscenely. The girl whined, which caused the man to tug the clips on the girl's nipples and make her scream around his penis.
The second girl's hand was batted away, now, each time she even tried to touch herself. She finally gave up, sobbing and moaning into the sheets, her legs trembling, until she finally squealed and had an orgasm with the big toy in her bottom. The woman holding the toy stroked her back, telling her she was good. The video faded and was replaced by the next in the list.
This one, titled, "One Month on the Edge," showed a girl with her legs spread and her extremely wet cunt displayed for the camera. A man with a big penis pushed his length into the girl's bottom. She screeched loudly and her entire body went into convulsions as the man pinned her under his weight. The girl's tremendous orgasm seemed to go on and on, her legs kicking wildly as the man buried himself in her bottom.
Rachel jerked at the sight of it, her cunt gushing on the vibrator as the egg inside of her hummed away, making her squirm. She couldn't imagine what it would be like spending a month in this state of euphoria before she orgasmed. Curious, though, she tried to hold back her own cum, gripping Lucy's bare legs tightly as she watched the girl thrash and squeal.
The belted girl still struggled, but now the man held her wrists tightly, denying her the chance to attempt to touch herself. He continued pumping his penis between her lips until, at last, he groaned loudly and pulled it out, showering the girl's face with white goo. The hot splashes against her lips finally did what her fingers and the vibrator could not, and the girl came, thrashing on the bed as the man laughed and smeared the goop across her lips with the head of his penis.
"Good girl," Lucy said, "You're doing so good. Just a little more and you can have yours, okay?"
Rachel nodded, fighting the urge to let pleasure overtake her, but Lucy had kept the vibrator on her clit straight through the videos and the insistent egg inside her hadn't made it any easier not to cum.
The belted girl faded away to be replaced by yet another girl watching porno on her laptop. She, too, pressed a vibrator against her clit. On each corner of the video the images of four other girls, presumably watching on webcams, laughed at the horny girl. Each time she'd get close to cumming, one of the girls would yell something at her.
"Don't do it, fuckhole! Keep it going."
"Fuck that feels so good! Go on, gooner, you know you need to cum."
"What a failure. I knew you couldn't hack it."
"Cum! Cum! Cum!"
The taunting seemed to inflame the girl's desire, making her continually push herself to the edge, deny her orgasm, and then repeat the process. Rachel watched as each time she neared the edge, her tummy would tighten and her hips would tremble, pushing against the toy as her body craved the release. Through some effort of will, though, the girl would stop, panting and shaking, until the feeling would pass.
A white timer at the top of the screen read, "Twelve hours, fourteen minutes," and kept climbing. Suddenly, the vibrator was tugged away from her and the girl gasped as a man crawled between her legs and pushed his penis into her roughly. The girl wailed in defeat and immediately had a tremendous orgasm as the girls all laughed at her and called her a failure, making little sounds of pity as the girl came.
Something about this video, the way the girl tried so hard, did so well, and then had her will broken through no fault of her own did something to Rachel and she cried out, humping the vibrator as she came along with the girl. Lucy groped her tits and held her. As she began to cum, though, Lucy pulled the vibrator away, making Rachel whine as the big orgasm that she knew she should have had was ruined, giving her only the mildest of reprieves.
"That's it, slut," Lucy whispered to her, "Get your little cummy. Not too much, now. We have to go shopping for some new toys."
Rachel whined, wishing that Lucy would put the vibrator against her again and let her finish. At the same time, the fuck-fog in her head felt incredible, making her confused and unsure what she really wanted. Her body yearned to cum, but her brain wanted to prolong this feeling as long as she could. Lucy fished the egg out of her cunt and pulled the soaked panties from her mouth.
She pushed Rachel to the side, then clicked something on the egg, setting it to the lowest level. The egg went back into Rachel's cunt, and then Lucy slid the dirty panties up her sister's legs before helping her to stand. Finally, another strip of tape went around her waist, keeping the panties in place.
"Perfect," Lucy said, stepping back to admire her handiwork, "Let's get dressed. I want to get some new things we can play with."
Rachel nodded her foggy head and trudged down to her room, the egg humming away inside of her and making her body tingle. While Rachel dressed, Lucy made a call. Not having a job, and the majority of her time spent watching pornography, Lucy wasn't exactly flush with cash. She did, however, have a regular stream of guys that she would sneak into the house, who would give her money for a hot fuck or some slutty head.
She raked in additional money when she allowed them to film it, and a bit more from selling the videos and pictures on her own accounts. It was a livable wage, but nothing compared to what she knew she was about to start earning, now that Rachel was involved. Every perv in the world would want to watch two sisters going at it, and as pliable as Rachel was, Lucy felt certain that it wouldn't be long before the content was going to get much, much hotter.
***
Chapter Five: Things to Put up Your Cunt
Once Lucy had prepared them breakfast, the two girls waited for Lucy's arranged ride to pick them up. Lucy couldn't wait for the day when she could get her own car, and as she made out with Rachel and idly stroked her cunt, she knew that it wouldn't be long. Rachel felt very nervous about getting into a car with a strange man, but since it was a friend of Lucy's she supposed it would be alright. She just hoped that they would get back before their mother came home from work, so she wouldn't have to explain where they'd been. It felt very naughty to keep a secret.
A man about Lucy's age pulled his car into the driveway, and Lucy held Rachel's hand comfortingly as they left the house. Lucy got into the front with the man, while Rachel slid silently into the back, a knot of worry breaking through the sexy haze in her head. The man seemed nice enough, though, and he even gave Lucy some money, which her sister tucked into her purse. What happened next, though, shocked Rachel more than all the things she'd learned in the last day.
As the man pulled the car out of the driveway, Lucy whispered something in his ear that made him chuckle, and then her sister put her head in the man's lap. Rachel heard the sound of a zipper. A moment later, wet smacking and slurping sounds issued from the front seat and Rachel knew that her sister had the man's penis in her mouth, just like the girls in the videos. The man kept stealing little glances in the rearview mirror, where Rachel squirmed as she tried to see what was happening.
"It's okay," the man said, his cheeks red, "You can lean over the seat and watch. Your sister's quite the cock sucker."
She heard Lucy groan pleasurably at the dirty words. Ever curious, Rachel leaned forward and looked over the bench seat. Her sister bobbed her head up and down on the man's wet penis, eagerly swallowing the length of it as she moaned. The man rested his hand on Lucy's head, groaned to himself as her sister sucked and slurped for several minutes.
"Jesus fuck!" the man said suddenly, and the hand on the wheel gripped it tighter. He grunted and then Rachel heard Lucy gulping, swallowing the white goo that she'd seen the men splattering the girls in the videos with. Rachel watched, eyes wide as her sister drained the man's penis. Lucy sat up and wiped at her mouth, grinning happily to herself as she licked her lips.
"You want to taste?" Lucy asked her.
Rachel hesitated, but her fucking curious head wouldn't let her say no. She leaned a bit more forward and then Lucy kissed her over the seat, easing her cummy tongue into Rachel's mouth and sharing the leftovers with her. Rachel felt very hot and dirty as she tasted the slightly salty spunk on her sister's tongue, but the vibrating egg in her pussy was really making her feel great and the near-orgasmic haze in her head made her feel like this was the right thing to do. It didn't taste bad, she decided, and kissing her sister was a lot of fun. Having the man watch them kiss, also, made her feel very warm and fuzzy.



The man, whom Lucy called Luke, pulled the car into the lot of a store with blacked-out windows. The sign above the place read 2Nasty. Rachel had never heard of it, but then, Rachel had not heard about much. The little egg in her cunt buzzed away happily, keeping her wet and aroused as Lucy led them into the store. Luke wandered off, leaving Lucy and Rachel to peruse the strange merchandise. Everything inside seemed alien to Rachel.
There were some things she recognized from her recent experiences with Lucy, but most of the things were a mystery. She guessed that they were the kinds of toys that adult women played with. Lucy stopped them in front of a rack filled with fake penises in varying sizes and shapes. Next to these, Rachel saw several of the vibrating toys that Lucy had used on her, as well.
Lucy whirled Rachel into her arms, sliding her hands around the younger girl's body and cupping her breasts as she leaned in to whisper, "One day, soon, we'll be able to get lots of them," one of her hands slid down Rachel's body to cup her twat, "I'll teach you how to be so good and we can play all the time. We'll do things that make you feel amazing with all these toys, and your sexy cunny will so fucking hot and horny all the time, just like it's supposed to."
She rubbed vigorously at Rachel's cunt, making her tremble in aroused embarrassment. She'd thought that girls only did things like that in their room, but clearly she was wrong. Lucy seemed to think that it was okay to do it in public, too, but Rachel felt very scared that someone else would see and think that it was weird. A girl at the end of the aisle did notice, and she was watching the two of them as she touched her own cunt under her skirt. Rachel supposed that it was normal, after all. This is just what women did.
"No cummies," Lucy hissed in her ear, "Just keep your cunt happy and hot so it's always ready to play, okay?"
Rachel nodded, her face flushed as the other girl watched, keeping her own cunt happy and ready to play. Lucy looked the toys over and asked, "Is there anything that looks like fun to you?"
Rachel wasn't certain. All of the toys were something new. She didn't understand their purpose, beyond simulating sex things, like she'd seen in the videos. Her eyes scanned the fake penises, finally falling on one that had two heads. The toy was very long, pink, and had little glittering sparkles all along the length. Lucy followed Rachel's gaze and she felt her sister nod, approvingly.
"That's a good choice, slut," Lucy said softly and Rachel shook, "We can have a lot of fun with that."
Lucy let her go and removed the toy from the rack, then took Rachel's hand and let her down the aisle. The girl at the end of the aisle reached out her hand and pressed something into Lucy's palm as they passed. Lucy stopped, looked at the folded note, and then smiled at the girl. She said nothing, only winked, and then they passed by.
"What was it?" Rachel asked as Lucy pulled her down another aisle, this one filled with all kinds of straps, harnesses, leather things and other oddities.
"It was her number," Lucy said, "I think she wants to hook up with you, or maybe just watch you play with your cunt."
"Me?" Rachel asked.
"Yeah! You're so cute. All the girls will want to play with your cunt. All the boys, too. Once I teach you enough, we'll see about that, okay?"
Rachel nodded uncertainly, wondering how she'd have ever figured this all out without Lucy. Her sister picked out a couple of other items that Rachel didn't recognize. One was a strap with a metal ring in it, while another had some kind of little red ball on it. Another just seemed like a collection of nylon straps with little padded things on the end.
Rachel, ever curious, wondered how Lucy would use those to make her cunt hot and happy. The final item was another fake penis, but this one was attached to an odd assortment of nylon straps. Lucy found Luke, browsing a wall of toys that looked like rubber cunts. He selected one, then the three of them went to the counter, where Luke paid for everything and handed Lucy the bag filled with their toys.
Rachel followed Lucy and her friend from the store, where Luke drove the girls back home. Rachel felt weird when Luke followed them inside, and when Lucy saw her glancing nervously at the man she said, "Luke was very nice to buy us all those new toys. When people are kind to you, it's nice to return the favor, right?"
Rachel nodded. It was nice to return favors to people. Even she knew that.
"Since I don't have a lot of money, but I have a very sexy and useful pussy, that's what I'm going to use to pay Luke back for his kindness," Lucy explained, "Women with sexy pussies, like us, are most useful when we're providing pleasure. Remember all the girls in the videos?"
Rachel nodded, her heart thudding in her chest as Lucy continued, "The things they do are just what women are useful for. You, too. I know it's scary, because it's so new, but I'm going to let you watch what I do with Luke, so you can learn how to do it right, okay?"
Rachel's warm head and warmer cunt felt very excited by this idea. She was going to learn something important by watching Lucy. Once they were in Lucy's room, her sister began to kiss her softly as Luke undressed himself, wordlessly. Rachel squirmed in her arms as Lucy pulled Rachel's top off of her, exposing her small tits to Luke's excited gaze. It seemed very naughty, but with the little egg still buzzing in her cunt, Rachel's overexcited mind just went with it, allowing Lucy to teach her this important step in becoming an adult.
Lucy slipped off Rachel's skirt, then shed her own clothes, leading Rachel to the bed, where she laid her down. Rachel flushed as Luke watched Lucy pick up the white vibrator and turn it on. She handed it to Rachel and said, "Just like we do together, okay? It's just like when we watch the videos."
Rachel nodded and pressed the toy against her cunt, the added vibration from the vibrating instantly mingling with the egg in her pussy, making her pant and twitch as she humped the toy, then pulled it away before she could orgasm. She let herself calm down as Lucy laid back on the bed next to her and Luke climbed on top of her sister. Rachel toyed herself again as Luke straddled Lucy's chest and pushed his hard penis into her sister's mouth.
Lucy groaned happily, Luke pushing his swollen member between her lips as Lucy's hands cupped his naked ass and urged him to push it deeper. He obliged, causing Lucy to gag as his entire shaft disappeared into her. Rachel backed off, mauling one of her breasts. It really was like the videos, but so much better. She couldn't believe she was actually watching it happen.
Luke fucked his cock in and out of Lucy's sucking mouth for a few minutes, groaning to himself as Lucy rubbed her cunt. The wet, squishing sounds under the noise of the vibrating toy did something weird to Rachel's head, making the hot feeling grow more intense. She thought she might cum, so she backed off again and watched Luke pull his wet penis from Lucy's mouth and move between her legs.
"Don't make me cum," Lucy said, "Good girls don't cum."
Luke pressed the head of his penis to Lucy's cunt and Rachel swallowed hard, sitting herself up against the pillows so she could get a better view. Luke pushed his cock into Lucy and she shook, biting her lip and moaning loudly. Rachel pressed the toy to her clit and pinched her nipple, gasping at the little spike of pain as Lucy's legs encircled Luke's waist.
Luke began to hump his prick into Lucy in hard, short thrusts that made Lucy's big breasts jiggle wildly. He put his tongue into Lucy's mouth and the wet smacking of their lips over the sound of the wet slapping sounds made Rachel pull the vibrator off her clit so she wouldn't cum. The need in her pussy was intense and she found it difficult to pull the toy away.
"Fucking slut," Luke hissed, and Lucy's body quaked. Luke slapped her across the face and Lucy moaned loudly, her hips pumping hard against Luke's thrusting.
"I'm gonna cum!" Lucy said, "Pull it out! Don't let me cum!"
Luke complied, his face red, and pulled his wet penis from Lucy's pussy. The man spread her legs further, then pushed them back with his hands and drove his prick into Lucy's bottom, making her yelp.
"Fucking whore," he growled, "That's what you like, huh? You like being a cock hole?"
"Fuck yeah!" Lucy hissed, "Put it anywhere you want, baby. Fuck me, but don't let me cum!"
Luke began to roughly thrust his penis into Lucy's ass, making her squeal. She held her legs back to give me access, her tits wobbling back and forth as he gave her a few more hard thrusts and then groaned.
Lucy's legs shook and she bit her lip, holding in the need to cum. Luke stayed buried in her bottom for a moment, breathing hard as his hands stroked Lucy's body. Finally, he pulled his penis free and Lucy let her legs down. Luke mounted her chest again and shoved his penis back into her mouth, gripping her hair tightly as he pulled her head down the length of his cock.
"That's it, bitch," he said, "clean up that dick."
Rachel pressed the vibrator to her cunt again as she watched Lucy suck the man. When Luke seemed satisfied, he extracted his cock and gave Lucy one wet smack against her cheek with it, smearing her face with the remains of their dirty copulation.
"Call me if you need another favor," he said, dismounting and pulling on his clothes. Lucy turned to Rachel as Luke let himself out, pushing her tongue into Rachel's mouth and tugging at her nipples until Rachel squealed in pain.
Lucy relented, taking the vibrator from Rachel and replacing it with her tongue. Rachel gasped and then went wild as Lucy sucked at her cunt, the vibrating egg making it nearly impossible not to cum as her sister's tongue squirmed between her legs.
"Lucy!" Rachel gasped, "I'm gonna... gonna cum!" Rachel cried.
Lucy stopped her frantic tongue fucking, and slapped Rachel's cunt hard, making her yelp. The impending orgasm faded with the sting of Lucy's hand.
"Good girl," Lucy said, "You're so good, Rachel."
Her sister held her and stroked her hair, nipping lovingly at her neck as Rachel's confused head whirled with all the new things that were suddenly happening.
***
Chapter Six: New Toys
Rachel sat through dinner, feeling very anxious about the little vibrating egg stuffed in her twat, sure that their mother was going to hear the little thing humming away inside of her. Mother did not notice, though. As usual, their mother picked silently at the food Lucy had prepared, and then excused herself to swallow sleeping pills, before drinking herself into a depressed stupor in her bedroom. Rachel, her pussy very happy at being kept wet, could not wait to see what Lucy would teach her next.
Curious about the new toys they'd obtained from the dirty sex shop, Rachel eagerly followed Lucy into her bedroom, where her sister snuggled close to her, nude, on the bed and began to kiss her. Lucy's hands caressed her skin, cupping Rachel's bottom, toying with her tiny asshole, something that made Rachel squeak into her mouth. When Lucy parted her legs and rubbed at her cunt, Rachel responded with a delirious little moan that made Lucy's own pussy throb needily.
Lucy had never before fucked for an audience, even an audience of one. Letting Luke use her in front of her little sister had switched up Lucy's perversity another notch, and she kept replaying the scene in her head. It had been so filthy, laying on her back, letting the man spread her legs, and then whoring herself out for his pleasure, while Rachel toyed with her cunt and watched. She regretted not recording it with the webcam, but there would be other opportunities. Now, she had other fun things that she wanted to introduce Rachel to.
In watching the various porno videos, Lucy had come to the conclusion that Rachel most enjoyed the degrading, mean girl porn. For whatever reason, Rachel pictured herself as one of the girls being abused by the mean girls. Each time one of these videos played, her sister's inexperience little pussy would start working itself into a frenzy. Lucy, for her part, also enjoyed watching the little sluts in the videos get used like sex dolls, but in her own imagination she was the mean girl, controlling the submissive slut. Having her own slut, Rachel, was perfect! If Rachel wanted to get off to mean girl porn, Lucy was going to make it happen for her. It just had to be done in steps.
"You've been keeping your pussy wet and happy," Lucy said, breathily, breaking the kiss.
"Uh huh," Rachel replied, looking at her sister with wide eyes as Lucy coated her fingers in the sticky secretions from Rachel's cunt.
Lucy brought her fingers to Rachel's mouth and pushed them inside, smiling as her sister licked the taste of her own pussy from them. She followed this by pushing her tongue back into Rachel's mouth and pulling on her nipple roughly, making Rachel squeal. She was delighted as Rachel shook with pleasure at the pain in her tit. Rachel dipped her hand between her legs and rubbed at her cunt, ensure it stayed happy, just as Lucy had taught her.
Lucy broke away and located the white vibrator, flicked it on, and passed it to Rachel.
"Play with your cunt while I get some things ready, alright?"
Rachel nodded, accepting the vibrator, settling back against the pillows, and pushing the toy against her fuckhole as Lucy worked at the laptop. Having only had her one, ruined orgasm earlier in the day, Rachel found it very hard not to make herself cum, but she was determined to do it right. If she was good, if she didn't cum, then maybe Lucy would put her tongue into her cunt again. That had been better than any of the toys, even though Rachel felt that it probably wasn't something that they should be doing.
Being naked with her sister, letting Lucy touch her and kiss her, had been naughty, but allowing Lucy to put her tongue between her legs and lick her had felt doubly so. It crossed the line into real incest, she knew, but it had really made her pussy wet and happy, which she knew was the most important thing. That's what Lucy had taught her. Not to disobey her cunt. It should always be happy, excited, and getting what it needed.
Lucy finished what she was doing on the laptop and moved back, picking up one of the new toys from her nightstand. This one was the little strap with the red ball. It was a gag ball, like the one she'd seen some of the girls wearing in the videos. Rachel's eyes shifted from the ball, to Lucy, then to the screen, where she saw another girl with two toys, playing with her cunt. One of the toys was clipped to the girl's finger, and she was vibrating it against her clit, while she pushed the other inside of her cunt.
The girl shook and moaned, as she stared into the camera.
This was different though. The girl in the video was looking at her, looking at Rachel. It wasn't a video. It was another girl, and she was playing with her pussy as she watched Rachel play with her own pussy.
"Lucy it's -" Rachel began to say, but Lucy put the gag ball into her mouth and snapped the strap behind her head, muffling whatever Rachel had been about to say.
Lucy picked up another toy, this one the collection of nylon straps with the fake penis attached to them. She put the straps around herself, and cinched them into place. Rachel pulled the toy away from her cunt before she could cum, shaking, watching the fake penis bobbing up and down. Lucy got behind her, in the familiar position that Rachel had become used to, in which Rachel rested against her sister's bare breasts. The girl moaned loudly as she watched Lucy position the fake penis between Rachel's spread legs, where it settled between her wet labia, stretching them to either side of the rubber shaft.
Lucy gripped one of Rachel's tits in her hand, then took the white vibrator away. She set it aside, then spread Rachel's pussy and took hold of the little lead on the egg in her cunt, pulled it free with a wet smack, and then Rachel felt very empty.
The egg had been in her cunt nearly the whole day, and it had begun to feel very normal having the vibrations constantly teasing her twat. Without it, she felt strange. To compensate for the sudden void, Rachel found herself sliding her cunt along the length of the rubber shaft as she watched the girl on the screen shove the toy inside her cunt.
"Good girl," Lucy whispered in her ear as she squeezed her breast, "Watch your friend. Look at how much fun she's having with her cunt, just like you."
Rachel did watch, reflexively rubbing her pussy along the fake penis, the little ridges stimulating her clit as the girl on the screen moaned.
"Did you like watching Luke fuck me?" Lucy asked.
Rachel groaned, remembering the sight of her sister's legs pushed back as the man roughly shoved his cock into her, slapped her face and called her names.
"I was such good girl for him, wasn't I?"
"Uh huh," Rachel mumbled through the gag.
Seeing it happen, right in front of her, had gotten Rachel so excited. It was better than the videos, because it had been real, scary, but so oddly exciting. Lucy had been good for him, allowing Luke to use her helpful pussy to take care of his cock. Rachel felt so glad that Lucy had shown her how to be good, and even though it was frightening, she wanted to try it for herself someday.
Rachel's pussy slid along the length of the penis, but when she moved too far along it, the head of the toy slipped into the entrance to her wet pussy, making Rachel suddenly freeze and gasp. The fake penis was in her pussy! Just a little bit, spreading the entrance to her hole, but it was a new sensation. Lucy reached between her legs and took hold of the cock, wiggled it, and a little bit more slipped inside of Rachel. She moaned into the gag and her body shook. She bit down on the little ball, holding back the urge to cum from the exciting new feeling of the fake penis pressing into her.
Lucy squeezed her boob. The girl on the screen trembled, her body sweating as she fucked herself with her toy and continued to rub her clit with the little vibrating ring. Lucy wiggled the cock again, and this time Rachel moved herself back, her eyes glazing over. She let out a long, slutty moan into her gag as the fake penis slid inside of her pussy.
"Good girl," Lucy hissed, "Fuck your cock for me."
Rachel shuddered. Slowly, she pushed herself up onto her knees a bit, settled the fake penis at a better angle, and then sat herself back down, letting the length of the toy burrow more deeply into her happy cunt. Lucy held her hips as Rachel slowly took the toy into her, the little ridges sending pricks of pleasure through her as the stiff tube spread the inner walls of her cunt wider, giving her a new kind of pleasure that she'd never imagined could be possible, despite all the new things she'd learned.
Mimicking what she'd seen in the videos, Rachel raised herself onto her knees again, then sank down, fucking the length of the toy into her cunt and trembling at the feeling as the shaft of it split her pussy walls apart. She squeaked as the head of the toy pushed so deeply into her, Lucy's hands resting on her hips, guiding her up again, then down, until Rachel found a rhythm that she really enjoyed. She watched the girl on the screen begin to fuck her own pussy harder, faster, and then she found herself copying the other girl's rhythm, syncing her movements. Soon, they were watching one another, fucking their toys for the pleasure of the other.
Rachel watched the girl's cum, wet and shiny, coating the strange girl's cunt lips and toys. Rachel began to rub her little fuck button as she rode Lucy's cock, her eyes locked on the girl's. There was something so intensely exciting about the other girl watching her, like Rachel was sharing this sexy moment with her, as though their shared love of their cunts was an unspoken bond, fueling their excitement.



"Fuck it," the girl rasped, "fuck your cock."
Rachel moaned, her pace increasing, a new and different kind of orgasm building up inside of her, like, yet unlike those she'd experienced with the vibrator. She was going to cum. She shouldn't cum. Would Lucy be mad? Good girls don't cum.
"Huh! Gba cm!" Rachel mumbled, but Lucy didn't stop her.
Her sister gripped her hips tighter and began to hump the fake penis into Rachel's body, setting off the orgasm she'd been holding back. Rachel cupped her own breast in one hand and wildly frigged her clit with the other as Lucy pumped the cock into her, making Rachel's eyes roll back into her head as the feelings overwhelmed her. She grunted like an animal and began to quiver. The orgasm swept through her, and then the girl on the screen joined her, squealing and humping her toy as Rachel bucked and rode the cock, her pussy gripping the shaft of it as she came.
Lucy groaned, herself, wishing she could touch her own cunt, but she was more practiced at denying the urge. She wanted Rachel to experience this, to allow her sister to feel what it was like to cum with a cock inside of her, further cementing her dedication to the pleasure. After a whole day of denial, Rachel was so keyed up that Lucy knew just how much relief that feeling would bring. Afterwards, though, Rachel would think about it. She'd love it. She'd want more, and then she'd come back to Lucy to learn.
The girl on the screen slumped, her body shining with perspiration as she continued to touch her clit, causing little shivers of pleasure to run through her body, keeping her pussy happy and wet. Rachel slumped, as well, little aftershocks of pleasure rippling through her, reluctant to remove the cock from her hole.
It felt so nice to have her cunt full again, after spending all day with the egg in it. Lucy rolled Rachel onto her side. The girl on the laptop switched off her camera and the screen went black. The toy still pushed into her fuckhole, Lucy cradled Rachel in her arms and stroked her hair, kissed her neck.
"Good girl," Lucy said, "You were so good to your pussy."
Rachel felt sleepy now, her head filled with a pleasant glow, little stars bursting behind her eyelids as Lucy gently fucked the penis in and out of her, keeping her pussy wet and happy.
***
Chapter Seven: Pornosexual
Rachel's tutor, Ms. Gleeson, was a beak-nosed, gray-haired woman with a nervous air about her. This was because Ms. Gleeson was always concerned with being politically correct toward other people. She did not want people to have the impression that she was a bigot, a racist, or a homophobe.
She was none of those things, but she wanted to ensure that she was never accused of those things, either. To that end, she made certain to use people's preferred gender pronouns, only the acceptable forms of racial identifiers, and never made a comment that could be viewed as judgmental.
Ms. Gleeson had, also, been Lucy's tutor. Lucy was a smart girl, but a frustrating girl, because Lucy had a mean streak in her and constantly challenged everything that Ms. Gleeson tried to teach her. It was while working with Lucy, that Ms. Gleeson had been introduced to yet another term that she did not want to risk offending anyone by misusing or judging. Pornosexual.
Lucy had engaged Ms. Gleeson, during her time as her tutor, in a discussion about sexuality. Ms. Gleeson did not want to have this conversation, but since she'd told Lucy every topic deserved to be conversed about, explored, and discussed, she had, reluctantly, talked to her about it. Lucy had identified herself as a pornosexual, someone who was sexually attracted to pornography. In strict terms, this was not exactly true, as Lucy did love sex with people and found other people to be sexually arousing. She was just more aroused by edging herself to hardcore pornography than anything else in life.
So it was that, on Monday morning, when Rachel met with Ms. Gleeson for her lessons, the tutor was filled with a sense of anxiousness when Lucy decided to join them at the table.
"Hello, Lucy," Ms. Gleeson said, politely.
"Ms. Gleeson," Lucy said, seating herself, "I'd like to sit in, if you don't mind, because I think there's something important that you need to know, to help Rachel with her studies."
"What would that be?" Ms. Gleeson asked.
"You helped me so well, after we discussed my sexuality, and tailored the lessons to a way that I could benefit from them," Lucy said, smirking, enjoying Ms. Gleeson's nervous shifting, "That I thought you should know that Rachel is the same. Rachel is a pornosexual."
Ms. Gleeson blushed. She had not enjoyed the way that Lucy had made her alter her lesson plans, to include references to sex and pornography, in order to help Lucy learn the material. She was, also, not happy about the fact that she might have to do it again. However, she did not want anyone to think that she was being judgmental. She, further, believed, rightly, that people who identified their sexuality in this fashion deserved support, too, and that it was important that they not feel isolated or outcast, simply because they had different needs.
"Is that so, Rachel?" Ms. Gleeson asked.
Rachel, who sat at the table for her lessons, her cunt stuffed with the vibrating egg, and not having orgasmed since yesterday, nodded her head and agreed, "I really like porno. It makes me feel good."
"Does your mother know about this?" Ms. Gleeson asked, putting the question to both of them.
Rachel shook her head and said, "My mom will think I'm weird, if I tell her."
Lucy nodded, pleased that Rachel was following her instructions, and added, "You know how my mom was, when she found out about me. She still hates me and thinks I'm gross."
Ms. Gleeson's heart went out to the girls. The tutor had children of her own, and all of them were different. She had a son who was gay, a daughter who was lesbian, and another son that had become a daughter. Ms. Gleeson had seen, first-hand, the judgement and the disgust that some people had shown to her children, who she loved, and she did not like Lucy's mother's attitude toward Lucy's desire to be a pornosexual. So, Ms. Gleeson had never told their mother about the tailored lessons that she'd created for Lucy. Now, she would have to do it again, and she didn't like it, but her primary concern was teaching, educating, and encouraging people to be who they wanted to be.
"Well, I guess we can keep this between us, then," Ms. Gleeson said, "but I don't have any special lessons prepared right now. I'll bring along some of the material Lucy and I used, the next time I'm over. Would that be alright, Rachel?"
Rachel nodded, grateful that Lucy had taken the time to explain her newfound sexuality to Ms. Gleeson, because Rachel felt that it was embarrassing to have to discuss it. Lucy understood how to say it right, and Rachel knew that if she'd tried to explain it, she'd have just sounded like some kind of weirdo. Weirder, even, than she already was. Lucy didn't think she was weird though, and she was glad that Ms. Gleeson didn't think so, either.
"I'll leave you to the lessons," Lucy said, and retreated to her room.
Lucy stripped herself and got onto the bed, pushing the end of a vibrator into her aroused twat to keep herself stimulated, then went to work on the new accounts she'd set up. The latest video, uploaded the prior evening, had proven quite popular. As she'd expected, watching a girl get fucked by her strap-on-wearing sister had proven to be a great lure, and eager perverts the world over had been happy to part with a little bit of money in exchange for the dirty video. The fact that she was exploiting her sister's naivety didn't seem wrong to Lucy. She was helping Rachel learn, and Rachel would be sharing in the rewards with her, as they made this venture successful.
Lucy opened a second window, moved it to the corner of the screen, and watched a playlist of bukkake porn while she worked. Occasionally, she would pause in her work, press the white vibrator to her clit, and watch the girls in the videos get their faces plastered with cum, as she worked herself up to the edge. Then, the dirty image in her head, she continued to edit and upload new stills and videos from the previous evening's session with Rachel.
After allowing Rachel to cum on the fake cock, they'd taken a brief nap, but then they'd played, long into the night. Lucy was, now, editing a video in which she'd put the gag ball into Rachel's mouth and used one of her scarves to put around Rachel's neck, like a leash. She'd, also, placed a cute, cat ear headband on her, then tied Rachel's hands behind her back.
In the video, she watched Rachel's face, which was toward the laptop camera, her eyes rolled up in her head, drooling around the gag. Rachel was pushed down on the bed, her ass up, and behind her, Lucy fucked the fake cock into Rachel's pussy and pressed the vibrator against her anus. She held the leash in her hand, giving it a gentle tug each time Rachel's body began to shake as she neared an orgasm. At this point, Lucy removed the vibrator and pulled the length of the fake penis from her sister, until she'd calmed down.
Then, when the need to orgasm had passed, the vibrator rubbed against her butthole once more, and the thick, fake cock would slide back into her pussy, where Lucy would slowly, tortuously pump the length of it into her sister, until the process repeated itself. Though the audience could not see it, Rachel watched the computer screen, where a long list of pornography played. Lucy had set this up, so that Rachel would be inundated with more mean girl porn, her favorite kind.
The playlist featured videos of girls taunting other girls as they masturbated, while trying not to orgasm. Other videos showed girls bound and gagged, just like Rachel, as they were pounded roughly in their ass or pussy. All of these videos included the common element of a mean girl, berating or teasing the girl as she was fucked, calling her names, slapping her, or forcing the girl to eat her cunt. Rachel found these videos fascinating, her pussy getting so wet as the submissive girls took this demeaning treatment, orgasming from it, even when they cried or struggled.
Lucy extracted several stills from the video, uploaded them to the free channels, and posted the finished video to the paid account. The channels, new as they were, weren't producing the riches that Lucy knew would come, but they were gaining traction. By the time she'd finished her work, Lucy was incredibly horny. She enlarged her porn window, and then spent some time losing herself in the bukkake porn, while she alternated rubbing her clit with the vibrator, and then pinching it painfully, until her legs were shaking with the need to orgasm.
She took a pair of clips from her nightstand, put them on her nipples, squealing at the familiar pain, and let the need fade, before attacking her twat with the vibrator again. By the time her alarm went off, Lucy's pussy was a sopping mess of need. She had to do her duty, though, and threw on a pair of loose pants and a shirt, before going down to start putting together dinner.
She found Rachel at the table, Ms. Gleeson just having left, staring dumbly at a half-finished paper. Horned-up and on edge, Lucy tilted Rachel's head up and began to kiss her and molest her tits as Rachel moaned, rubbing at her vibrating twat through her pants.
"Lucy," Rachel said, pulling away, "It's really hard to study with the egg in. Can I take it out while I do my homework?"
"You did really good, keeping it in all day," Lucy said, nodding, "So, sure. We can take it out. But you'll have to wear the butt plug, instead."
Rachel hadn't liked the butt plug, at first, but Lucy said it was important to train her ass to play, just like her pussy. Thankfully, the plug she'd worn all night, in concert with the vibrator, had been well lubricated. Having them both in, while she tried to sleep, though, had been agonizing.
Lucy had, of course, secured them in with the tape, so Rachel had no choice but to allow the egg to vibrate her cunt all night, which also vibrated the plug stuffed in her butt. She hadn't slept much, and they'd stayed up very late, so Rachel was too tired to protest.
She followed Lucy up to Lucy's room, where her sister pulled off Rachel's pants, extracted the egg, and then pushed her tongue against Rachel's fuckbox and licked at the sexy wetness that had accumulated through the day. This was, perhaps, one of Rachel's favorite things. The fake penis felt wonderful, too, but having Lucy lick her cunt for her made Rachel think of all the dirty movies, with the mean girls that made the other girls lick their cunts, and she fantasized about Lucy tying her up and making her lick cunt, too. The idea was embarrassing and arousing, which Rachel found confusing.
Once Rachel was on the verge of her orgasm, Lucy stopped and propped her up on the bed, in view of the camera, then lubed up her asshole with her fingers. The butt plug went in next, spreading her sister's anus open for the camera as Rachel moaned. Once the plug was in, Lucy gave her pussy a few more licks as a reward, before the two of them went back downstairs. Rachel returned to her assignment, now even hornier, her bottom wiggling in the chair as she did her work and Lucy made dinner.
***
Chapter Eight: Tongue-Tied
Rachel had been flushed and horny all through dinner, the butt plug in her anus as they ate the meal in silence. Their mother was always quiet these days, preferring to sulk through Lucy's meals, then retire to her wine and sleeping pills. Before doing so, each time, she gave Rachel a quick hug and stroked her hair, wordlessly. Lucy, she fixed with a disgusted glare.
Following dinner, with their mother drinking herself into a pill-induced slumber, Rachel asked her sister, "Lucy, why is mom always sad?"
Lucy turned and put her arms around the younger girl, cradling her head to her breasts.
"She has it tough, since dad left. She just works really hard. When people work themselves to death, like she does, it makes them miserable. That's why it's important to do something that you love and that you're good at, so that you don't end up sad and alone, like mom."
"I don't want to be like that," Rachel said.
"You won't be. You'll always have me. Mom loves you, too. She's just lost," Lucy said.
"Lost?"
"She doesn't have anything but her jobs and she's depressed. We're going to help her, though," Lucy explained.
"How?" Rachel asked, the warmth of her sister's embrace and stroking of her hair a comfort.
"By taking care of ourselves, so she doesn't have to work so hard," Lucy said, "Everything runs on money, and we don't have enough. What you and I are doing, though, it isn't just for fun."
"It isn't?"
"No. Lots of girls, like us, make tons of money just from having fun and letting other people watch it. Like the girl that watched you the other day. That was fun, wasn't it?" Lucy asked.
Rachel nodded. It had been fun and exciting, having the other girl watch her get the fake penis fucked into her cunt. The masturbating girl, getting hot and playing with herself as Rachel watched her, had done something different than the porno.
The porno was still great, but the idea that a live person was actually watching it all happen, or that Rachel herself could see a real person doing the same thing, had made Rachel's pussy gush each time she remembered it. Lucy had explained that Rachel was a submissive exhibitionist. That meant that she was turned on by showing herself off, but that she also liked to let other people decide how she should do it.
Rachel thought that sounded right. When she watched the porno with Lucy, the mean girl videos were always what she looked forward to. The way the girls allowed the mean girls to tie them up, to decide how they should be allowed to cum, or if they should cum at all, made Rachel feel flushed and hot. More and more, she imagined herself being one of those girls, having her legs or arms tied as a mean girl called her names and laughed at her.
She'd thought, once, that she was weird for having those feelings. Lucy had told her, though, that it was very normal. There were a lot of girls like that, and Rachel knew that was true, because there were so many videos of it. Her fantasies of these events now, almost exclusively, focused on Lucy doing these things to her. She thought, maybe, that it was because Lucy was the only person that she had actually done anything with.
Lucy let her go and said, "Before I started helping you learn, I got some money from letting people watch me. If we let people watch us together, though, we'll make lots more money. If we do that, then we'll be self-sufficient, and mom won't have to work so hard to take care of us. It will make her happier if she knows that you'll be alright. That's all she cares about."
"She cares about you, too," Rachel said, sitting on the bed.
Lucy laughed and said, "She's a mom. She feels obligated, but she doesn't give a shit about me. That's okay, though. I didn't do anything to deserve her giving a shit about me. I made it hard for her and she hates me for it."
Rachel saw something in her sister that she hadn't ever observed. Lucy seemed sad, too. It passed in a second though, and then Lucy was her normal self, smiling in that dark and crooked way that always made Rachel squirm.
"Enough of that bullshit," Lucy said, "I want to teach you something new. Would you like to learn?"
Rachel nodded, pushing away the worry. She trusted that Lucy knew what to do. If Lucy had a plan, then that was good. Besides, Rachel wanted to take the plug out of her ass and her cunt needed to be played with, because it was being very insistent.
Lucy brought up her browser with a playlist and motioned Rachel toward her. Rachel crawled across the bed and Lucy stripped off her sister's top, cupping Rachel's tits in her hands and giving them a squeeze that made Rachel moan. Lucy kissed her as she groped her breasts and Rachel began to tremble as the heat in her pussy increased. Lucy, hovering over her, touching her, pushing her tongue into her mouth as Rachel sat on her knees, made her feel small, like she was some kind of toy for her sister to do whatever she pleased with.
Lucy pulled back, shucked off her robe and let it drop to the floor. She opened the bedside table and came out with two lengths of soft cord. The first of these, she wrapped around Rachel's wrists, securing them behind her back. Then, she lay Rachel on her stomach, her tits pressed into the mattress, and Lucy wrapped the other cord around her ankles. The final length of this cord, she wrapped through the first, bending Rachel's knees backward, so that her feet nearly touched her arms.
With her limbs restrained, Lucy turned Rachel toward the laptop screen and started the videos. As Rachel watched, the first of the mean girls began to taunt her tied slut, calling her names as she pushed a long, fake cock into the girl's butt. Lucy positioned herself behind her sister. Rachel quietly moaned and shook as Lucy took up the vibrator, flipped it on, and pressed it against her clit.
Rachel felt like the girl on the screen, her pussy hot as she imagined what she must look like, tied and being toyed by a mean girl, just like the videos. As the vibrator sent shocks of pleasure into her body, Rachel squirmed and watched the other tied girl in the video get her bottom stuffed with the fake penis.
"That make's Lucy's slut so happy, doesn't it," Lucy said, rubbing the vibrator along Rachel's slit, then returning it to her clit.
"Yes!" Rachel agreed.
"Is that what you want me to do to you, slut?" Lucy asked, "Do you want me to be your mean girl?"




"I... I... Yes," Rachel agreed.
"Do you want me to tease your pussy for you? Do you want me to make you a little butt whore, just like that?"
Rachel shook and shivered, imagining Lucy removing the plug and pushing the fake penis into her ass, like the girl in the video.
"Yes!" she said.
Lucy kept up the teasing on Rachel's clit for long minutes as the videos played, occasionally giving the plug in her ass a good shake that nearly made Rachel orgasm. Only, Lucy wouldn't let her. Each time Lucy stopped vibrating her cunt, Rachel could hear her sister put the vibrator against her own pussy, before returning it to Rachel's. Something about having her sister sharing the toy, sharing her sexy pussy cream with her through the toy made Rachel feel even hotter and more excited.
Finally, Lucy turned Rachel around, spinning her on the bed like a top, which made Rachel flush with a little wave of humiliated pleasure. She found herself face-to-cunt with her sister. Lucy's pussy was inches from Rachel's face, and she met her sister's eyes.
"I'm going to teach you how to suck cunt, just like a real slut," Lucy said, and then pushed Rachel's face into her pussy.
Rachel bucked in surprise, but then she nearly came. It was just like the mean girls, just like she'd imagined in her fantasies. Here she was, tied and being made to service the cunt of a mean girl. Lucy sighed with pleasure as Rachel stuck her tongue out and gave her cunt a little lick. She slid the vibrator between Rachel's legs, placing it on the bed, where it vibrated against her sister's cunt. Then, she leaned back against the pillows and took hold of Rachel's hair in her fist.
"I'm going to fuck my cunt with your slutty little face," Lucy said and Rachel moaned.
She pressed Rachel's face into her wet folds and Rachel began to lick, running her inexperienced tongue up and down her sister's slit. The taste of her was like nothing Rachel had ever experienced, tangy but sweet at the same time. The vibrator hummed away, resting on the bed, forcing Rachel to wiggle her hips about to try to get it to stimulate her cunt. The wiggling also made her tongue move around on Lucy's cunt, bringing happy noises from Lucy.
"That's it, slut," Lucy said, holding her hair, "Suck on my cunt. Show me how much you want it. That's Lucy's pussy slut."
Rachel gave Lucy's engorged clit a little flick and felt happy about the way it made her jump and tug at her hair, so she did it again and then flicked it back and forth. Lucy seemed to love this, so Rachel kept it up until she felt Lucy's body start to shudder. Then, Lucy yanked her head up before she could cum.
"Fuck!" Lucy breathed, "You must be a total dyke. You're way too good at that!"
Rachel blushed, her head a whirl as she wiggled her cunt against the vibrator. A moment passed and Lucy masturbated herself with Rachel's face once more. Rachel dutifully sucked her sister's cunny for her, until her arms and legs were sore and tired. Lucy could see it.
She'd had to stop Rachel from making her cum half a dozen times, but she'd done well. Finally, she released Rachel's limbs from the ties and then spent several minutes rubbing her legs, lapping at her cunt for her in appreciation, and rewarding her with the vibrator.
"Do you want me to make you cum?" Lucy asked.
Rachel did want to cum. She wanted to cum very badly, but she also knew that good girls don't cum. Good girls just rub and get dumb.
"No... no I... I don't want it," Rachel said.
Lucy smiled and took her in her arms, stroking her body, kissing her.
"Stay here tonight," Lucy said, and shut off the light.
Together, they got under Lucy's covers, where Lucy held her and continued kissing her. Even through the lustful haze, Rachel thought about her mother being sad. She thought about what Lucy had said, that her mother worked too hard because she wanted to take care of them. Lucy had a plan for them, a plan that would help her mother not be depressed. If that were true, and Rachel was certain it was, then she wanted that.
"Lucy?" Rachel whispered between kisses.
"Hmm?"
"I love you."
"I love you, too, brat," Lucy said, and kissed her again.
***
Chapter Nine: Rachel's Cherry
Ms. Gleeson brought Rachel's first lesson on the following day. The tutor had needed to update the content since using it with Lucy, which made her squirm with embarrassment. Providing the girl with an education was her job, though, her passion. Whatever would best help Rachel to learn, that was what she'd do.
Now, Rachel was learning world geography through the use of a map. This particular map, though, was one that showed each country's top-most trending porn category. For each country, Rachel watched a short video in that category and learned to associate the place on the map with the type of porno that was being watched the most.
In the United States, Rachel watched a squirming tentacle monster impregnate a cartoon woman, forcibly making her orgasm. Ms. Gleeson explained that this was called Hentai. In the United Kingdom, people enjoyed a good pussy licking. Watching two women in a 69 position, hungrily moaning into one another's aroused cunts, made Rachel's vibrating twat warm as she remembered sucking on her sister's pussy for her.
Rachel then learned about Try Not to Cum challenges in France, romantic passion in Italy and MILFs in Mexico. Germans enjoyed squirting pussies, she also learned, and she was fascinated by the fountains of slut slime that some women were able to produce. Threesomes from the Philippines were something new. So far, Rachel had been exposed to many videos of a girl taking on multiple partners, masturbating alone, or being fucked by one person.
Watching the video of a man and two women together made Rachel imagine herself and Lucy pleasuring Luke's cock together. While the egg hummed away in her cunt, she wondered what it would be like to kiss Lucy with a man's penis between their lips, like the girls in the video. What would it be like to lick Lucy's pussy, while Luke's penis was inside it? Would it taste different with the man's creamy jizz pouring from it?
In Poland, Rachel watched a video about sugar daddies, and Ms. Gleeson explained that some women adopted this practice in exchange for things they wanted or needed. Some of the girls didn't even have sex with the men. They just acted cute or hung out in sexy outfits and the men gave them presents or money. This arrangement made Rachel think of Luke and Lucy, and the way Luke had bought her presents and given her money for sharing her mouth and pussy with him.
Ms. Gleeson explained that there was a war in Ukraine, but people were still enjoying watching close-up porno there. A short montage of videos associated the country, in Rachel's mind, with hard cocks dispensing gooey loads of cum into the wet pussies of young women.
Girls sucking on men's cocks through walls was all the rage in Argentina. Ms. Gleeson called this a gloryhole, and Rachel found it so strange that so many girls liked to kneel on a crusty cushion, in a graffiti-covered room, and suck on the cocks of men they'd never meet.
While Rachel busied herself with her lessons, Lucy checked the rising stats on the new accounts she'd opened. The recent videos she'd uploaded to OnlyFans and shared the preview clips of, had garnered her a decent subscriber base. As she'd thought, two real sisters in steamy lesbian fuckplay had been too enticing to resist. Fans were happy to part with $9.99 a month to watch Lucy fuck her leashed and tied sister with a strap-on cock.
Many of those fans had made comments, gushing over the way Lucy controlled and dominated her sister into sucking on her cunt. Lucy, having not orgasmed for days now, was utterly lost in the depravity of it all. As she transferred $700 to her account, she was already imagining what new things she could do with Rachel. Would the fans enjoy watching Rachel put into a chastity belt and denied orgasms at all, while forced to serve Lucy's pussy's needs?
Was a series in which Lucy instructed Rachel on how to suck the cocks of strange men a more profitable road to explore first? Rachel loved being dominated and controlled, called names or made to do things that she felt embarrassed about. All of those things and more, Lucy fantasized about. What would really set them up, she decided, was a pay only video of Rachel's first fuck.
Her sister was a petite little beauty. If Lucy were to make it super-hot, shepherding Rachel through getting her cherry broken a guy with a really big cock, it could change their fortunes. The video would exist forever, and she could charge a premium rate for that. For a long while, Lucy teased her cunt with the vibrator, watching the staged deflowering videos from several porn sites. So few of the videos seemed genuine. They could do this. With a little more time, a bit more teasing, Rachel would be wanting to get a fat cock stuffed into her.
***
That night, Rachel's pussy was soaked and needy. She'd avoided touching it during dinner, but as soon as their mother gone through her routine and vanished into her room, Rachel's hands were down her pants, touching her squishing cunt. Lucy took her upstairs to her room.
"Lucy... I... I want to cum!' Rachel said, "It feels so hot!"
Lucy shushed her with her mouth, gently squeezing Rachel's tits as the put her tongue into the younger girl's mouth. Rachel shivered in her arms, still touching her own pussy as Lucy touched her.
"I know how hard it is," Lucy said, "I haven't cum for days. You've been so good for me, keeping your pussy happy and not cumming. Why don't we watch some videos and maybe I'll let you cum."
Rachel nodded her head eagerly and began to strip off her clothes. She followed Lucy onto the bed, where her sister instructed her to lean back against the pillow cushion on the headboard. Rachel did. Lucy took the cord and wrapped one of the ties around Rachel's wrist, then fastened it to the bedpost. She repeated this with her other wrist, and then put the gag ball into Rachel's mouth.
Rachel began to sweat with anticipation and arousal at being tied and gagged, the helpless feeling flipping the switch in her brain that made her pussy so hot. Lucy set the laptop on a riser, which she settled over Rachel's lap, so that the screen was close to her face. Then, Lucy spread Rachel's legs apart. She started the playlist of videos she'd chosen for tonight.
The first began to play, showing Rachel a pair of naked girls kissing hotly on the bed. They looked similar enough to be sisters. Rachel groaned as Lucy removed the vibrating egg from her cunt, leaving her pussy feeling empty. The girls were soon joined on the bed by a man with a big penis, who spread the legs of the younger girl and began to push his penis into her pussy. The girl's sister kissed her and rubbed her tits while the man gently eased the girth of his fat cock into the squealing teen.
Lucy pushed the head of a fake cock into Rachel's wet cunny as she watched the video, making Rachel writhe in her bonds. The girl struggled and made little muffled sounds of pleasure into her sister's mouth, as the man continued to open her tight little fuckbox up with his pulsing cock. The girl made a painful little squeak and the man stopped. For a moment, he waited as the girl sniffled a bit, her sister cooing in her ear, and then the man resumed pushing his big cock into her.
He managed to get the full length of his meat into the girl and, before long, she was humping her pussy against his cock, her eyes dreamy, as her sister sucked on her tits. Lucy gently fucked the fake cock in and out of Rachel's pussy, making no effort to push the whole length into her. She wanted to preserve her sister's cherry for the right time.
"I'm going to teach you how to do that," Lucy said to Rachel, "how to be fucked the right way."
Rachel moaned and humped the fake cock, wondering how it would feel to take the full length of it into her pussy. She hadn't even taken the entire strap-on cock yet, but Lucy had pushed that one into her ass almost all the way a few times now and she'd loved it. Having the strap-on cock in her ass gave her that feeling of submission to Lucy that always made her so hot, and she couldn't help but think that it might be even better with a real penis in her. As long as Lucy could be there, like the girl's helpful sister in the video, she thought it would be okay.
***
Chapter Ten: Preparations
Every night for the rest of the week, Lucy prepared Rachel for what was to come. After their mother had gone to bed, Lucy would bind Rachel's arms and spread her legs, then push the gag ball into her sister's mouth. She positioned Rachel, leaning back against her naked chest, so that she could hold her and stroke her, whisper into her ear and also reach her sister's aroused cunt with the vibrator.
Rachel had not orgasmed for days, and for Lucy, it had been even longer. It had been the most difficult stint of forced denial she'd ever attempted, made all the harder by putting Rachel through the very extensive and dirty training for losing her cherry. The videos that she'd made from these sessions, though, had proved to be wildly popular. The subscribers to the channel really enjoyed watching this show, and commented even more on the way Lucy spoke to her sister as they played.
With Rachel nude and bound, lying back against her tits, Lucy would start long playlists, carefully curated while Rachel was about her lessons, and all of the scenarios in the videos were the same. Rachel moaned and squirmed as Lucy pushed the vibrator against her sopping pussy, her sister kicking her legs as she held back the intense need to orgasm.
The laptop's webcam filmed as Rachel watched yet another video. In this one, as with all the rest, a young woman Rachel's age lay on her back with her legs spread, her bare cunt being sucked and licked by another girl. The horny slut thrashed and moaned on the girl's tongue, until she was pushed aside by a man. The man spent long moments teasing the girl's pussy with the spongy head of his cock, wetting it with the girl's honey as the other girl kissed her and touched her.
"It won't be long now," Lucy purred, "just another day and that will be you."
The man eased the head of his prick into the girl's pussy, gently pushing it deeper until he encountered resistance. He was gentle with the girl, poking and pushing, while she squeaked and writhed from the other girl's hands on her tits and tongue in her mouth. The man continued to push, presumably at the girl's hymen, until it flexed and then gave way to his invading cock. The girl moaned loudly and then the man's penis sank deeper, giving the girl her first cock.
"It's going to feel so good," Lucy said, "We're going to make it just like this for you. I'm going to suck on your cunt for you and get you so wet for your first cock."
Rachel humped her cunt against the vibrator and mumbled into the gag. Lucy pulled the vibrator away, keeping Rachel on edge, and then began to squeeze her tits. The man on the screen slowly fucked his cock in and out of the girl now, making her moan. Rachel watched her restrained arms tug against her bonds and her skin flush as the man's cock brought her pleasure. The other girl continued tugging at her nipples, as Lucy was doing now, alternating between kissing her and whispering into her ear.
Rachel imagined herself as the girl, with Lucy there, whispering into her ear and touching her body, as a man fed the length of his penis into her virgin hole. The girl's legs on the screen began to shake as she put them around the man's waist, and she began to pant and moan. The man groped one of her breasts, while the girl groped the other.
"It's going to be so hot," Lucy whispered, "It will be so sexy to watch you take your first cock, just like the horny slut you are. He's going to pop that little cherry cunt of yours and make you squeal, just like that."
The girl on the screen humped her pussy against the man, who began to groan as he filled her with a warm wash of cum. The other girl began to lick at her clit, even as the man continued pumping his cock cream into the girl, setting off another orgasm that made the girl cry out.
"You're going to cum so hard when you get fucked, baby," Lucy said, "He's going to make your little cunt so juicy and wet, just like it is now, and he's going to make you cum so good."
Rachel twitched and Lucy pressed the vibrator against her cunt once more. The video faded into another, showing a girl on her belly, her ass upturned and her legs spread. Once more, another girl sucked her cunt and licked her asshole, roughly grabbing the girl's butt cheeks and pulling them apart as she prepared her for her first fucking. Once she was suitably wet and horny for him, a man took hold of her cheeks and parted them, placing the tip of his cock at her pussy hole and giving it a nudge.
"You'll love that way, too, you little slut," Lucy hissed, "bent over like a sexy little doggy bitch, ready to get mounted. Watch!"
The man pushed his fat head into the groaning slut and Rachel watched the camera's close-up view of his quivering shaft sliding into the girl, pulling back out, the first few inches coated in the girl's arousal. He pushed it back in, further, deeper, making the girl squeal. He paused, then made a short series of little stabs with his cock until the girl gave a jerk and more of his length slipped into her.
Rachel babbled into the gag again, kicking her slim legs on the bed. Lucy removed the vibrator and resumed kissing her neck and toying with her tits, letting the orgasm die away.
"I'm going to make you love fucking," Lucy said into her ear, "Would you like that? Would you like to be Lucy's little cockslut? You can lick my cunt for me, while guys come over and give us money to push their big dicks into you and cum up your pussy."
Rachel pictured it in her head, just as the girl on the screen was doing now, having her face pressed into the other girl's needy fuckhole, while the man behind her began to roughly fuck his prick into her and hold her by the hair. She was thankful that Lucy had withdrawn the vibrator, or she may have orgasmed from the hot wave of perverse pleasure the image conjured. It was exciting, the idea of being made to service her sister's pussy while giving up her own to be fucked roughly and dominantly, as though she were their plaything.
"You do like that idea, don't you? You want to be controlled like that?"
"Uh huh," Rachel mumbled, her eyes watering and drool leaking around the gag.
Lucy rubbed the vibrator through her slit and then settled it against her clit once more, making Rachel thrash against her sister's tits. The girl's ass jiggled with each hard thrust of the man's penis into her, and then she was moaning into the other girl's cunt and cumming. Lucy pulled the vibrator away, then pressed it back for a second, pulled it away again. Each time, Rachel jerked at the pleasure and tried to push her cunt harder against the toy, but Lucy was careful.
"No cummies," Lucy whispered, "not until you get your warm little pussy fucked. You want to get a good, hard cum out of your cunt when it's stuffed nice and full. It's going to look so cute."
The next video in the playlist began, showing another girl with her arms bound. In this one, the man was on his back and the girl was on her knees, her virgin pussy hovering over his erection. Another girl stood behind her, groping her tits and whispering into her ear. The bound girl looked afraid, but her face was flushed and horny. The man's cocktip brushed her wet pussy lips. The girl behind her knelt and held the man's cock straight. The virgin girl lowered herself and then groaned as the head of his cock squeezed inside of her.



The second girl stood back up and resumed whispering into the girl's ear and playing with her breasts. The virgin girl shook her head, but the other girl said something to her and she nodded. Her body wriggled and shook as the second girl pushed gently on her shoulders, forcing more of the man's rigid length into her. Lucy pushed the vibrator hard against Rachel's cunt, making her squirm.
The virgin girl whimpered and said, "It hurts," but the second girl just hushed her and then gave her shoulders a hard push. The girl shrieked as she was fully impaled on the man's cock and then she sniffled. The second girl groped her tits and spoke softly into her ear as the man placed his hands on her hips. The two girls began to kiss and then the virgin girl began to rock her hips on the man's crotch. The rocking was slow at first, tentative, but as the two girls kissed her hips began to move faster. The man's hands were firm on her hips, holding her in place as she began to grind her pussy on him.
"You see how good a nice cock makes horny little sluts feel?" Lucy asked, sliding the vibrator between Rachel's pussy lips, "You're going to love taking cock, just like a real slut."
The girl on the screen began to moan and shake as she had her first cock-induced orgasm, grinding her squishing pussy on the man, while the other girl told her she was good and tugged on her nipples. Lucy took the vibrator away and removed the gag from Rachel's mouth. Rachel flexed her jaw, but Lucy turned her head and put her tongue into Rachel's mouth, holding and kissing her as the girl on the screen orgasmed again.
***
Chapter Eleven: Fucking Rachel
Rachel hadn't been allowed an orgasm for five days. Throughout that time, Lucy had kept her on edge, with a butt plug in her ass, feeding her a nearly constant stream of hardcore porn. All of the videos had featured virgin girls being degradingly fucked by older men, while another girl assisted in her defloration. At night, Lucy would keep a vibrating egg in her sister's cunt, duct-taping her panties to her body to hold it in.
By the time the day arrived for Rachel to lose her cherry, she felt like she was going out of her mind with the need for a release. Lucy was well-practiced at self-denial and had been edging herself for over two weeks now. Rachel was not at all used to this, but Lucy had drilled into her the mantra, "Good girls don't cum. They just rub and get dumb."
Therefore, Rachel had held back the need, allowing Lucy to continue to edge her for the days leading up to her first fuck. Every girl in the videos they watched ended up loving the feeling of a cock stretching open their teenage pussy, so Rachel figured that she would probably like it, too. It didn't mean she wasn't afraid, though.
Lucy had repeatedly stuffed the strap-on cock into her anus, and Rachel liked that feeling. She'd also taken it partway into her pussy, which she also enjoyed, but having Lucy's fake penis in her was not the same as having a strange man's real penis break her hymen and vigorously stuff his throbbing length into her cunt.
When the day came, and Lucy spent a long time slowly licking her cunt for her, Rachel had only one thing on her mind, and that was the possibility of an orgasm. Her sister, currently, had her blindfolded, and her arms were tied to the bed with the soft cord. Lucy's phone was propped on the nightstand, capturing Rachel's naked and jerking body as Lucy teased her cunt with her tongue. Each time Rachel shook with her impending orgasm, Lucy stopped and then tugged painfully on Rachel's tits, which made her sister gasp and struggle.
"Are you hot for Luke to fuck this pussy?" Lucy asked, whispering in her ear and rubbing Rachel's cunt.
"Yes!" Rachel cried, shaking.
"You want me to help him make you into a real slut, don't you?" Lucy asked, cupping Rachel's breast and rolling her nipple.
"I want... to cum..." Rachel breathed.
"You're going to cum really good for Luke's cock, baby," Lucy hissed. "He's going to love pushing it up your little hole and making you cum."
Rachel squirmed as Lucy pressed the vibrator against her cunt and kissed her. Lucy's phone pinged and she reached for it, stopping the recording. The message was from Luke and he was in the driveway.
"That's him," Lucy said. "Your cock is here to fuck you."
Rachel trembled and reddened. She'd watched Luke fuck Lucy once, but with her own turn coming she was scared and also hot for it. Lucy left her, tied and blind, with the vibrator on a low setting, pressed against her wet cunt. Rachel tried to rub her pussy against it, desperate to cum, even though she knew it wasn't what good girls did. Finally, she heard the door open again, then shut.
The bed shifted and then Rachel felt Lucy's tongue in her mouth again, softly this time, slow and passionate, in the way that Rachel loved. She could hear the sound of Luke removing his pants and letting them fall to the floor and then the bed shifted again. Rachel's heart rate shot up and she could hear the blood rushing in her ears.
This was it. She was going to get fucked like the girls in the videos.
She could hear the sound of wet sucking, cocksucking, and Luke groaning softly. Lucy was getting his cock hard and wet, Rachel knew. She'd seen it in so many videos. The sucking stopped and then Lucy's voice was in her ear.
"Open your mouth so Luke can push his cock in it," Lucy instructed.
Slowly, Rachel opened her mouth and swallowed. She knew, from watching the videos, that this is what she was supposed to do for a man. Her mouth was just as useful for men as her cunt or her ass. How would Luke do it? Would it be hard and rough like the really hot videos she liked so much? That was exciting, but it also made her afraid. She trusted Lucy not to hurt her, but she didn't know how Luke would do it.
Rachel jerked as she felt him crawl on top of her, his knees to either side of her chest, the hairs on his legs tickling the sides of her breasts. She could sense the heat of his erection close to her mouth. Then, she felt it, the tip of it, spongy and hot against her tongue. He rested it there, very slowly rubbing his cockhead along her tongue.
"Good girl," Lucy whispered in her ear. "Just let him use you the way he likes. You're doing so well. Just close your lips around it for him. Give him a nice, tight hole to fuck."
Rachel closed her lips around his cock and felt it jerk between them. The little ridge around his head touched the back of her lips and then he pushed it in further until the first inch of it slid across her tongue. He eased it back and then forward again, giving her more. She flicked her tongue experimentally across the bottom of it, tasting it, and that made a little dribble of his precum leak from the tip into her mouth. Lucy ran the vibrator along her slit, coating the toy in her wetness as Luke gently rocked his hips, fucking his cock in and out of her sealed mouth.
After just a minute of this, he pulled it out and she could feel him moving, then his hands on her legs. He spread them apart and Rachel began to pant with anxious need. Lucy had the vibrator against her clit and Rachel's head swelled with the heat, her stomach tightening, her legs shaking. The vibrator stopped, leaving her even more desperate.
Lucy's hand on her breast was accompanied by her sister's voice in her ear once more, while Luke pressed the head of his cock to her waiting cunt.
"It's okay," Lucy said softly. "I'm right here. You're going to love this, Rachel."
Rachel nodded, unsure, but what choice did she have? Would Lucy even stop, if she'd asked her to? She thought she would. Lucy had never done anything Rachel didn't want or didn't ask for. She felt the soft head of Luke's cock sliding along her crease, adding her liberally flowing fuck honey to the wetness from her mouth. He pushed it against her virgin entrance, where only Lucy's toys had been, and Lucy kissed her. Her sister's tongue probed her mouth, and her hands gently stroked her tits, just like in the videos.
She was one of those girls, now, just like on the internet, another in a long line of dirty movies, in which submissive little sluts gave their pussies to strange men while girls kissed them. Luke's cockhead opened her up, pushing into her entrance, spreading her pussy for his pleasure. She was a slut, a real slut, just like Lucy. The feeling, so far, was wonderful. It was like the toy but different. Different, because the toy didn't grab her legs and pull them apart.
The toy was always in Lucy's hand or strapped to her, but now Lucy's tongue was in her mouth and a real man was holding her open and pushing his hot and pulsing cock inside her. She could feel it jerk and throb, almost like it was alive, slowly pushing its way deeper into her fuck tunnel. Unconsciously, she rocked her pussy against it, following some kind of script that she felt was ingrained in her very core.
"That's it," Lucy said. "Good girl. Just give him that pussy. You know what to do. All sluts know what to do."
Rachel did know, somehow. Her pussy told her what it wanted and how to get it. Luke pressed his length deeper until the first couple of inches were inside and his cockhead pressed against the little barrier, stretching it, pushing against it. His fat head pulsed with his heartbeat and Rachel could feel it. This was certainly no toy. It was so much better, so different. It was living flesh and that knowledge made her lightheaded, flushed, and made her want to cum.
Lucy kissed her again and Luke's cock continued to gently press against her. She felt grateful that it didn't hurt, that he was slow about it, but the sensation was so strange. His cock kept on pushing, slowly, gently, and she could feel the little thing in her giving way, stretching, until there was a little sensation that made her squeak into Lucy's mouth. Her body jerked as she realized what had happened, and then Luke's cock was going deeper, just an inch, stopping.
Lucy withdrew and stroked Rachel's breasts, kissing her neck softly. Luke stayed still, his cock pulsing and jerking inside her as he let that feeling subside, then he pulled it back and slowly pushed it back in. Rachel trembled and gasped as the pleasure from her cunt and her tits mingled together. Lucy began to suck on her nipple and then the buzzing vibrator was against her clit, while Luke's cock burrowed deeper, deeper, opening her up and filling her pussy.
"Lucy... it's..." Rachel gasped.
"I know," Lucy said. "It's so good, isn't it? You like that cock in you, don't you?"
Rachel nodded, her head light and hot, and then Luke began to fuck her slowly. His cock eased back, then in, the vibrator on her clit making her hump against his easy, measured thrusts. The only sensation, now, was pleasure. Every part of her body was pleasure, not at all like the dirty masturbation she'd experienced so far. Luke's cock filled her up, withdrew, and filled her again.
His strokes were rhythmic and his hands were tight on her legs. Lucy's vibrator sent ridiculous waves into that little bundle of nerves that made Rachel buck against Luke's penis. Her sister's mouth on her tit, wet and hot, added another sensation.
It was the entire package, though, the loss of sight, the restraints, the feeling of helplessness as she was used, her control taken away, and the complete feeling of surrender that tripped that final switch and made her cum. She felt like a toy, felt like one of the girls in her fantasies, truly now. It was like she had no choice, no will. She existed for them to use to pleasure themselves. She jerked against the restraints, those five days of pent-up orgasms finally breaking free in a wave of total ecstasy that wholly consumed her every sense.
She thought that she might be making noise, that the long inhalation of breath and the following scream came from her, but nothing else mattered but the sudden explosion of pleasure that rocked her mind. Lucy said something, she thought, but that was just another sound that was behind a wall, a ringing in her ears as all that pleasure cascaded through her. Her back arched off the bed and she cried out again, feeling tears under the blindfold, but not of pain. They were tears of relief at finally being allowed to go over her peak.
No orgasm that Lucy had given her so far was like this. As she shook, bucked, gasped, and shrieked, Luke's cock now fucking into her in hard, powerful thrusts, Rachel knew that she wanted more. She wanted so much more.
***
Chapter Twelve: Goonbang
Rachel lay in Lucy's bed with her sister's arms around her and Luke's ejaculation leaking from her cunt. Lucy stroked her hair as Rachel basked in the afterglow of the most intense feeling of pleasure that she'd ever experienced.
"Is it like that every time?" she asked Lucy.
"No. It can be when you edge yourself for a long time and then let it out, but it's always different."
Rachel let herself drift in the pleasantness of Lucy's touch. It was a comfort and erotic in a different way from Lucy's dominant and mean girl attitude when they played. Rachel felt a tear roll down her cheek. She sniffled and pushed her body back against her sister's, burying herself in the embrace.
"What is it?" Lucy whispered.
"Everything seems broken," Rachel said. "Not us, but mom, you and mom, all of us together. I wish mom could have what we have."
Lucy didn't respond for a long moment.
"What we're doing," she said at last, "can fix it. Mom won't understand, and it might break things even more at first, but if we don't let her know you're part of it, then I can make things better. It will be better for you two."
Rachel turned over and put her arms around Lucy, burying her face in her sister's dark hair.
"I want it to be better for all of us. Can it be like that?" she asked.
"Maybe someday," Lucy said. "Just let me handle mom. She's going to hate me even more, but in the end, I think we can make it all better."
"Lucy? I love you."
"I love you, too, brat."
Lucy sent Rachel to bed with the vibrating egg taped into her cunt, then set to work editing the amateur video of her sister's first fuck. Jesus, it was hot! The editing took most of the night since Lucy had to periodically vibrate her twat as she rewatched her favorite parts. The temptation to cum to it was nearly overpowering, but Lucy was a good girl and good girls don't cum. She finished her project just before dawn, uploaded previews across the accounts, and put the finished video up for sale. Then, she wrapped the vibrator against her cunt with the tape and went to sleep as it teased her.
***
Lucy tore the tape from her squealing sister in the shower the next morning, removed the egg, and then stuffed the butt plug up her ass so that Rachel could attend her lessons. After another nap, she checked the stats on the accounts and nearly orgasmed at the results. Sometime during the few hours, the video previews had gone viral across porn sites worldwide.
The previews led people back to the paid video. Lucy struggled to wrap her mind around the numbers. There were thousands of people willing to shell out $99 to watch one sister aid in another's defloration. Tens of thousands, as it turned out, and that was only in the last eight hours.
"Holy fuck," Lucy whispered to herself.
She looked at her hand, sweating on her mouse, and it was shaking so violently that she had to clutch it in her other. 40,000 people had purchased the video in the last eight hours. It was so far beyond what she'd expected that she couldn't grasp the reality of it. She transferred the funds.
This changed everything. With a single filthy video, Lucy had managed to do what her mother hadn't by working two jobs and killing herself with wine. She could barely think through the implications. Her first step, she decided, was to get a clear head. She'd been thinking with her cunt for too long, and that needed to end. At least, for the moment.
She checked the time. Rachel's lessons would be going on for the next two hours. That gave her time to shop. To shop, she needed a ride. She messaged Luke, who was happy to help, and then set about getting ready.
When Lucy came downstairs to inform Rachel she'd be out for a while, she received the familiar, disapproving glare from the tutor. Lucy didn't care. After this, the only approval she cared about was her own, and Rachel's. She clacked across the floor in a pair of black heels, her legs encased in fishnet tights that ended below a black miniskirt. Her navel piercing was visible on her bare tummy and her slutty top barely covered her tits. She wore her hair loose, washed, and shining like it hadn't been in weeks.
"I'm going out for a bit," Lucy informed her staring sister. "I'll be back soon."
Rachel watched her go with her pussy hot until the tutor snapped her back to her lessons.
Luke whistled as Lucy got into his car. His eyes raked over her exposed tummy and the hint of bare flesh beneath the skirt.
"Get all dressed up for me?" he asked.
"You're going to need friends," Lucy said. "I need to pick up some things, and then I need to get fucked. I mean, railed. Hard. Do you know how long it's been since I came?"
Luke shook his head as he backed the car out of the driveway.
"Too goddamn long," Lucy said. "Tell me you've got some friends that want to gangfuck a good slut. They have to make my cunt cum so hard that I go stupid. Do you know someone?"
Luke nearly choked on his tongue and then croaked, "I think I can find a few."
"Good. Can we hit the mall? And then I want to come back and get Rachel."
She watched the tent in Luke's pants jerk and she rubbed it.
"You want us to do... both of you?" he asked.
Lucy shook her head.
"No. Just me. I want Rachel to watch it."
***
After their shopping trip, Lucy had three HD video cameras, light rings, a couple of new toys, and a set of gorgeous and slutty black lingerie with an exposed crotch. Luke pulled back into the driveway just as the tutor was on her way out.
"Wait here. Let me talk to her. I'll be back soon," Lucy instructed.
Luke nodded. Lucy went into the house. She found Rachel still at the table, reading over a textbook with a flush in her cheeks that told her that her sister was incredibly horny. Lucy kissed her on the head and sat at the table.
"Rach," she said, "I want to talk to you."
Rachel cocked her head.
"That way that we talked about to make money," Lucy said, "it's working. It's working really well."
"Really?" Rachel's eyes lit up. "So, things can get better?"
Lucy nodded and continued "Rachel. I'm... I'm fucked up. In general, I'm fucked up, but right now I'm fucked up because I'm thinking with my cunt. I'm going to cum, and I'm going to cum big to clear my head, so I can think about what we have to do next."
"Okay?" Rachel said.
"If you want to come and watch, you can, but it's your choice."
"Watch, like when you did it with Luke?" Rachel asked, her voice hushed.
"Like that, but a lot dirtier. Like the videos. The gangbang ones."
Rachel's body visibly shook with barely-contained excitement.
"You're going to do one of those yourself?" she asked.
"Yeah. And I'm going to record it. You can come watch it if you want to. You don't have to do anything, and they won't touch you. We have about five hours before mom comes home, so I want to have you back before then."
Rachel thought about it for a moment, but in the end, there was no real choice. Her curiosity wouldn't let her say no.
"What if... what if I want to do something?" she asked.
Lucy smiled and said, "It's your cunt."
Rachel looked about as though someone might be spying and then whispered, "Can I cum?"
"Today," Lucy said and kissed her on the lips, "You can have anything you want."
Rachel moaned into her mouth.



***
With the vibrating egg jammed up her cunt once more, Rachel slid into the back seat of Luke's car and caught his eyes in the mirror. She hadn't even been able to see him, to look at him while he'd taken her pussy for the first time. Now, she blushed and couldn't meet his gaze.
"Hey, Rachel," he said.
"Um, hi."
Lucy got into the back seat with her. Her sister slid her hand under Rachel's top and groped one of her tits as she kissed her. Rachel squeaked in surprise at the sexy feel of Lucy's lips on hers, as Luke backed out of the driveway.
It felt so hot and dirty to be kissing Lucy openly in the car, where anyone could look in the window and see them. Luke didn't comment on it and didn't say anything as they drove. Lucy didn't say anything either. She just kept playing with Rachel's tits and pushing her tongue into her mouth. Rachel's own hand strayed to her cunt and rubbed it through her leggings. Lucy took it in hers and moved it up to her own tits.
"I don't want you to be afraid," she whispered. "I'm going to let four of them fuck me, the way a slut needs to be fucked."
Rachel's hands trembled as she touched Lucy's breasts. Four men? Lucy was going to have sex with four men, like the girls in the videos. Rachel was going to watch it happen. The reality of it was hard to process and Rachel's nervous hands betrayed the mix of anxiety and excitement she felt at the idea.
Lucy's hand moved from Rachel's own breast down to her vibrating cunt and she rubbed it through the leggings.
"What is pussy for, Rachel?" she whispered.
"For fucking," Rachel said, remembering all of Lucy's many lessons.
"What are we good for?"
"Fucking," Rachel said again.
Lucy kissed her again. Her sister's passion was aggressive, maybe more aggressive than Rachel had ever felt. The weeks of self-denial, constant porn, endless hours of masturbation, and toying with Rachel had clearly put Lucy into the state she'd often coached Rachel herself into. She was listening to her cunt and nothing else.
Lucy held Rachel's hand as they walked into Luke's house. Luke carried bags inside and took them to a bedroom, while Lucy followed with Rachel. The bedroom held a large bed, which Lucy pushed Rachel onto and then climbed on top of her. Lucy pinned her arms to the mattress and pushed her tongue back into Rachel's mouth, taking her breath away with her ferocity.
While Luke busied himself setting up the cameras and lights, Lucy held Rachel down and ground her pussy against her sister as if she were one of their toys. Rachel squirmed against her as the vibrating egg teased her cunt, moaning into Lucy's mouth with need as she imagined the room filling with naked men waiting to fuck Lucy. Lucy released her arms and tugged Rachel's leggings down and off her legs, tossing them aside. Her panties came next and then Lucy stroked her tongue through Rachel's wet slit and tickled her clit.
The lights that Luke set up drove the shadows from the room, illuminating the two writhing women on the bed. Their shadows moved in concert, splashing the silhouette of their sapphic passion across the walls. Rachel's pussy felt like it was on fire from the egg and Lucy's tongue fucking, bringing the day's teasing to a head-lightening crescendo that threatened to spill over into a hot burst of pleasure. Lucy felt it coming and backed off, as she had so many times, denying Rachel the chance to cum.
"Holy shit!" came a voice from the doorway, followed by a second, and then a third exclamation.
Rachel's head shot up and through her bleary vision, she saw three other men join Luke in the room. Her already thudding heart threatened to pound right out of her chest, but Lucy didn't even seem to notice. She was pushing Rachel's top up and over her tits, licking and sucking on them as her dark hair spilled over her face. Luke mounted the bed behind her and undid the catch on Lucy's skirt. He slid it down and Lucy unconsciously aided him in removing it. Lucy, of course, wore no panties.
She stopped teasing Rachel's tits to strip off her top and throw it away. When she looked down on Rachel, she looked lost in some fuck-fogged dream and her body vibrated with excitement and barely-contained arousal. Luke grabbed Lucy's hair in his fist and jerked her head back and Lucy's body shook. She opened her mouth and Luke's dick filled it as Lucy cooed happily.
Rachel scooted back against the headboard and her hand went immediately to her cunt as she watched with fascination. The perversity of this was so much filthier than when she'd watched Luke fuck her sister the first time. There was a ravenous aura about Lucy now, a hunger that Rachel understood from what she'd felt herself. Lucy had edged herself for so long that rational thought was nearly impossible. Rachel remembered the way she'd felt after only five days of denial. She didn't even know how long Lucy had gone. She hadn't seen her cum once in the weeks that Lucy had been teaching her all the important things a woman needed to know.
Luke held tightly to Lucy's hair and fucked her gasping mouth just like the mean men in the dirty videos. Lucy moaned and took it happily, spitting and choking on his cock as another man moved in behind her and squeezed her tits. The molestation only made Lucy's body jerk with anticipation and she pushed her ass back against him. She put her hands on Luke's ass and encouraged him to slam his cock into her mouth even harder. Rachel pulled the egg out of her cunt and used it to tease her dripping slit as she watched Lucy perform like the filthiest sluts in the most hardcore of the videos.
The man mauling her tits ran one of his hands between Lucy's legs and remarked, "Jesus! This slut's cunt is fucking soaked!"
Lucy made a gargled noise and humped her ass back against him needily. Luke extracted his spit-coated cock from her mouth and Lucy gasped. Tears ran down her cheeks but she was smiling as Rachel had never seen. She got down on her hands and presented her welcoming pussy to the man behind her. He slid his length into her easily and Lucy's body convulsed with pleasure. Another man got on his knees on the bed and resumed fucking Lucy's mouth as the man behind her held her hair and thrust his cock into her depths.
Luke settled back against the headboard next to Rachel, grinning, stroking his wet cock as he watched his two friends spit-roast Lucy.
"Your sister's one slut in a million," he said to the masturbating Rachel.
Rachel, wide-eyed, only nodded and pushed the vibrating egg against her clit with one hand. Almost without thinking about it, she flicked her eyes down to Luke's cock, shiny and wet with Lucy's spit, and she put her own hand around it. Luke looked surprised for a moment, but he stopped jerking it himself and allowed Rachel to do it. She looked from Lucy's squealing, jerking body, to the cock in her hand.
This was the same cock that had been fucking her yesterday. It had been in her mouth and her pussy, but she hadn't even touched it. It felt so different from the toys. It was like it was alive when it spasmed in her hand. Luke put an arm around Rachel's back and palmed one of her tits. The last man, tired of stroking his meat, joined Luke and Rachel on the bed. His hard penis poked against Rachel's cheek.
Lucy made a strangled noise and her eyes fell on Rachel, but the man using her mouth gripped the back of her skull in both hands and proceeded to fuck her throat like it was a pussy.
"Nah, man," Luke said to the newest arrival. "Rach is just gonna watch."
Rachel, though, looked up at the man with the hard cock and opened her mouth. Surprising herself, Luke, and the man whose name she didn't know, she put her lips around the head of his cock and continued looking up at him with her eyes wide, a fistful of Luke's cock, and a vibrating egg on her clit.
"That's a good slut," the man said and placed his hand on Rachel's head.
Rachel let him push his cock into her mouth and tried to keep on stroking Luke's. Lucy choked and sputtered and then she made a gargled screeching noise around the dick in her mouth. She began to convulse so hard that the man in her mouth pulled his sloppy cock free for fear that she'd bite him. With her mouth now free, Lucy's screeching turned into a breathless gasp and she put her head on the bed.
"Oh, fuck!" she cried, and then her convulsing body seemed to seize up and go taut. She rammed her hips back against the man fucking her and then shrieked again as her long-denied orgasm melted her mind.
The man in her cunt groaned loudly as Lucy's pussy squeezed his cock, begging for his cum as his hands clung to her hips and held her in place.
"Holy fuck!" he exclaimed. "This slut's... fucking pussy!"
And then he pasted her insides in a wash of cum as he trembled with Lucy. Everyone watched as he emptied his balls into her writhing, twitching body. Lucy continued to gasp and grip the comforter in her fists as her orgasm seemed to go on for minutes. Finally, she collapsed, forcing the man's cock out of her. There was no rest, though. The man that had been using her mouth simply rolled her over and fed his cock into her cum-filled hole.
Lucy gasped and groaned, but like the slut she was, she wrapped her legs around his waist and began to chant, "Fuck me... fuck me... oh, shit... fuck that cunt... fuck me..."
Luke gently pulled Rachel's stroking hand off of his cock, pulled Lucy's arms, and dragged her head off the side of the bed.
"Yes," she gasped. "Fuck my mouth!"
Luke pushed his dick back into her throat. Rachel pulled the strange man's cock from her mouth, astonished. She'd seen it in the videos, but never imagined it could really happen. Lucy took the full length of Luke's long cock all the way inside her like her throat was just another hole made for fucking. She didn't gag or sputter. Luke just slid his shaft right into her with a pleased groan and his balls touched Lucy's nose. She grunted in ecstasy as the man fucking her cunt began to pound her harder.
Rachel ran the egg in her hand through her cunt, hardly even noticing when the strange man pushed his cock back into her mouth. Her eyes watched, sidelong, as Lucy took the two men on. Her sister squealed and grunted around Luke's cock, while the second man squeezed one of her tits and Luke the other. The man in Rachel's mouth gently rocked his cockhead between her lips as they watched Lucy.
After a few minutes, Luke pulled his dick from Lucy's mouth and slapped her face, making Lucy moan.
"Hey, slut," he said. "You've got a free hole and a free pole."
"Do it," Lucy croaked. "Fucking do it!"
"Get her up, man," Luke ordered.
The man fucking Lucy pulled his cock out, shifted onto his back, and then Luke dragged her up. She mounted his cock once more, slamming her cunt down on his lap with a grunt. She leaned forward and put her hands on his chest, while he held her hips. As Rachel watched from around the dick in her mouth, Luke worked his cock into Lucy's ass. It was clumsy and slow, but when Lucy gasped and then bit her lip, Rachel knew that he'd gotten it in.
"Fuck, yes," Lucy whispered. "Fucking do it!"
"That's my cue, baby," said the man in Rachel's mouth.
He pulled out his cock and left her masturbating, as though her sole purpose had been to keep his dick wet and warm for Lucy. She had to pull the vibrator off her cunt to avoid cumming to the thought. It was so slutty, so dirty.
Ever since Lucy had begun instructing her in a woman's purpose, those lessons she'd most enjoyed had been the ones where the girls were treated roughly, unkindly, like their only real use was as pleasure holes. It was an odd thing to know about oneself, she'd often thought, as Rachel did not like people to be unkind in general. When she listened to her cunt, though, her cunt found those things so sexy and exciting. Watching Lucy fulfill that role, taking on three men, having every useful hole stuffed and pleasuring cock, had Rachel's whole body hot and vibrating.
That could be her, too. She could be like Lucy, and Lucy could be like the mean girls in her favorite videos. They'd call her names, slap her, push cock into her, and use her to get off. She vibrated her cunt to the thought of it and watched Lucy's body begin to jerk and thrash as she had her second incredible orgasm. The man in her mouth gave a sharp gasp and then held Lucy's face to his crotch as he fed her his cum. Lucy hummed happily as she drank it, squeezing her own tits and then gasping for air when he pulled his dick out.
The man in her cunt soon followed, blasting a second big load into her as she humped back against Luke's cock in her ass. Luke gathered her hair in his fist and slid his cock out of her, then used her hair to drag her up. The cock in her cunt plopped free and Rachel could see the ejaculation pour from her fuckhole and drip wetly down her legs. Luke levered Lucy around, his free hand around her chest, and then he forced her down to her knees in front of Rachel.
"Lick cunt, you nasty bitch," he ordered.
Lucy pushed Rachel's hand away from her cunt and began to suck and lap at Rachel's pussy like it was the best thing on earth. Luke worked his cock back into her ass. Lucy's animal grunts sent vibrations through Rachel's cunt as her sister licked and sucked. Luke's hard thrusting drove Lucy's face into her, making a real rhythm impossible, but Rachel didn't care. She moaned for her sister and squeezed her breasts, letting the pleasure build. Lucy was not denying her this time. This time, Lucy was intent on giving Rachel her own cum.
After the whole day's teasing, Lucy's talented tongue pushed her over the edge within minutes. Rachel bucked against her sister's face and opened her mouth to scream out her pleasure, but as she did, one of the men pushed his cummy cock into her mouth and roughly used it to clean his and Lucy's cum from his shaft. Rachel glurked and gasped, then coughed when he pulled it out. She gasped and the second man followed suit, jamming his still-wet cock in to clean it as Rachel continued to orgasm on Lucy's tongue.
Her body jerked against the headboard violently as she squealed around the dick in her mouth, and then it was gone. The third man immediately replaced it with his own and fucked Rachel's head against the wood of the headboard as Lucy continued to make her cum. Rachel squealed and bucked as the man stuffed her mouth with his half-hard cock, until he was satisfied she'd done her duty. Through a haze of tears, Rachel saw Luke pull his dick out of Lucy's ass, and then he climbed over Lucy's prone body. He pushed his cock into Rachel's mouth and, within a second, dispensed his gooey load onto her tongue.
Rachel did as she'd seen Lucy do, and grabbed onto Luke's ass, pulling him in deeper, choking herself on his cock as his semen continued to pour down her throat. Lucy's tongue made her cum again and she gagged on Luke's length as her body shook and legs kicked. Then, Lucy was up on her knees, pushing her tongue into Luke's ass. He made a surprised noise and another jet of cum rocketed into Rachel's throat.
"Fuck, you're a nasty girl!" Luke exclaimed, chuckling, and more chuckles followed from the three other spent men.
Luke finally stepped away, and Lucy moved in, kissing Rachel, her tongue probing her sister's mouth, sharing in the reward. Lucy squeezed her tits and moaned into her mouth. With her head reeling and her body flushed, Rachel felt that there was no better place in the world than right here, in her sister's arms.
***
Chapter Thirteen: Fixing Things
While Rachel had felt sleepy on the ride home, Lucy was giddy and animated. There was something in her that had changed, Rachel could see, but she didn't understand what it was. There had been, for years, some kind of dark cloud around Lucy, as black as her hair. Rachel didn't think it had been the gangbang. At least, not entirely. She'd held Rachel's hand on the drive home, quiet, but brimming with energy.
When they arrived home, Lucy carried the cameras and lights into the house, all of them now stowed in a bag. Rachel, exhausted by the whole ordeal, fell asleep with the egg stuffed into her cunt once more. Lucy, meanwhile, set the bag of equipment down and opened the laptop. Though she was tired, the incredible release had done wonders for her clarity. For the first time in weeks, her pussy was not the only thought on her mind.
She brought up her stats and laughed out loud. 120,000 copies of the video had been sold. Lucy had never wanted fame and had thought little of fortune. She'd drifted the last couple of years, consumed by porn and finding pleasure only in devoting herself to making her cunt happy. That pleasure, she'd been able to draw out by edging herself and living in that slutty, near-orgasmic haze, but it hadn't been fulfilling. All of that had begun to change the day that Rachel became involved.
Rachel wasn't just a project, Lucy had come to realize. Rachel was the key to their family's salvation. With one slutty act, one moment that had brought them together, two sisters had done something that would forever change the course of their lives. Where, only weeks ago, there had been depression, hopelessness, and uncertainty, now there was a possibility. There was the chance for a real future. It wasn't just their chance, either.
With the numbers increasing by the minute, those possibilities were for all of them. She didn't know, exactly, how she was going to approach their mother and tell her that she no longer had to work. There would be questions, doubts, accusations, and denials. Those, Lucy would have to overcome. It might never heal the rift that lay between them. In fact, it might just widen it. The important thing, Lucy decided, was that Rachel would have any opportunity she wanted, now. That was the possibility.
Through the still-open door, Lucy heard the sound of the door opening, shutting, and then her mother throwing her keys onto the entry table. Lucy padded down the hall, then down the steps. Her heels clacked down the hallway until she stood in the kitchen doorway. Her mother turned around and set a wine glass on the counter and filled it. Lucy strode quickly forward and took the bottle out of her hand. Her mother looked shocked. Lucy snatched the glass off the counter and poured it down the drain.
"What do you think you're doing?" her mother snapped.
Lucy didn't say anything. She put her arms around her mother, pulled her in so tightly that she gasped, and buried her face in her chest. Her mother jerked back in surprise, but Lucy held on. Hot tears burned under her eyelids and then they leaked through, wetting the front of her mother's blouse. Still, she held on. Then, her mother's arms went around her back and she held her.
"I want to fix it," Lucy said. "I want to fix it all."
***
THE END
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Eighteen-year-old Mandy loved to rub her cunt. She did it often and she did it everywhere. At school, she liked to rub her cunt in the toilets, biting her lip and looking at pictures of pretty lesbians with their tongues in each other's pussies. At home, she rubbed it before her parents got in from work, watching lesbians with strap-on cocks fuck each other. At night, she rubbed it, imagining having a sexy lesbian girlfriend whose pussy she could also lick.
Unfortunately, Mandy really got into rubbing her cunt, and when she was at it, she tended to zone out. Today, Mandy was in the living room, rubbing and stroking her wet pussy to a hot video of passionate, lesbian lovemaking. Mandy did not, therefore, notice the arrival of her older sister, Tara, until Tara shouted from behind her.
"What the fuck are you doing?"
Mandy dropped the phone and, shocked, tried to hide her pussy from her sister. However, Mandy had removed her panties, already feeling naughty at masturbating in the living room.
"Tara! I... I wasn't... It isn't..." Mandy babbled.
Tara rounded the couch and picked up the phone.
"Oh my God! Are you seriously rubbing one out to lez porn?" Tara asked.
"No!" Mandy tried to deny it, despite the evidence, literally, in front of her sister's face.
"Jesus Christ," Tara said, "Mom and dad are going to fucking disown you!"
"What? No! You won't tell, will you? Please!" Mandy begged.
Tara held the phone and then, smirking, said "No. I won't tell. But you're going to do something for me."
"Anything!" Mandy agreed.
"You're going to sit down and watch it some more, and you're going to rub your cunt."
"What?" Mandy asked, confused.
"Do it," Tara said and offered Mandy the phone.
Mandy took it, hesitantly.
"Go on," Tara said, "Pretend I'm not here and watch those two sexy girls lez off together. Rub your pussy and watch your cute lezzies get it on."
"I... I can't do that," Mandy protested, "It's gross."
"You were just doing it," Tara said, rolling her eyes.
"But you weren't watching!" Mandy argued.
"Yes, I was. I've been standing here for, like, ten minutes, watching you go at your cunt."
Mandy blushed and said, "You... you were watching?"
"Go on. Rub that pussy for me," Tara said, again.
Mandy reluctantly sat back down. She did not start rubbing her cunt.
"Rub it, Mandy. Get your pussy all gooey over those hot girls, or I'm telling mom that you're a dyke."
Mandy, sniffling, began to rub her cunt. She played the video, and she watched the two girls making love, trying to ignore her sister watching. After a few minutes of embarrassed silence, Mandy started to get into it. It felt a little dirty and a little exciting to touch her pussy in front of another girl. She flicked her eyes from the screen, up to Tara, who was filming her masturbating on her phone.
"Tara!" she said, "Stop!"
"Rub your cunt," Tara said, "Just keep rubbing your cunt for me."
Mandy didn't want to be filmed rubbing her cunt, but she wanted to be disowned even less, and so she continued to masturbate. She watched the girls, writhing and moaning, touching, petting, licking each other, until she orgasmed on her fingers with her sister watching.
"Good girl," Tara said, shutting off the recording.
"You won't tell?" Mandy asked, blushing, her sister looking at her wet fuckhole.
"Come over to my place tomorrow after school," Tara said.
"Okay, but you won't tell, right?" Mandy asked again.
Tara shrugged, "I can keep a secret, but we're not done."
"What do you mean?" Mandy asked, confused, "I did it... like you told me to."
"And now I'm telling you to come over after school," Tara reiterated.
"Alright," Mandy agreed.
***
Mandy showed up at her sister's home the next day. Tara greeted her in the living room and her sister was nude.
"What the hell!" Mandy shouted, covering her eyes.
Even more unexpected, though, was that Tara's husband, Matt, was sitting next to his nude wife. Matt, though, was fully clothed.
"Let me tell you something about being married, Mandy," Tara said, stroking her pussy, "It's a give and take. Matt doesn't really like eating pussy. Since you do, though, I'm going to teach you how to lick mine."
"What? No!" Mandy balked, "That's gross!"
"You love pussy, though. You showed me how much, just yesterday," Tara argued.
"I... I've never done it," Mandy admitted, blushing, "and I don't want to do it... with my sister!"
"Fine," Tara said, "I'll just send mom the little video of you rubbing your twat to lesbo porn."
"Wait! No!" Mandy said and considered her options. There were none. She looked back and said, "I'll do it."
"Come here," Tara ordered and indicated the floor in front of her.
"Does... does Matt have to watch?" Mandy asked, getting to her knees in front of her sister.
"Yes," Tara said.
Blushing, Mandy leaned in and licked Tara's pussy. It tasted good. She tried to remember all the many porn scenes she'd watched and how the girls licked each other. She ran her tongue through the slit of Tara's pussy, bringing a sigh of pleasure from her sister. Tara's hand fell on her head, and she stroked Mandy's hair lightly. The gesture felt nice, like acceptance.
Matt stood up and began to record it on his phone. Mandy stopped licking and opened her mouth to protest, but Tara put her hand back on her head, said, "Shh," and then guided Mandy back to her cunt. Reluctantly, Mandy began to lick again as Matt recorded it. She sucked on Tara's clit and licked at her gash some more, pushing her tongue into her sister's fuckhole and licking it out.
Tara continued to stroke her and tell her she was good, a good cunt sucker, a sexy slit licker. Mandy's face felt flushed and hot as she gave her first girl head, her own pussy growing warm and aroused as she brought Tara closer and closer to cumming. Then, it happened. Her sister gripped her hair firmly and moaned out loud, orgasming on Mandy's tongue. Tara held her face tightly to her cunt as she came, making Mandy continue licking her through the waves of pleasure.
When Mandy's task was complete, Tara let her up and kissed her on the mouth. Mandy moaned and whimpered as her sister put her tongue in her mouth and kissed her hotly. Finally, Tara broke away. As she continued to stroke Mandy's hair, Matt stopped recording.
"That was so good," Tara whispered, "I'm going to have you do that a lot from now on, alright?"
Blushing, Mandy nodded her head and made to get up.
"Not yet," Tara said, stopping her, "There's something else. You see, Matt doesn't like to eat pussy, and I don't really care for sucking cock all that much."
Matt unzipped his pants and pulled out his erect penis. Mandy looked back at her sister in fright.
"I know you think you're a lesbian," Tara said, "but I think that's just because you haven't had cock before."
"It's... it's not! I am!" Mandy whimpered.
"That's okay," Tara said, soothingly, stroking her hair, "You don't have to be straight to suck cock. You just have to suck it."
"No! I... I don't want to do that," Mandy said.
"Well, that's going to be a problem," Tara said, "Now I have a video of you rubbing your cunt to lesbian porn, and another of you eating pussy. What will mom and dad think?"
Matt stepped forward and put his hard cock in Mandy's face. She looked at the jerking, bobbing stalk of cockmeat inches away. Mandy looked for help, once more, from Tara but saw only a smirk.
"But... but..." Mandy stammered, and then Matt pushed the head of his cock into her mouth.
Mandy squeaked and looked up at him in horror, but she didn't pull away. Tara held her head and stroked her hair.
"It's alright, baby," she said softly, "It's okay. You'll learn to like it over time."
Mandy flicked her eyes toward Tara, the question in them plain. Tara nodded and said, "This is your job now. You get to eat my pussy and suck Matt's cock when we need it."
"Mmm!" Mandy moaned around the cock in her mouth.
Matt added his hand to his wife's on Mandy's head and began to push more of his cock into her.
"Just make a nice, tight little O," Tara said, "Lips and tongue. No teeth, now. Good. You can just let him do it how he likes, alright?"
Mandy shut her eyes, but Tara made a little 'tsk' sound and said, "Eyes open, slut. They like it when you look at them. It makes them cum faster, so if you want it to be over, just keep those eyes up."
Mandy trembled as Matt slowly fucked her mouth, groaning with pleasure. He pushed his cock deep, until Mandy choked, her eyes watering. Then, he pulled it out and went back for another go. He fell into a rhythm, pumping her mouth and then picking up his pace until drool leaked from the corners of her mouth and spilled down her chin.
"This is going to work out so well, Mandy," Tara said, "You get to practice licking cunt and Matt gets a nice wet mouth to fuck."
Mandy struggled to swallow his girth, making little whimpers of protest as Matt plugged her airway.
"You know," Tara added, "Come to think of it. I don't really like doing anal either."
Mandy choked on his cock.
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Summary: Andrew's slutty sister test his vow of purity
Andrew came home from church camp with a renewed sense of spiritual purpose. Each time he attended, it was as though he could feel the Holy Spirit having touched his shoulder and assured him that he was on the right path. Having just graduated from high school this year's camp had focused on a special lesson that Andrew felt certain was going to help him succeed in life.
Already a virgin, Andrew took to the lessons about abstinence readily. The distractions caused by a girl's body, the temptations of their soft curves and seductive eyes, had led a few of his friends astray already. At least one was going to be a father, right out of high school. Andrew had seen the distress it had caused in his friend's life, as well as that of the girl. Andrew, himself, didn't want that. He was intent on making the most of himself and pursuing a real career. When he met the right woman, then he'd consider giving in to temptation in a way that was right and holy, one that conformed to the ideals of his church and the will of The Lord.
Andrew came home to find his sister's car in the driveway. Two years older than Andrew, Becky had been away for the whole year for her sophomore year of college, attending a school six states away. Andrew was excited to see his older sister, and couldn't wait to tell her all about his new vow of abstinence, to show her his purity ring, and to have her support. Maybe he could even get Becky to adopt abstinence, herself, as a show of familial solidarity.
He found Becky in the living room, lying on the couch, watching TV. His sister perked up at his arrival, running forward to give him a big hug and squashing her large, braless tits into his chest.
"Oh, my God! It's so good to see you!" Becky squealed excitedly, "How was your little Jesus camp?"
Andrew was slightly embarrassed at having his retreat referred to as a "little Jesus camp," but he ignored the jab and touched his purity ring. The feel of Becky's large, soft, and obviously braless breasts was the first real test of his vow. He could tell that it was the devil's temptation, too, as it made him think about large, jiggling tits and that those tits were his own sister's. It was a double whammy that had involuntarily made his cock twitch.
"It was really great," Andrew said, seriously, "When did you get in?"
"Just a few hours ago," Becky answered, "Do you think you can help me take some bags out of the car?"
"Sure!"
Andrew aided his sister in taking her bags in. While she unpacked and put her things away, Andrew related the remarkable tale of his spiritual journey at church camp. Becky laid out her things on the bed prior to putting them away, sorting out the mess of clothes into matching piles. Among the piles were several pairs of very tiny, lacy panties and bras that she set right next to Andrew. The sight of them made her brother blush as he stammered about his vow of abstinence.
His eyes kept drifting to the little pieces of cloth, the devil's temptation putting images in his mind of where those panties and bras had been. Becky left these articles for last, forcing Andrew to sit next to them uncomfortably as she put everything else away.
"So, you're going to be like a monk or something?" Becky asked, "You're never going to have sex?"
Andrew laughed and shook his head, saying, "No. It just means I'm saving myself for the woman I'll marry, so we can begin our life together in purity."
Becky giggled a bit at the dreamy look in Andrew's eyes as he imagined himself and the unnamed future wife.
"What if she's not a virgin, though?" Becky asked, arranging her make-up table.
"I'm not going to force my own beliefs on anyone," Andrew said, shrugging, "People are who they are. My choice doesn't have to be everyone's. If we fall in love, I'll love her for who she is, not who she was."
"That's really sweet," Becky said and gave him another hug, this time pulling his face into her cleavage and smothering him with her tits.
Andrew flushed as his cock hardened, betraying him. Becky held him a moment longer before letting him go.
"What if she's disappointed, though, because you don't know what to do when it's time to get it on?" Becky asked.
Andrew blushed and stammered, "I... I'm not worried... about that."
Becky shrugged and said, "Okay. I guess we'll see how long you make it."
Andrew furrowed his brow in confusion and asked, "What does that mean?"
Becky grinned, saying, "Boys aren't made for that shit, Drew. Especially eighteen-year-old boys. You'll be jerking off by the end of the week."
"That's... No, I won't! That's gross!" Andrew argued.
Becky shrugged again and said, "We'll see. I want to have a nap. It was a long drive."
"Yeah. Okay," Andrew agreed, leaving his sister alone.
***
That evening Andrew made dinner and Becky helped. He didn't feel it was all that appropriate for his sister to putter about the kitchen wearing only a pair of the sexy panties and a tank top, but he focused on making the meal. Becky had other ideas, though. While Andrew kneaded meat patties, Becky wrapped her arms around his waist and pushed her tits into his back. Her hands rubbed his chest and she whispered in his ear.
"I'm so glad to be home with you. We can have a lot of fun this summer, just me and you."
Her tongue snaked out to flick his earlobe and one hand strayed downward to lightly brush his cock through his jeans.
"Don't do that!" Andrew protested, his hands covered in meat juice, "That's wrong on so many levels."
"If you can't take a little teasing," Becky argued, "How are you ever going to keep up this vow of yours?"
Andrew blushed but didn't say anything. Becky returned to stirring a cornbread mix.
During dinner, Andrew recounted, again, his tale of church camp to their mother. Under the table, Becky casually ran her foot up his leg and pressed her toes into his crotch. She gave him a little smile across the table when she felt his cock harden. Andrew only blushed and stammered about his vow of abstinence.
"That's really sweet of you, honey," their mother said, "If it's what you really want, I'm sure you'll do fine."
***
As Andrew lay in bed that night, he sighed into his pillow and tossed. His phone pinged with a message and he muttered to himself about having forgotten to silence it. The message was from Becky.
"Hey, I'm really lonely. Would you just snuggle me for a bit, like we used to?"
Andrew went to Becky's room, thinking of all the times that Becky had come to his bed, or called him to hers when they were kids. Becky was always an affectionate girl who liked to be held. Many nights, while growing up, he'd needed to lay with her until she fell asleep. It had been many years since it had happened, but he supposed having been away for a while had brought those memories back. He went to Becky's room and knocked lightly.
"Come in," came the reply.
Andrew let himself in.
"You okay?" he asked with genuine, brotherly concern.
"Yeah. Just kind of lonely. My roommate and I sleep in the same bed a lot, so I'm just kind of used to having someone with me. Do you mind? Just until I fall asleep?"
"Alright," Andrew said, and slipped into the bed, laying on his back.
"Not like that, Drew. Hold me," Becky said.
Andrew sighed and turned on his side, putting his arm around Becky's waist. His sister wiggled her bottom and spooned into his crotch to get comfortable, then sighed contentedly and was still. Andrew lay against her warmth. It felt nice, he decided, after so many years. He settled in and began to drift off.
Andrew was nearly asleep when Becky, lazily, rubbed her panty-covered bottom against his crotch. He grumbled but was near sleep. A moment later, Becky pulled his hand from her waist and put it on one of her breasts. Still sleepy, Andrew barely registered this, but then he gave her tit an unconscious squeeze and felt her nipple harden. He tried to pull his hand away but Becky mewled, sleepily, in protest and clung to his hand. Her ass wiggled against him again and Andrew found his cock hardening involuntarily.
"Becky!" he hissed.
His sister mumbled tiredly.
Andrew's hardon pressed into the crack of her ass and he was acutely aware, now, that he was groping his sister's tit in his hand. Finally, he was able to get his hand away. Quietly, he snuck out of Becky's room and slept fitfully the rest of the night.
***
Andrew made his way to the shower in the morning, but the door to the bathroom was wide open and the water already running. He could hear Becky humming to herself in the shower. Averting his eyes, he reached in and shut the door, then returned to his room to wait his turn. His cock was hard again. He rubbed his purity ring, said a small prayer to himself, and busied himself reading a few of his scriptures. Once he heard the bathroom door open he waited, then took his turn in the shower.
When he made his way downstairs, intent on making breakfast, he heard sounds from the living room. Upon entering to investigate, he was shocked to find his sister with her legs spread on the couch, masturbating while watching porno very loudly on her phone.
"Becky! What the heck!" Andrew cried.
Becky only moaned and continued to finger her twat, now watching Andrew with a lusty, glazed expression. Andrew quickly fled back up the stairs. He threw himself on the bed, prayed, and hid in his room. After some time, Becky let herself into the room without knocking. His sister wore only a tank top and Andrew's eyes fell on her naked pussy.
"Becky!" he cried.
Becky quickly approached, put a finger on his lips, and pressed something into his hand, then ran from the room. Andrew, stunned, opened his hand and found a pair of Becky's panties balled up in his fist. The panties were very wet. Blushing, Andrew took the panties to the hamper and put them in, then marched to Becky's room. He knocked at the door.
"Come in," Becky called.
"Are you decent?" Andrew asked.
"Yes," Becky said, and Andrew opened the door.
Becky lay on her bed, stroking her wet pussy with one hand and watching porno on her phone.
"Becky! Cover up! Oh my gosh!" Andrew yelped, covering his eyes.
"It's my room," Becky said, "What did you want?"
Andrew could hear the sound of the porno playing and the slick, wet sound of his sister's fingers playing with her pussy.
"Nothing!" Andrew said and shut the door.
***
Andrew hid in his room, attempting to avoid any more awkwardness with Becky, but eventually, he became hungry. He poked his head out into the hall and, seeing it clear, snuck down the steps to the kitchen. The house was quiet. He set about making a sandwich for himself.
While he laid out the bread and began to lather mayo on the slices, he heard the soft patter of bare feet on the floor. He looked over his shoulder and saw Becky stealing into the kitchen in a pair of panties and her tank top. Andrew whirled around and pressed his back to the counter as Becky swooped in and pressed her body against him. Her hands encircled his waist and her tits pushed into his chest as she leaned upward and kissed him on the mouth.
Andrew made a strangled cry of protest and flailed his arms, but Becky pushed her tongue into his mouth and groped his hard cock through his shorts. He managed to push her away.
"What are you doing?" he shouted, his face flushed.
"What?" Becky asked innocently, "If you can't handle a little teasing, how are you going to survive college with this abstinence vow? Girls in college are going to cocktease you mercilessly."
"You're my sister! You shouldn't be doing that!" Andrew said, rounding the kitchen island to keep away from her.
"I think you like it. Your dick was really hard," Becky countered.
She rounded the island and advanced on him, Andrew backpedaling until his back hit the wall. Becky sank to her knees in front of him and touched his cock through his shorts again, looking up at him.
"Come on," she said, breathily, "You could just let me suck it for you. It would feel really good."
"No! Stop it, Becky!" Andrew said and swatted her hand away, "If you don't stop I'll... I'll tell Mom what you're doing."
Becky laughed at him and said, "Go ahead. Mom's a pervert that watches incest porn. She'll probably give me a pat on the back and tell me to keep it up."
"You're lying!" Andrew stated, "Mom wouldn't do that."
"Oh yeah?" Becky said and reached out to touch his cock again, "I'll show you her browser history. If I'm lying, then I'll stop. If I'm not, then you have to let me jerk you off."
"What? No! That's so gross!"
"Alright. I'm going to keep cockteasing you until I've got your fucking cock balls deep in my pussy, then," Becky said, smiling up at him wickedly and stroking his cock.
Andrew gasped and ran from the room, fleeing up the stairs and locking his door. He knelt and prayed for strength and for his sister's forgiveness. As he prayed, his phone chimed. He said his Amen and checked the phone. The message was a picture of Becky's wet pussy, spread by her fingers, with a message stating, "Your cock goes here." Andrew deleted the message. A few minutes later, another arrived, this one of Becky's open mouth with the message, "Your cock goes here."
***
Andrew did not want to leave his room, but he couldn't starve himself. He'd never finished making his sandwich and it was getting close to dinner time. He was desperately hungry and he hadn't even had a pee for hours now. He'd deleted four more messages from Becky, showing him her tits, her ass, a sex toy in her pussy, and one full-body nude. This couldn't go on. He had to tell his mother about Becky's behavior. It had to stop.
Andrew opened his door as quietly as possible and snuck down the stairs. There was no sign of Becky. He quickly got together an easy dinner of fettuccini noodles and sauce, with some bread. While the noodles simmered on the stove and Andrew stirred the sauce in a pan, Becky crept in behind him and kissed his neck, putting her arms around his chest.
"So, did you decide to fuck me?" she whispered, "I can just start by sucking your cock, if you want to go slow."
Andrew struggled away and whirled on her, angry.
"Why are you doing this?" he snapped.
"Because I'm a slut and I want you to fuck me," Becky said, shrugging, "Isn't it obvious?"
"Becky, I'm not going to do that. It's wrong for every reason! You need to stop. Please."
The door from the garage opened and their mother walked in, unphased by Becky's braless tits in her tank top and thin panties.
"Hey, Mom," Becky said and gave her mother a hug.
"Hey, honey," their mother said, returning the embrace, which lasted for quite some time.
"Thanks for dinner again, Drew. I need to get changed. My feet are killing me," Mother added, quickly leaving the room.
Becky took a seat at the table, scrolling her phone, watching and making Andrew uncomfortable as he finished dinner. Over their meal, Becky again teased his cock through his shorts with her feet. Andrew, flushed but starved, wolfed down his meal and quickly left the table.
***
Andrew locked his bedroom door that night and ignored his phone, which pinged twice more. He wouldn't look at it. During the night he awoke to the feeling of Becky slipping into his bed with him.
He woke and turned over to find his sister snuggled under the covers with him. When he opened his mouth to protest, Becky put her tongue in his mouth and began to stroke his cock through his shorts, making him moan into their forbidden kiss. Andrew pushed her away.
"Stop it, Becky!" he said again, "You can't keep doing this."
"But you're hard," Becky teased, "I felt it. Come on. You can just put it in my mouth. It's okay. I want you to."
"I don't want to do that!" Andrew argued, "Can you just leave, please?"
"Fine. You know where my room is, if you need to drain those big balls."
Becky left him alone after peeling off her panties and leaving them on his pillow. Knowing, now, that it was useless to lock the door Andrew threw the panties on the floor and tried to go back to sleep. His cock was so hard it hurt.
***
A locked door was no barrier for Becky, who easily sprung the bathroom lock with a hairpin and let herself in as Andrew showered the next morning. Nude, Becky got into the shower with her brother and pressed her naked tits into his chest, grabbing his cock in her hand while Andrew was still trying to process the fact that his naked sister was molesting him in the shower. Becky kissed him and fondled his erection, moaning into his mouth.
Andrew wanted to push her away roughly, but the shower was slick and he didn't want to hurt his sister. He gently struggled under the hot spray as Becky relentlessly tugged on his hard cock.
"Becky! Don't!" he protested and tried to skirt around her to get out of the shower.
"You can just let me jerk you off with my hand," Becky said, "That's not breaking your vow, right? That's not even sex and you're not masturbating."
"No! It's wrong!" Andrew said, swatting at his sister's stroking hand.
"I'll bet you need to cum really bad," Becky said, reaching for his cock again.
Andrew groaned. He did need to cum badly. The unholy thoughts were a lot to deal with but the entire situation was too horribly wrong to contemplate. He couldn't let his sister jerk him off. Her hand running the length of his hard shaft did feel amazing, though, and it had been nearly two weeks since he'd last masturbated, before going to church camp.
"Did you think about me last night? Did you touch your cock and think about putting it in my mouth?" Becky taunted, squeezing his hard-on.
"No!" Andrew croaked, his resolve crumbling under his sister's handjob.
"No? Did you think about my pussy? It's really wet and it would feel so good if you'd just fuck it," Becky said seductively, "You just have to do it."
Andrew summoned his will with a silent prayer and stumbled out of the shower, grabbing a towel and wrapping it around himself as he fled the bathroom. Despite knowing it was futile, he locked the bedroom door and dressed. This was impossible. He couldn't live this way.
Confused, horny, and angry, Andrew left the house and drove to his church. For the rest of the day, he volunteered for the food pantry and ignored his phone. He didn't even make it home for dinner.
***
Andrew came home late and snuck into his room, but when he turned on the light he found Becky in his bed, wearing a lacy bra and matching panties. She patted the bed next to her.
"I'm sorry," she said, "Come lay with me and we'll talk about it. I promise I won't touch you."
Andrew, hesitantly, lay on the bed fully clothed.
"Do you think I'm pretty?" Becky asked, looking up at the ceiling.
"What? Of course," Andrew answered.
"Why don't you want to fuck me?"
"Becky," Andrew groaned, "You're my sister. It's wrong and I don't want to have sex with anyone until I get married."
Becky sighed and was quiet.
"Can I snuggle you? Just for a while?" Becky asked, her eyes pleading.
"Fine. Just... don't do anything weird, alright?"
Becky nodded. Andrew turned on his side and felt Becky turn on hers, then her arm went around his waist. She was quiet, her hot breath on his neck, her breasts against his back. Andrew couldn't deny that her body felt good next to his. Having never been intimate with a woman before, he had nothing else to compare it to.
"You don't know what you're giving up," Becky whispered when Andrew had begun to doze off.
"Hmm?"
"I'm always horny," she said, and he felt her hand begin to gently caress his chest, "When I think about your dick, it makes my pussy so wet. Sometimes, I lay awake at night, and I touch it, thinking about you."
"Becky..." Andrew groaned.



"I think about getting on my knees and putting my lips around your cock. I think about looking up at you while I suck it and seeing the pleasure on your face, knowing that I'm making you feel good," Becky hissed. Andrew's cock stirred at the image, his sister's hand lightly digging into his chest.
"I think about waking up with you and stroking your cock in my hand or putting it between my tits until you cum on me," Becky whispered, her voice low and hot, her breath against his neck in the near dark.
"Stop it, Becky," Andrew hissed.
"Are you going to go tell Mom that I want my brother to push his cock in my pussy and fuck it?" Becky teased, her hand drifting down to the band of his shorts.
Andrew's breath caught in his throat. The feel of her body, the filthy words, and the images those words conjured in his horny, teenage mind, had his cock straining. He wanted to touch it. He wanted Becky to touch it. Her fingers lightly raked across his skin, teasing the waistband of the shorts.
"No. I'm not going to tell Mom," Andrew whispered, "Just... Becky, it's not right."
"It's right," Becky countered, "No one will ever love you like your big sister, right? I can show you how to do it right."
Her fingers slipped past the band of his shorts and brushed his erect cockhead. Andrew groaned at the feeling.
"You can just let me touch it and stroke it for you," Becky said, "It's so hard, Drew. I can feel how hard your cock is."
Her fingertips gently tickled the head of his cock.
"I... If I let you do it... If I let you touch it, just once, you'll stop?"
"No," Becky answered, "If you let me touch it and stroke it, just once, then I'm going to want to suck it, too. I really want to suck your cock, Drew."
Andrew shivered and Becky grasped the head of his cock in her hand.
"You can't suck it," he said, "But... If you really want to you can... you can touch it. Please. That has to be enough."
"You mean it?" Becky asked, excitement clear in her tone.
"Just once."
Becky shifted, getting to her knees. Before Andrew knew what was happening, she'd unsnapped her lingerie top and pulled it off, baring her naked tits to him. She urged him onto his back and tugged at the string of his shorts, untying it and yanking them down.
"Becky!" Andrew hissed.
"I can't touch it with them on," she said and reached for his boxers, hooking her fingers into the band and tugging on them. Andrew's cock sprang free, bobbing happily in front of her eyes. Becky wasted no time, wrapping her hand around its length and gently giving it an experimental stroke. Andrew groaned and his cock twitched in her hand. Becky lay on her side, resting her head on his chest, and looked at his erect cock. Slowly, she began to pump it and stare at it.
"You've got a beautiful cock," she whispered, "It feels so good. Do you like that?"
"Uh huh," Andrew answered, his eyes glazed and breath ragged.
"You could let me do this every day for you," Becky said, bringing her face closer to his cock, until Andrew could feel her hot breath on it, "I'd love to stroke it like this every day."
Andrew rested his hand on her blonde head and gripped his sheet with the other, his resolve a memory. Nearly two weeks without an orgasm and now here was his own sister, slowly pumping his cock and saying the dirtiest, most sinful things. He shouldn't be doing it, but it was too hard to say no. His cock had a mind of its own.
"I can stroke it really nice for you, just like this," Becky whispered, "Until it's big and hard, throbbing in my hand. Any time you want it, you can just pull it out and I'll do it for you."
"Becky..." he groaned, his cock twitching in her hand.
"I can make it big and hard like this and you can push it right into my mouth," Becky hissed.
"No!" Andrew protested, weakly, and his cock jerked in her hand.
"No? In my warm, horny, little pussy then?"
"Becky! I'm..."
"You like that idea," Becky said happily, stroking harder, "That would feel so good. You can do it, Drew. Just spread me open and push that big dick into me whenever you're hard."
"Oh! Oh no!" Andrew sputtered and began to cum on her fist.
Becky quickly took action, pushing the spurting head of his cock between her lips and sucking on the sensitive glans, making Andrew writhe and gasp as the pleasure of her tongue flicking across his erupting cock spooned his seed into her hungry mouth. Becky moaned happily as her brother drained his balls, his hand on her head and his body jerking in orgasm. Gradually, the intensity of his cum began to fade, but Becky nursed lovingly on his cockhead to ensure she'd gotten all he had. When she felt his hand leave her head, she came up, licking her lips, holding his spent penis in her hand.
"Thanks, Drew," she said and kissed his chest, "I'll come back and do it again in the morning, okay?"
Andrew, guilty and flushed stammered, "You... you weren't supposed to suck it!"
"I didn't suck it," Becky said, "I just stroked it and swallowed your cum so it wouldn't make a mess. Do you want me to suck it until it's hard again?"
"What? No! We shouldn't have done that," Andrew said.
"I thought it was great. Just let me stay here tonight, and I can do it for you again in the morning, okay?"
Andrew, blushing, pulled his shorts back on.
"We can't do that again, Becky. It's wrong. I'm such a pervert!" he grumbled, rolling onto his side.
"It's my fault," Becky admitted, snuggling back against him, her naked breasts in his back and arm around his waist once more, "Your sister's a big slut that wants your cock. It's all my fault. You should be punishing me for tempting you."
"What? I'm not going to punish you! Just... we can't do that again. Can we just go to bed?"
Becky fell silent and let him turn out the light.
***
Andrew awoke to the feeling of Becky pumping his cock once again. Groaning in pleasure, disgust, and self-loathing, he opened his eyes and watched his topless sister masturbate his erection for a moment longer than he'd intended.
"Becky... No!" Andrew whined.
"No? I can't stroke your big, hard cock for you again? Don't you like it?" Becky asked, gazing up at him happily.
"No! Yes! We can't..."
"Alright," Becky said, sighing, "but I'm just going to keep cockteasing you until you punish me for being bad. Or until you fuck me. Or both."
She released his cock and left the room without another word, leaving the door open. A moment later he heard the shower running down the hall, Becky clearly having left the door open. His cock was still hard and the memory of her hand on it, her mouth swallowing his spunk, Andrew touched his purity ring and felt dirty. He'd broken the vow in the worst way.
He tried not to think of Becky's nude body in the shower right now and her insistent, incestuous pestering. Why was she doing it? Becky started to moan loudly in the shower as she masturbated, moaning his name. Slut. His sister was a slut. The thought made his hard cock jerk happily.
It wasn't fair. He just wanted to be a good and chaste young man, but God had punished him by giving him a slut for a sister. Not just any slut, either. Becky was a gorgeous and horny slut that was willing to do anything for him.
Andrew waited for Becky to finish so that he could clean the remains of her dried spit and his spunk from his still-hard cock. Finally, the water shut off and he heard Becky go to her room. She didn't shut her door. Andrew quickly made his way to the bathroom and closed the door, just as the sound of Becky's vibrator came from her room and she moaned, "Ooh! Punish me, Drew!"
***
When Andrew opened the door, dressed and ready to avoid impurity for the rest of the day, he was greeted by the sight of his naked sister in the hallway. Becky knelt, in front of the door, her round and perfect ass upturned toward him and her head on the floor. She was pushing the vibrating toy into her very aroused cunt and moaning softly.
"Becky! What... what are you doing?" Andrew stammered.
"Oh, fuck! Drew, I need it. Just fuck me, please. Why won't you just fuck your pussy, Drew?" Becky begged
Andrew went from shock to anger. Why couldn't his sister just stop being a slut? It was her fault! She'd tempted him, again and again, pushing him until he'd crumbled. Something snapped and he lashed out, laying a hard slap on Becky's upturned ass.
"Ow! Fuck! Do it, Drew! Punish me! I'm such a slut," Becky wailed, and Andrew spanked her again.
"Stop it! Stop being a slut!" Andrew said, "It's your fault!"
"Oh, yes! It's my fault! I can't stop being a fucking slut for you, Drew," Becky said, her head pressed to the carpet, eyes shut, her body trembling as Andrew spanked her, and then she orgasmed on the toy in her cunt.
Red-faced, Andrew hit her again and yelled, "My... my cock is hard... because of you! It isn't fair!"
"Fuck! Oh, fuck! It's so hard because I'm a slut! Just fuck me and take care of your cock," Becky moaned, continuing to fuck the toy as Andrew spanked her again.
Confused, angry, and horny, Andrew straightened and recoiled at what he'd done. He'd just spanked his naked sister and watched her orgasm from it. His dick had never been harder. It raged in his shorts, jerking as he looked down at the writhing slut with the red ass who was, still, moaning and begging for him to use her.
"Becky... I..." he stammered.
Becky spun around, gasping wildly, and got to her knees, groping his crotch, his hard cock. Andrew groaned. Becky tugged the shorts down and before Andrew knew what was happening his sister had engulfed half of his cock.
"Oh! Oh, shit!" Andrew exclaimed, his hands reflexively settling on Becky's head, though whether he was going to push her away or hold her in place, he wasn't certain.
"Mk mm thase!" Becky mumbled around his cock, looking up at him hungrily.
Andrew had no idea what she was saying. He was still trying to come to terms with the incredible wetness of his sister's tightly sealed lips around his jerking cock, and the incredible feeling of her tongue dancing across the veiny underside of his shaft. Becky took hold of his hands and pressed them more tightly to her head, and then began to fuck her own face with his cock.
"Oh my god!" Andrew gasped, all thoughts of purity forgotten as Becky inhaled his length and began to assault her own throat with his penis.
"Mmm! Hmm!" Becky moaned happily.
His sister continued to moan, pushing the vibrating toy back into her cunt as she slobbered on his dick. Andrew's legs shook and he held onto her head, his fingers twined roughly into her hair as Becky worked his hard length over with her mouth, her body shaking as she came on the toy again. She felt his cock begin to jump and jerk in her mouth. Before he could cum, she pulled back, trailing a thick rope of spit from her lip, and stared up at him.
"I'm not making you cum unless it's in my pussy," she said, laying back on the hallway floor and spreading her legs.
Andrew watched the vibrator slip in and out of her wet pussy, her tits heaving and a slutty fucklust in her eyes as she looked at his wet, hard cock. So close to the point of orgasm, Andrew's brain wasn't working. His cock saw a wet, warm, and inviting hole that it could sink into. It had just been treated to its first feel of a woman's mouth, and now it was being offered another taste of something even sweeter.
"Fuck your pussy, Drew," Becky begged, "You can cum in me. I want it."
Andrew crumbled. He fell to his knees and Becky pulled the toy out of her cunt. She locked her legs around him, pulling him close, and a moment later his excited cock plowed into the tight, welcoming wetness of his big sister's pussy. He grunted and groaned as that perfect sheath of warm pleasure enveloped his length and Becky's arms went around his back, pulling him down on top of her and smashing her tits against him.
"Oh, fuck!" Becky moaned, tossing her head back, "Fuck, yes! Do it, Drew! Fuck your pussy!" Andrew began to pump his cock into her depths, the wet smack of his crotch into her excited cunt echoing off the walls of the hallway.
"Hump your big cock into your sister, Drew," Becky urged, "That's so good, baby. Just fuck your slutty sister. It's so good, Drew. I love that cock!"
Andrew could only groan in pleasure, the feel of his sister's gripping pussy like nothing he'd ever felt.
"Do you still want to wait, Drew? Are you going to wait until you're married for more pussy?" Becky taunted him, humping against his cock, "You don't want to do this every day, all summer?"
"Oh... Oh my god!" Andrew exclaimed and his cock lurched at the thought.
"That's it," Becky said, "That's right, baby. Fuck your big sister. Just cum in my pussy, Drew. That's where it goes. Oh, fuck!"
Purity was the last thought on his mind as Andrew came into his cockteasing sister.
***
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Chapter Three: Household Cumhole
By the time Kayla pulled into her driveway, she had a new review on her company profile. Whether Tiffany's father had added it himself, or her friend had posted it for him, the sight of it further reminded her just how weird her life had become.
You come home expecting nothing more than a good dinner, and you get treated to a ball-blasting suckjob from a full-chested brunette bimbo. This darling little cocksucker has the shell-shocked look of a first-time rape victim, combined with the mouth of a virgin blowjob queen. While I'm glad I got in on the ground floor, I'm looking forward to repeated use of this cumhole, and am eagerly awaiting the day I get to bury my dick in that sweet little cunt.
After reading it two more times, she concluded that it was definitely Tiffany's work. She locked her phone and looked at the lighted windows of the house with a feeling of dread. How was she going to explain the collar? How would she explain the collar and the fact that she was clearly horny, dressed like a slut, and looking as though she'd spent the last hour having lesbian sex? Kayla opened the door to the car, and then the house.
She found her mother in the living room, along with Professor Miles. The two of them were cuddled up on the couch, each of them with a book. No. Her mother didn't have a book. She had a magazine and, when her head snapped up and took in the disheveled sight of her daughter, Kayla could see the cover of the publication. MILFs Gone Wild.
At Marie's sharp intake of breath, Miles looked up from his book, but his face showed something like satisfaction, rather than surprise. Kayla blushed and took a step into the room. Marie managed to find her voice.
"Kayla? What on earth are you wearing now? And what is that?"
Kayla touched the collar and jabbered, "It's... I got it... it's from work."
"From work? What does that say?"
"Can I just go to bed?" she begged.
Marie stood up and set down the dirty magazine. Kayla's eyes flicked downward and she saw a spread-eagled bimbo on one side, and in bold letters on the other, "The Value of a Younger Lover," at the top of an article. Marie paused and studied the collar.
"Cumhole? You expect me to believe that a professional office gave you a slut collar that says 'Cumhole' on it?"
"It's true!" Kayla protested. "I told you, that place is weird! They're making me do things!"
Marie shook her head in dismay.
"Why don't we give your manager a call, and clear this up? I'll just ask him about your choice of dress and we'll see what he has to say."
Kayla paled. She couldn't let it happen. The scenario played out in her head in an instant. She imagined Master Johnson smoothly turning the entire thing back on her.
"We're a very liberal organization that fully supports every woman's right to freedom of their sexual expression," he'd say. "If Kayla wants to wear her special neckpiece, who are we to deny her that freedom? It's not DomCo's policy to place restrictions on our employee's choice of dress."
Then, she'd come to work and face some new, horrifying humiliation that would be even worse. Maybe they'd even put one of those weird belts on her, like in the training video.
"No!" Kayla blurted. "It's... it's my fault. I'm just... I'm a stupid slut!"
The collar fed Obsequium into her brain and her anxiety began to fade as the pleasant injection of aphrodisiacs did their work. Marie nodded.
"Hear that, Miles?" Marie said. "Just like I told you. A slut for a daughter."
Kayla was on the verge of protesting, intending to point out the hypocrisy of calling her slut, while her mother was reading a porno magazine, but then Marie pulled her in for a hug. Her mother's hand slid under the skirt and cupped her ass.
"It's alright, Kayla," she said. "We're going to support your decision like we always have. If you want us to start calling you 'Cumhole' then that's what we'll do."
"But I----" she stopped.
Would the collar shock her if she told someone she did not want to be called Cumhole? It seemed likely. Reluctantly, she nodded and surrendered her old name, even at home.
"I know that you're very curious about all the things you're feeling, Cumhole," Marie said. "Professor Miles and I have been talking about it."
Kayla's eyes flicked to the pleased expression on Professor Miles' face and she remembered the things he'd been saying as she watched through the doorway.
"You know that I want to be a good mother for you and Rich," Marie continued. "Being a good mother is the most important thing. It's why I'm encouraging you to indulge in this slut business you're so intrigued by. Professor Miles has helped me to see that, maybe, I've been letting my own expectations of who you should be get in the way of loving you for who you want to be."
"But... I'm not really a slut," Kayla protested weakly, and even to her own ears it sounded like a lie.
Marie nodded and, to Kayla's further horror, said, "That's because you don't really know how. You're just fumbling along and trying to learn on your own. That's where I'm failing you. It's my responsibility to make sure that you learn the important things you need to know about sex."
The hand on Kayla's ass slid between her legs and touched her sodden pussy. Kayla moaned involuntarily.
"You see?" Marie said. "Your bald, sticky, wet cunt is going to land you in trouble if you let it stay all hot and bothered like it is now. I want you to go upstairs, play with your toys, and watch your porno. I'll be in soon, alright?"
Kayla was about to argue that she didn't want to go upstairs and watch porno while she played with her twat, but then she realized that she actually did want to play with her twat. Her head was filled with a slutty haze from the Obsequium injection and it was hard to think about anything but the good feelings between her legs. It would feel so much better if she just watched porno and played with her cunt.
Marie pulled her fingers from Kayla's wet snatch and showed them to her. They were coated in a slime of girl cum. Kayla blushed at the sight of them.
"My cunt is always wet... My twat is always ready... My pussy is always so hot..."
In a daze, Kayla let her mother push her fingers into her mouth and she tasted her cunt.
"Good," Marie said. "Now, go upstairs and make more girl cum, okay?"
If she hadn't been so sluttishly aroused, Kayla might have thought harder about how her mother seemed to have finally gone over the edge. But she was sluttishly aroused and the only thing she could think hard about was her cunt. She trudged up the steps to her room, where the sounds of the loud porno movies assaulted her ears before she even reached the door. Like a zombie, she pulled off her skirt and top and lay on the bed.
The toys that she'd used to make her company video were already neatly arranged on the nightstand, right next to her lewd alarm clock. She took up the vibrating rabbit and switched it on, then settled back on the bed to watch the all-too-familiar sight of hardcore porn. The current scene showed a masturbating brunette with large tits, which she thought was quite appropriate. It was like the two of them were watching each other play with their cunts.
Kayla's leaking twat was already so wet that the vibrating toy slid into her easily. The little ears of the thing rubbed against her clit and she immediately began to orgasm. The explosive pleasure, fueled by the drugs, brought a feeling of such relief that she felt tears in her eyes. The moaning of the slut on the TV became a dull, distant thing as the pleasure blotted out her thoughts. When she opened her eyes, her mother was standing next to the bed. And she was nude.
"Mom!" Kayla exclaimed, but Marie just lay on the bed next to her.
Kayla, shocked, scooted back, with one hand still pushing the rabbit into her cunt. Marie moved closer once more and put her arm around Kayla's waist.
"It's alright, honey," Marie said, her eyes glassy and distant. "I want to be a good mother. I need to teach you the important things about sex."
"You... no, you don't!" Kayla protested, but her mother's hand gripped the vibrating toy and pushed it deep into her creamy hole.
Kayla gasped and shook as the vibrations made her cunt spasm. Before she could react, Marie kissed her.
"Mph!" Kayla squeaked and then her mother's naked tits pressed against her body and the rabbit clicked to a higher setting.
Kayla made a slutty squeal of confusion and pleasure as Marie began to slowly fuck the toy in and out of her clenching pussy. Her mother's tongue forced its way between her lips and, on instinct, Kayla let it in. Being aggressively tongue-raped in the mouth by other women had become an almost daily occurrence the last week, and even though it felt wrong to kiss her own mother, it also felt right.
Was it any different, really, from letting her mother fuck her with the sex toys for her work video? She'd already let her mother spank her and rub her cunt until she orgasmed. Her brother had jerked off onto her panties. If it felt good, was it really wrong? Even through the slutty haze, Kayla knew that there was something wrong with it. It wasn't her mother's decision. It was the hold that Professor Miles had on her.
"Mom!" Kayla managed to say as she pulled forcefully away from Marie's kiss.
The glassy-eyed, faraway look on Marie's face was one that Kayla knew. It was the same look she'd seen in the DomCo posters, and even in her own eyes in the mirror. It was the look of a brainwashed slut.
Marie pushed the toy deeper into Kayla's cumhole and it made her tits heave with another imminent orgasm.
"Mom," she said again. "You... oh, God... He's doing something... to you."
It was like Marie hadn't even heard her. She pushed her lips back against her daughter's and began to fuck her cunt with the toy. Kayla couldn't hold back the pleasure and she bucked, pushing her pussy against the vibrating toy and letting loose a desperate whine into her mother's mouth as she came.
Marie broke the kiss and said, "There's so much to teach you, baby."
Before the pleasure of the Obsequium orgasm faded, Marie slid the toy from Kayla's pussy and replaced it with her mouth.
"Mom!" Kayla cried and tried to push herself back, but her back hit the headboard and Marie followed, shoving her tongue into her daughter's wet hole as if she couldn't get enough.
"Oh, shit! Oh my God!"
Marie's hands held her legs in a powerful grip as she tongue-fucked her reluctant daughter. A shadow fell over the two naked, writhing women and, when Kayla looked up, she saw Professor Miles grinning down at her with a look of triumph.
He grabbed her trembling wrists while she squirmed in the throes of her incestuous orgasm and looped a cord around them.
"What are you... Oh, fuck!" Kayla trembled again on Marie's tongue.
Miles looped the other end of the cord around the centerpiece of the headboard. He picked up her earbuds and, as she thrashed her head back and forth, he held her and put them in.
"No!" Kayla cried, but she couldn't fight the bindings, her mother's assault, her traitorous cunt, and the Professor.
She shut her eyes and tried to ignore the familiar whining of the training program, the same awful sound she'd listened to for a week, the one that she knew was erasing Kayla and replacing her with a humiliated slut. But the whine just oscillated, changing in tone and pitch, and she felt it pulling her down into that weird mental space where she was asleep, but not really asleep.
The calming sounds began to wash over her mind, those idyllic, soothing sounds of nature and the comforting noises that invoked feelings of calm and peace. And below were the words, the things that told her how they wanted her to behave, what kind of slut she needed to be.
"No..." she whispered, one more time, and then there were just the sounds, the words, and the pleasure.
"Fucktoy... I am an obedient fucktoy... Slut... I am a stupid slut... Cunt... I am a wet cunt and an empty head..."
Kayla's struggles ceased and she lay back, relaxing as Marie sucked and licked at her cunt.
"I am a stupid slut," she whispered. "I am a wet cunt and an empty head."
As she repeated the phrases, the collar filled her with the good feelings, rewarding her compliance. The three special words from her first orientation seemed to hover at the front of her awareness. Subservience. Compliance. Reward.
"Tits... Melons... Funbags..."
"Tits, Melons, Funbags," she repeated like a drone.
"Breasts," said the voice.
"Breasts," she repeated.
The collar sent a painful jolt through her that made her back arch. Miles stood by and watched thoughtfully as her mother ate her cunt.
"Kayla," said the voice.
"Kayla," she repeated.
The collar shocked her again.
"Cumhole," said the voice.
"Cumhole," she repeated, and the good feeling returned.
Miles extracted his cock and got onto the bed. He pushed his fat head between her trembling lips and Kayla began to suck. He looked down at her vacant, entranced face, so lovely, so innocent, with that look of total disbelief. He fed her his cock and laughed as she came again on her mother's tongue.
***
(To be continued)
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***
Chapter One: The Daddy Dynamic
Sara stood in front of the vanity mirror and primped her blond hair, then took her diamond studs and put them in the jewelry box. She caught the motion in the partially-open bedroom door and gave her tits a little lift just for show. Daddy couldn't help himself, and it was always so fucking obvious. If he'd just hold her down and fuck her, things would be so much better.
"You might as well just come in and look, instead of perving from the doorway like some kind of sick peeper," she called.
The door opened and her father poked his head around it. His face was flushed and Sara could see the bulge of his cock as he stepped inside, even though he awkwardly tried to cover it with his hands. Why he even tried, she couldn't understand. He stepped up behind her and slid his hands around her waist.
The hands rested on her exposed tummy, just below the cut of her form-fitting cheer top, but it took him only a second to slide them further up. They covered her tits and squeezed them softly. His hard-on poked into her ass through her skirt.
"I told you before," she said, "if the door's open you can come in and look."
Then she reached up and put her hands on his, pushed them into her tits, and then yanked them away, chiding him, "But that isn't an invitation to touch, you dirty fuck."
She wheeled around and slapped him across the face, delighting in his gasp of arousal and the following whine of discomfort from his hard dick. She pushed him back a step and leaned back against the vanity.
"Say you're sorry, Daddy. Say you're sorry for perving on me and you can have these to jerk off with when I leave."
She raised her cheer skirt and hooked her thumb into the waistband of her panties. His eyes fell on the little patch of cloth and she could see his imagination painting the image of the sexy, tight, slippery treasure just underneath.
"I'm sorry," he croaked, "for perving on you."
Sara took a step closer, putting her arms around his neck and leaning up on her toes. Her breasts crushed into his chest as her pink lips brushed his ear.
"Jason was here just before you got home," she whispered. "My panties are full of cunt and spunk right now."
She took his hand and guided it between her legs, pushing his fingers into the sodden crotch of her panties. She knew he'd feel the wet squish, the remains of the hot fucking she'd taken recently, under his trembling fingers.
"It's too bad you were late from work," she whispered, pushing his fingers into her cunt, working the wet crotch of the panties into it along with them. "I tried to wait, so you could stand outside my door and touch your cock while he fucked me. It was really hot."
Her father groaned and she felt a tremor of jealous arousal shudder through him as her hand on his neck brushed the little hairs. She let his hand go but he continued to gently push the panties up her fuckhole, the wet remains of her fuck session squishing out around them to coat his fingers.
"He was really rough with me, the way I like. Not just with my pussy, either. He made me suck his cock for him and he was super mean about it."
"Oh, god..."
"He called me names and made me cry, Daddy, really gross names. Bitch. Cunt. Cock sucker. He really shoved that dick into my mouth hard, the way you wish you could."
"Did he... did he cum in... in your mouth?"
Sara giggled and whispered, "Yeah, and then he got hard again and came in my pussy. But you can feel that, right?"
She moved her lips over his and gave him a soft peck, then pulled back and looked into his eyes.
"Take them off," she said. "Take off my panties and you can use them after I leave."
Her father knelt in front of her. Sara lifted her skirt. His shaking hands slipped into the waistband of the sexy panties and he peeled them down her legs. Sara lifted her feet and let him take them off. She reached behind her, took her spanks from the vanity, and pulled those up her legs, while her father stood, flushed and horny, looking at her messy panties.
She pressed herself against him again, one hand sliding around his neck and the other rubbing his cock through his pants.
"If you can manage not to jerk off until I get home, I'll let you do it and watch me in the shower. Would you like that? Would you like to look at my tits and my ass while I wash them?"
She felt him nod and audibly gulp.
"If you jerk off, I'll know, won't I?" she whispered.
"Yeah."
"Are you going to do it?"
"No."
"We'll see about that," she said and laughed. "I have to go."
Sara let her father go, picked up her purse and phone, and then slid it open and tapped at the screen.
"Good luck," she said and kissed his cheek as his phone pinged in his pocket.
She brushed past him and went out the door, leaving her father with a hard dick and sex-wet panties in his hand. He fumbled the phone from his pocket and hurried to look at the message she'd sent. It contained a video. He clicked.
The image of his daughter's face filled the screen.
"Good luck not jerking off," the video Sara said with an evil smile.
She stepped back and he could see her room, this room, from the viewpoint on top of the vanity. His daughter was nude as she joined a young man on her bed. Jason. He was standing on the bed with his naked cock out.
Sara knelt in front of him and the young man took a fistful of her blond hair in his hand and guided her wet mouth to his prick. She squeaked as he forced its hard length into her and pulled her by the hair down his shaft until she sputtered and her lips touched his crotch. There, he held her as he made sharp, hard thrusts into her throat.
"You raised a pretty good cockslut," Jason called to the camera. "Look at what she can do. The cock sucker hardly even gags. Watch this."
Jason pulled his spit-coated cock from Sara's mouth and then plunged it back in roughly. Sara moaned but didn't choke. He did it again, and again, commencing a rough, hard fucking of Sara's face that soon had streams of thick spittle running from her chin to drip onto her tits. Sara took it all without so much as a cough, gag, or sputter.
Jason buried his cock in her throat again and held it there, while he issued a light slap to her face.
"Tell daddy you love sucking cock, cunt," he ordered and slid his dick from her mouth.
With his fist in her hair, he turned Sara's wet, teary-eyed face toward the camera and began to slap his cock against her cheek.
"I love sucking cock so much, Daddy," she said.
Jason pushed his cock back into her mouth, pushing his cockhead into her cheek and making it bulge obscenely as he held her hair.
"Do you think daddy's proud of you, cock sucker?"
Sara said, "Yeth," around his stiff prick and drooled on her tits. "He'th tho pwoud ug me."
Jason laughed and redirected his cock sucker's mouth toward servicing his pole once more. Sara's father hadn't even realized that his own cock was out and his daughter's panties were wrapped around it, until he felt the sudden burst of orgasmic pleasure from his cock and added his own load to the panties. He groaned at the realization of his failure. Again.
***
Chapter Two: The Golden Rose
Diana liked the lakeside town of Shoreside Shoals more than she'd imagined. It wasn't her first choice of either a place to live or to attend college, but after weighing the advantages, it was right. Being able to stay with her family, rather than go off to school alone, was one of those. Shoreside College was another, as the school fit her aspirations perfectly.
Shoreside College wasn't the most illustrious university in the nation, certainly, but it was competitive in two things; Basketball and Cheer. The latter was exactly what Diana loved and was great at. While her twin sister, Carrie, was a natural on the tennis court, Diana had the athletic skill, flexibility, and raw talent that had made her a success in dance, gymnastics, and eventually, cheering.
The lack of any friends, however, for someone that had been popular for so many years, felt like being stranded on an island. Worse was that this place had little to nothing in the way of other things to do. The city they'd moved from, large as it was, had all kinds of stuff. In Shoreside Shoals, you either went out on boats, played bowling, or hung out at the mall. Compared to the malls in their previous city, the one here hardly fit the definition.
The thing that kept Diana's spirits up today was her first practice with a new team. It was a chance to make friends and reclaim her place at the top of the social ladder. Being new and friendless sucked.
The tryouts had been a breeze, landing her an easy spot on the team. She'd sent audition tapes ahead of time. With her experience, history, and awards, the cheer coach and captain had given her an immediate decision. That decision had been a spot on the team.
After a walk across campus parking, Diana pushed through the doors of the gym, twenty minutes early, to make a good impression. Timing was everything in cheer and Diana didn't want anyone to think she couldn't keep time. Only a few girls were already here, lounging on the bleachers and watching the young men's basketball team shoot around on the other side of the gym.
Diana strode to the bleachers with her bag and set it down, then turned to the three girls already seated on the bleachers chatting. One of the girls, a blonde, noticed her and stood up. The other two followed suit and approached.
"You're the new girl," the blonde said and put out her hand. "I'm Sara."
"Diana," Diana said, taking her hand.
"Shelly," said a brunette, and then, "Dara," the redhead added, each of them shaking her hand.
"Nice to see you're punctual," Sara said, reseating herself. "What position were you in?"
"Flyer," Diana said, taking a seat with the other girls.
"Oh, looks like you have some competition, Sara," Shelly cooed.
Sara shrugged and said, "We're all a team. There's enough limelight for everyone."
More girls began to make their way over to the bleachers, taking seats, and introducing themselves. Only a handful of them were new to town, Diana learned, while the majority were locals. While they waited for the coach, the girls did their own cheering for the practicing basketball players.
One of those, in particular, stood out to Diana. The young man was quick, and agile, shucking past his teammates with quick fakes and dropping in lay-ups with ease. When he was well-guarded by multiple players, he dropped back and sank baskets with pinpoint accuracy.
"Jason's on fire today," Dara remarked.
"Jason?" Diana asked although she could already tell who Dara was talking about.
"Mr. Dreamy eyes over there," Shelly said, indicating the young man. "Sara's sexy boyfriend," she added and nudged Sara's shoulder.
"Ex," Sara corrected. "That was almost two years ago."
"Ex with benefits, from what I hear," Shelly jested.
"You hear wrong," Sara lied. "That's locker room jock talk."
Diana watched Jason slapping backs and helping his teammates until the coach and final squad members arrived. Shoreside Shoals team was a little smaller than Diana's high school varsity team, consisting of ten girls. The coach, as well as two junior girls--the captain and co-captain--assembled in front of the rest.
"Welcome to first practice," Coach Mallory said. "A lot of you know one another from your high school careers, but I know there are some new faces, too. Let's do quick introductions, and then we'll get down to some warm-ups and get an idea of what you all can do."
The girls went around, introducing themselves, after which came stretching exercises. They were asked about their experience and the captain broke them up into two small groups on the mats. While the coach observed, she directed them through some tumbles, followed by basic stunts. Each mini-squad of four went through the same exercises, while the others watched.
Diana watched Shelly, Dara, and Melanie work with Sara in one stunt group. Shelly and Dara made up the side bases, while Melanie took up the back spot. The stunts were basic, but Diana could see that Sara's execution was flawless. Preps, extensions, libs, each one coming off as if she'd been born to it. Diana followed it up with her own stunt team, bringing off each basic stunt with equal skill.
By the end of the practice, Diana felt more like she fit in again. All of the girls seemed nice, complimentary, and helpful. It was great to be part of a team again, and felt even better to be whistled at and clapped for by the basketball players. Especially Jason, the really hot one.
Coach Mallory conferred with the captain and cocaptain for several minutes as the girls chatted on the bleachers, then they stood in front. The girls all fell silent, waiting.
"After a lot of discussion, here's how we're going to structure positions," Mallory said.
She held up a golden rose pin and continued, "This is a little school tradition. Our lead flyer wears the golden rose. As our primary front girl, it's your... call it a badge of office."
Sara and Diana shared a look, both of them anxious, but neither giving anything away.
"Lead flyer will be Diana. Sara, you'll take the second position. Come on up!"
Diana and Sara stood and stepped off the bleachers. Both of them wore cheerful smiles a mile wide. Coach Mallory pinned the golden rose on Diana's shirt and clapped her shoulder.
"You're going to do great, honey," she said. "I know you were a captain on your old squad, and I think you have what it takes to make it here, too."
"Thank you, coach."
Mallory turned to Sara and handed her a red rose, which she took and held in a hand that trembled slightly.
"It was a tough call, Sara," Mallory explained. "You're so ridiculously good. Don't you dare go anywhere! You're going to make this team rock."
"Thanks, coach," Sara said and turned to Diana. "Nice job!" she exclaimed.
"You, too! You kicked ass."
They retook their seats and the coach handed out further positions, but Diana was too struck by her good fortune to listen. Eventually, with her bag on her shoulder, Diana made her way out of the gym, alone, but no longer feeling so isolated. Just outside the doors, Sara took up stride next to her.
"You've got some nice moves," the blonde said.
"Thanks! You, too."
"I can't wait to see what we can do together."
"Once we get it down," Diana said, "I think we could be unstoppable."
Sara nodded and said, "So, a few of us are going out on the lake tomorrow. Since you're new, I thought you might want to come along. Assuming you don't have any Saturday classes?"
"Really?" Diana asked and then felt silly.
She knew she sounded much more desperate to hang out than she should.
"Sure," Sara said. "No captains. They're above all of us newbies, but Shelly and Dara will be there. And some of the B-ball boys," she added with a grin.
Diana blushed, knowing exactly why Sara had mentioned them. She'd been gawking at Jason far too often.
"That would be cool," Diana said, feigning nonchalance.
"What's your number? I'll text you the details."
Diana gave her number and watched Sara punch it into her phone.
"Cool," she said. "Hope we'll see you there."
Sara gave her a quick kiss on the cheek, which Diana thought was a little odd, but then, it was a small town. She slung her bag into the seat, feeling better than she had in weeks.
Across the lot, Sara slid behind the wheel of her car and clutched the red rose in her fist. She struck the wheel with the palm of her hand, growling once and choking on a sob. The rose, she crushed in her fist, then rolled down the window and threw it on the ground.
***
Chapter Three: Bad Teammate
Sara fumed the entire drive home. Watching from the sidelines, she'd seen how easily Diana went through the stunts, tumbles, and moves. She wasn't just good. She was perfect.
Not only was Diana skilled, but she was likable, helpful, and a natural leader. When the time came to move up and get voted in as captain or co-captain, it wasn't going to be a tough competition. Diana would get it. She'd only get better, too, likely keeping that position through varsity. She'd be the best and Sara would be a background second.



Sara did not like having to compete to be the best. She'd done it before, her senior year in high school. It wasn't going to happen again. Not now that it meant so much, and when it could mean a spot with an elite squad.
That silly cunt, Lana, had thought she was going to be miss perfect, take the captain's spot, and be a pro flyer. Well, where was Lana now? Probably about to pop out that new baby. Her own brother's baby, Sara thought with some satisfaction at the memory.
The ideas about how to handle Diana were already forming by the time the psychotic blonde pulled into the driveway. Those ideas were made even more delicious as Sara thought about what awaited her inside the house. Riling up her dad through his sick infatuation was just the way to end the day.
She opened the door quietly and set her bag in the hall, then crept through the house. Dutiful daddy would, no doubt, be in his office working. He'd certainly failed to keep his hands off his dick after the latest video she'd sent, and the thought of his weakness and humiliation had her pussy soaking her spanks.
As she expected, he was in his office with the door cracked open, likely waiting to perv when she got home. She eased the door open and he looked in her direction, his eyes trailing up her legs to her cheer skirt, then continuing up her flat belly, lingering on her tits, before he finally met her eyes with a flush in his cheeks. It was miserably adorable to see him so whipped these days.
Sara moved behind him and draped her arms around his neck, kissing him lightly behind the ear. Her little pink tongue snaked out and gave it a flick that sent a shudder through him.
"You didn't make it, did you?" she whispered in his ear as her hands caressed his chest. "You couldn't help yourself."
"I..."
"Hush, Daddy. I know. It's so hard not to play with your cock when I do nasty things, isn't it? Princess can be so mean."
He shuddered again.
"Did you like it?"
"Yes," he said, and it came out as barely a breath.
"I'll bet you didn't even make it through Jason fucking your little girl's mouth, did you? It's alright, Daddy. You can tell me. Did you cum in my panties when he fucked my face or my pussy?"
Her father groaned.
"Jason will be here soon. I don't want you coming up and listening through the door, alright? Don't you dare! Are you going to stay down here and wait?"
"Yes," he whispered.
Sara kissed his neck again and stalked out, pausing to shut the office door. She was feeling better already. The sound of the front door opening came to her as she climbed the steps, where she pushed open the door to her room and peeled off her wet spanks. Jason came through her door a moment later.
"Where's the old man?" he asked.
"Does it matter?"
Jason shrugged and said, "Guess not. You want the door open for him?"
Sara shook her head. Jason shut the door.
"I wanna talk to you about something," Sara said.
Jason, without acknowledging she'd spoken, took her by the arm and turned her around, bending her at the waist over the side of the bed. He tugged his cock from his shorts.
"I said I want to talk to you about--"
"I heard you, cock hole," Jason cut her off and pushed his prick into her in one, hard thrust. "But you need to shut the fuck up and take some dick, first."
Sara moaned as his engorged cock filled her up. He gripped her neck and pushed her face into the comforter, then began to stuff her fuckhole with long, angry thrusts that had her whimpering. Cock teasing her dad had begun to set her night right, but this was just what she needed to top it off. The words made her cunt gush as her ex-boyfriend crammed his hard cock inside her, and his rough hand on her neck held her in place.
"That's it, princess," Jason said. "Get good and wet for me. Go on and scream so Daddy can hear. You know you need to."
Sara did need to. She was almost certain that her father hadn't listened to her instruction. His cock might not let him. The torture of listening to other men using his little girl like a sex doll was too strong a pull. Sara began to moan and humped her pussy back to meet Jason's hard thrusts. His hand gathered up her hair and yanked it back, making her yelp, and then the yelp turned into hot grunts as he pulled her head back. The hard slap of his pelvis against her ass and the wet squish from her pussy was like a hypnotic fuck track that soon had her legs quaking. Jason's free hand rested on her ass and gave it a squeeze, then gripped it tightly as he battered her fuckhole.
Sara had her first orgasm, crying out loudly, more loudly than she needed to so that she could make her father listen to it. She imagined him on the other side of the door, his ear against it, as her asshole ex took her pussy as if it belonged to him. It wasn't humiliating enough that he had to listen to his daughter fucking, but to have to listen to her fucking someone he despised, just made her pussy so fucking gooey.
When Jason finally splattered her insides with his copious load, Sara couldn't hold back another good cum. She was already thinking ahead, fantasizing, not just about what she'd subject her father to when Jason left, but her plans to ruin Diana.
Jason extracted his wet, slippery cock from Sara's cunt and tugged on her hair, forcing her to her knees as she squealed. He plugged her open mouth with his satisfied meat, pushing it into her throat and holding her down as her tongue and throat muscles cleaned it for him. It wasn't until she began to slap at his legs for air that he relented and let her up to breathe.
As he slapped his softening cock on her forehead he asked, "What did you want to talk about?"
Sara caught her breath, opened her mouth to speak, and Jason put his cock back in it for a good laugh. Sara stared daggers at him but she also felt a stab of hot arousal at the treatment. The fuckhead knew exactly how to treat her, and she both hated and loved it. Finally, he pulled his cock out, wiped it in her hair, and put it away.
"You were saying?" he asked again.
Sara wiped at her mouth and sat on the bed.
"Did you notice the pretty black-haired girl today?" she asked.
"I noticed more than one."
"The flyer," Sara added.
"Oh, her. Yeah."
"Do you want to fuck her?"
"Sure. I'd fuck any one of them. Why?"
"She's good. Like, really good."
Jason's face broke into a grin and he said, "Oh? Do you have another Lana situation?"
"Something like that."
"So, you're afraid miss really good might have a shot at being miss better than you?"
Sara flushed and snapped, "No. Nobody will be better. But... I don't like her."
"Alright, so what's the game this time? I assume you're asking me because you want my help somehow?" he asked.
"It's not like you won't get anything out of it. You liked Lana well enough."
"Yeah, but Lana was a stuck-up cunt, kind of like you."
"You're such an asshole," Sara blurted and folded her arms.
"That's why you love me."
"I don't love you. You're a prick."
"That's also why you love me," he added.
"Whatever. You're a fucking asshole, and I hate you."
Jason slapped her and Sara moaned.
"You're one fucked up slut, babe. That's why I'm gonna help you. What's the plan."
Sara did not have the entire plan, but she did have the beginnings of the plan. That was the easy part. Befriending a friendless girl that wanted to be popular wasn't difficult. Learning what she'd need to ruin Diana's life and then doing it was the difficult, but rewarding part. After laying it out, Jason left, and Sara took the stairs down to the living room.
Still in her cheer uniform, with no panties, Sara took a seat on the couch next to her flushed, horny father. He couldn't look at her, though he was already, in a sense, looking at her. On the TV in front of him was one of the many videos that Sara made to torture him. The sounds of her muffled moaning came through the surround sound speakers.
Sara put a hand on his neck and lay her head on his shoulder. Her other hand fell to the bulge in his pants and rubbed it gently. He shuddered but kept his eyes on the TV, enrapt. Most nights, these were all he watched anymore. And when he jerked off, it was to his daughter's videos, exclusively. Nothing quite did it for him the same way.
"You love my birthday movie, don't you, Daddy?" she whispered in his ear.
He nodded. Sara was used to this. Wherever her father went in his mind when he fantasized about her, it was like his brain and his ability to speak were nearly disconnected.
"This is my favorite part," she said and eased down the zipper on his pants. "Jason and his friend were so mean to your princess, weren't they?"
"Yeah."
"They made me do all kinds of nasty things with them, like that."
On the screen, she was currently being spit roasted by Jason and one of his teammates, on her 19th birthday. Jason had her blonde pigtails in his fists, using them to hold her in place as he throated her. Behind her, his teammate clung to her ass and pounded his substantial prick into her asshole. The sounds of her muffled, violated squealing spilled from the speakers.
"It makes you so hard when they make me do those things, doesn't it, Daddy? When they make your little girl act like a slut?"
His cock twitched under her hand. She could practically feel him aching to pull it out. She slipped her hand inside his fly and brushed her nails along his throbbing penis, making him groan.
"You can have it, too, can't you?" she teased.
"I... I can't," he whispered.
With her free hand, Sara put a fingertip on his chin and turned his flushed face toward her. She licked her lips. His eyes were glassy and they shifted away from her, back toward the TV. She knew why. He wanted to see them stuff their cocks up both her holes at once, the fucking pervert.
She took it away from him by lightly, teasingly, kissing his lips and curling her fingers around his cock. She pulled it out of his pants and slipped her tongue into his mouth as she stroked his length. He shook and his cock pulsed under her touch. Sara broke away and brushed her soft cheek against his, nuzzling it lovingly as she teased his dick.
"You can," she said again. "You know what you have to do to have it, don't you?"
"I... I can't," he repeated.
"I know. Because you're a big, sweet daddy," she taunted him. "You want to do all those dirty things you think about, the things those boys make me do, but you can't. You can't do what it would take, can you?"
"Please," he pleaded.
Sara took his hand and guided it to her cunt, warm, wet, and filled with spunk. She pushed one of his fingers into it.
"Jason did it," she whispered, fingering his cock as he fingered her cummy pussy. "Jason can do what it takes. Don't you want to do it, too? Don't you want to know how good it feels to fuck your princess, Daddy? To make her do all those gross things you think about? Shouldn't your little girl's pussy be for daddy, instead of those mean boys?"
"Please," he said again, desperate now, his dick twitching as she lightly stroked it.
For several minutes she stroked his erection, pushing her tongue into his mouth until she could feel his cockhead pulse with need.
"You're going to do it, aren't you? You're going to give in because you're a fucking pervert."
His cock jerked and Sara knew he was about to go over. All he needed was one more push, and she knew just what it would be.
"All you have to do is rape me," she hissed. "Just hold me down, hit me, and make me do it."
Her father grunted and a shot of hot cum erupted from his cock, spilling over her hand. Sara bent and stuck out her tongue, letting the next shot strike her tongue and lips. The third landed right on her nose. She sat back up and, with a taunting smile, she wiped that last glob of spunk away and sucked it off her finger.
With his crotch coated in semen and the image of his daughter being double-penetrated on the TV, her father looked at her in stunned worship. Sara put another light peck on his lips as she stood.
"Early day tomorrow," she said, stretching, letting her cheer skirt ride up to show off her bare cunt. "Don't spend all night jerking off."
She left him there with a messy crotch and a muddled mind, guilt washing over him. When she finally got into bed for the night, she slept naked and locked the door. Eventually, she'd break him down, and he'd learn to treat her the way she needed. But she wouldn't make it that easy for him.
***
Chapter Four: Rocking the Boat
Diana pulled her car into the marina lot and checked the time. Twenty minutes early. Sunglasses perched on her head, she slipped her phone into the little crossbody and slung it over her chest. A short walk later, she found Sara, Shelly, and Dara standing with Jason and two other young men on the deck of a boat.
The boat was a thing of beauty, an Aviara AV40. Forty-two feet long, the elegant lake craft had a covered deck with a retractable sunroof. For days like today, when there was a small crowd of partiers, the expandable, push-button terraces could extend to provide more space. A luxury wet bar and cockpit TV graced the cabin.
"Welcome aboard," Jason said, offering her his hand to help her in from the dock.
Diana took it and stepped aboard. She was quickly joined by Sara, who gave her a kiss on the cheek and a warm hug in greeting. Shelly and Dara threw her a little salute from their seats. Her three teammates were already in bikinis, enjoying the late August sun. Diana peeled off her t-shirt and joined them to an approving whistle from Jason as he took the helm.
"New girl's got it going on," he jested and gave her a wink that made Diana blush.
Sara put her arm around Diana's waist and said, "There are no new girls here, just a team. That toothy shark is Jason. It's his parents' boat. The other two ball busters are Shawn and Ivan."
She indicated Jason's teammates, who each wore board shorts, bare chests, and had cans of beer in their hands. They raised them to her in greeting.
"Diana," she introduced herself.
"Soon as Link shows up, we'll get moving," Jason said, making a final check of the boat.
"This is awesome," Diana said. "It's beautiful."
"Thanks," Jason said. "It took a long fucking time for my dad to trust me to take it out on my own. I still have to promise to keep sober when I'm out on it. Small sacrifice."
He ran his hands over the slick trim as he said it and held up an iced tea.
"Come sit with me, babe," Sara said, dragging her away to join Shelly and Dara.
She listened to the three of them gossip until a final teammate, Link, arrived and joined the crew.
"And away we go," Jason declared, taking the helm once more.
The outboard motors hissed and then roared to life. Shawn cast off the ropes and Jason eased the boat out and away from the marina.
"Hold on," Sara said into her ear, "This is where the boys like to compensate for what's between their legs."
"What?" Diana asked, and then yelped as Jason rammed the twin Mercury V12 600s up and the boat reared back.
There was a wild whoop from the men up front and a giggling screech from the other girls as Jason sped across the lake, the boat slicing across the water in leaps and bounds. Diana and Sara clung to one another and cheered. Within minutes, the wind whipping the girls' hair back, the shoreline receded into the distance. Jason slowed the boat to a more measured glide across the lake and the men at the front got to their feet.
Once they were out, Jason stopped the boat and let it drift. Though it was still warm this late in the month, many of the regular boaters had already stowed their crafts for the autumn and upcoming winter. The odd fishing boat motored past, but otherwise, they had the lake mostly to themselves. Jason's teammates began helping themselves to beers from the onboard coolers and, soon, Jason himself offered one to Diana.
Diana wasn't a drinker. Of course, she'd done it. Attending afterparties in high school and being a popular girl, it was kind of expected that a cute girl who was under the legal drinking age would rebelliously imbibe. This was college, though, and she was new. If these people were going to be her friends and teammates, she was going to have to get used to wilder sorts of parties, she supposed. She took the beer and swallowed.
"Thanks," she said and Jason clinked his glass of iced tea to her bottle.
Shelly and Dara quickly claimed a man each for themselves and settled at the front of the boat, drinks in hand. Link, meanwhile, turned on the boat's radio and tuned it to a Southern rock station. He and Sara fell into conversation as they looked out over the water and, Diana noted, he none-too-casually rested his hand on the small of her back, just above the waistband of her bottoms. This left Diana alone with Jason, who invited her to sit with him on a rear bench seat.
"Thanks for letting me come out today," she said. "It sucks not knowing anyone."
"Good to have you. Where'd you come from?"
"Chicago."
"Big city girl," he remarked with a smile. "What brought you all the way down here?"
"My dad's job. He's an engineer and he got an offer at the plant outside the town."
"Oh, damn. He must be a big brain if he's building rocket engines."
Diana nodded and agreed.
"Well, Shoreside's not exactly a small town, but small enough," Jason continued. "Once you start getting to know some people, you'll find out that you end up knowing most of them."
Jason was very friendly and, as Shelly had remarked, he had dreamy eyes. They were soft, playful, and penetrating. He sat an appropriate distance and listened well, asking Diana about her former life, cheer, dancing, and gymnastics. He seemed to know a lot about the subjects, which Diana guessed came from having dated Sara. She spared a glance in the blonde's direction, where she sat on Link's lap with her arm around his neck, giggling and chatting.
"So, you and Sara?" Diana had to ask.
"At one time," Jason said, shrugging. "There's a lot of that in a place like this, too. Nothing there now. We just run in the same circles. We had different goals, so it just kind of trailed off. As you can see, she has other interests."
Diana did see. Sara was now locking lips with Link and his hand rubbed up and down her bare leg. Diana blushed cutely at the brazenness. It wasn't that she was a prude, by any means. It just felt a little strange to be talking to Sara's ex while Sara, herself, was making out with one of his teammates only a few feet away.
Sara broke their kiss and gave Link's wandering hand a little swat, but she laughed as she did it. She removed herself from his lap and straightened her bottoms, doing so while wiggling her backside at him teasingly and giving Diana a little wink, as if they shared some secret. Then, she crossed the deck and plopped herself into the seat on Diana's vacant side. Draping her arm around Diana's neck, she planted a kiss on her cheek.
"May I borrow my teammate from you for a while?" she asked Jason.
"Only if you promise to bring her back to me," he said and added, "Hopefully, I'm not through with her yet."
Diana blushed again.
"We'll see. I might just keep her for myself."
She gave Diana's neck a playful nip and growled, making Diana start. Jason laughed.
"Be careful, Diana. She might make you lose interest in me," he said with mock warning.
"Jesus," Sara muttered, "you sleep with a girl or two and suddenly everyone thinks you're some kind of lesbian predator!" Diana gasped, to which Jason chuckled, and then she added, "Besides. Who says she's interested in you?"
"Just a fool's hope," Jason said dramatically, swirling his iced tea. "Take care of yourself, Di. May you find your way back to gentler arms than hers."
"Come on flyer," Sara said, tugging Diana up. "Let the shark sniff blood a while. When he's hungry enough, he'll strike. He's like that old skit with the shark. He'll bring flowers or candygrams, and when you open the door," she growled and, laughing, began to nip frantically at Diana's neck again, making munching noises and causing Diana to squeal.



She pulled back and said, "Shark attack. Oldest trick around, but women just keep opening the door for him."
Grinning, Jason raised his glass and said, "Nom nom! Go on. Borrow her. If you start putting moves on my girl, though, I'll have Link punish you."
"Prepared to punish, good buddy!" Link called. "Though I'm not averse to seeing her put moves on this one."
"Nobody likes you," Sara said and stuck out her tongue at Link, "Or you," she said to Jason.
Sara took Diana's hand and hauled her toward the control console, where she pushed a button. The motorized sides of the boat began to descend, extending outward to create a larger party space. With Diana in tow, Sara went astern and popped open a hatch. She extracted two life vests and settled one over Diana's chest, then clicked the snaps.
"What are we doing?" Diana asked.
Sara put on her own vest, clicked the snaps, and said, "Swimming!"
She stepped up on the bench seat, back to the water, ducked, and then sprung back into a flip and knifed into the lake, giving a yelp as the chilly water shot up her body. She came up, sputtered, and flipped back her wet hair.
"Show me some moves, babe!" she called up from the water.
Diana set her beer aside, took a few steps back, and then made a quick dash. With long-practiced ease, she did a front handspring off the back of the boat, corkscrewed, and landed in the water as Sara cheered.
"Fucking right, bitch!" Sara screamed as Link and Jason applauded.
Diana, grinning, swam up to Sara and the two of them drifted a few feet away, treading water lazily. Diana kicked her legs and floated along beside Sara, feeling, for the first time in weeks, as if she were starting to belong. This was perfect. A new team, new friends, and maybe even a cute guy. Life was looking up.
Now a short distance from the boat, Sara righted herself and turned toward Diana. She kicked up to her and slid her arms around Diana's neck and, for an instant, Diana thought that she was going to kiss her. Instead, Sara said, "You know, if you wanna go for him, just do it."
"Who?" Diana said.
"Jason. He's into you."
"Oh, yeah. I don't... I wouldn't."
Sara rolled her eyes and said, "Look, we're going to have a long few years ahead of us. You're, like, super good. I don't want there to be anything between us because you're worried about offending me or something. Jason's a good guy, but he and I were a long time ago and it wasn't anything serious. If you think he's cute and you want to have some fun, go for it. The guy's nothing to me. I'm working on another one."
She gave Diana a little wink again.
"Thanks," Diana said. "He's nice, but I wouldn't say I'm interested. He's just... nice."
"Alright. Just wanted to clear the air, you know?"
Diana nodded. For a while, they floated alongside the boat, chatting. Sara, just like Jason, asked her all kinds of questions but hers were more professional. She asked Diana about her cheer history and, finally, her aspirations.
"Right now, all I want to do is help the team," Diana said. "Sideline cheer is great, but I'm more interested in competition. Since I captained my last team, I thought I might try for it here, next year."
Sara's face gave away nothing as she nodded, smiled, and said, "You'd do great. Sideline or competition. You know we do both here?"
"Yeah."
Once they were back on the boat, with the terrace raised and wrapped in towels, Diana shared a couple more beers with the girls. The music blared, the sun was high in the sky, and she was cutting loose and dancing with her new, blond friend. Sara was so much fun and Diana found herself opening up easily and having a great time.
Jason, too, was a good dancer, which she might have expected from his quick footwork on the court. When it came time to set off across the water for another ride, Diana found herself feeling a little giggly and sitting in his lap at the wheel. He took her hand and guided it to the throttle, placing his over hers.
"Gentle," he instructed her, speaking in her ear. "Just ease it up a little bit and give her some power. You don't want to ram it all the way. Start off slow and then give her more speed when you feel like she's ready."
Diana blushed and laughed, saying, "We're still talking about the boat here, aren't we?"
"Of course," Jason said and released her hand, sliding his own to her leg, just beneath the towel. "Now get my motor running, sailor."
Diana squirmed her bottom against his erection and remarked, "Seems like your motor's running just fine, captain."
Jason's hand slid up to her waistband and Diana nudged the throttle forward. The twin motors purred and the boat slid forward. Inwardly, Diana was thrilled at feeling the power of the boat in her hands. The feel of Jason's cock under her wasn't so bad either. It had been a while. With Jason guiding her, and his hands holding her, she steered the boat back to the dock.
Once they had it tied up and cleaned up, Diana disembarked with her teammates, leaving four hard dicks on the deck of the boat. Walking back to their cars, Sara took Diana's hand and swung it back and forth like they were childhood playmates.
"I had a lot of fun today," she said. "It was really nice to have you."
"Thank you. I had a great time," Diana said.
"Hey, where are you working out?"
"My sister and I just use the campus gym," Diana said. "She's into tennis and they have the machines, plus no membership fee. It's just convenient."
"Oh! Sister?"
"Twins," Diana explained. "Carrie."
"Geez, double trouble," Sara jested. "You should give my place a try. It's an old place down on Batton Avenue. Hank's. Good energy. If your sister's into tennis, they have a court and machines, too. I go for the tough crowd, really. Lots of mean-ass bodybuilder types, who like to push the little blonde girl to get buff. They also have a kickboxing ring."
"Seriously? You kickbox?" Diana asked, looking the trim blonde up and down.
"I've been at it for a couple years. The guys down there have some kind of weird obsession with turning me into a little, blonde, cheerleading death machine. It's practical for cheer, though. You get a ton of cardio and strength training together, plus flexibility, footwork, and coordination. It should be a mandatory cheer course."
Diana belted out a laugh at the idea, and said, "Jesus! That would be one squad you don't wanna mess with."
"Yeah. It's funny. When I tell those brutes about all the injuries I've seen in cheer, they go kinda squeamish. I guess they think it's all short skirts and waving pompoms."
"Most people do," Diana agreed. "They sort of leave all the missing teeth, broken bones, and crippling back injuries out of the marketing material."
"Anyway, I can send you the address if you two want to come down and check it out. I'll be in there tomorrow morning."
"Sure. I'll talk to Carrie. If she doesn't want to come, I'll make it down."
Diana stopped at her car but Sara didn't let her hand go. She put a quick peck on Diana's lips and said, "Night, babe. See you tomorrow."
Then, she gave Diana's hand a little squeeze and walked away. Diana put her hand to her lips, confused.
***
Chapter Five: Team Bitch
Sara watched Diana's car pull away and then doubled back to the boat. She found the four men still sitting on the bench seats, the radio playing low, sipping beers as the sun went down.
"There's the party," Jason said with a smirk. "Your new bestie okay to drive? She knocked back a few."
"Maybe she'll save us the trouble," Sara said.
"You'd miss out on the fun."
She hopped back aboard and tossed her phone to Jason, who caught it with barely a thought. It was unlocked. He turned on the camera and handed it off to Shawn, then stood and went to turn on the deck lights. He walked up behind Sara and slid his arms under hers, looping them behind her neck in a quick Full Nelson.
Sara yelped, though she'd known something of the kind was coming. She hadn't expected that, though, and when Jason kicked the back of her knees, taking her legs out from under her, she moaned audibly. He followed her down, putting her on her knees and holding her in place as Link stepped up and jammed his hard cock into her open mouth.
Shawn stood by and captured it on Sara's camera, giving a low chuckle. Sara's heart raced at the treatment, though she wasn't worried. The adrenaline spike had her pussy soaking her bikini bottoms. If she really wanted to, she could flip Jason over her back and deliver a hard kick straight into Link's chest. Those couple of years sparring with real brutes at Hank's weren't just for fun.
Instead, she submitted because that was what she needed. She let Jason hold her and Link roughly shove his dick into her mouth, and as Shawn trained the camera on her cock-stuffed face, Link said, "Give me an S, Sara,"
"Eth," she cheered around his cock, looking into the camera.
"Gimme an L!"
"Ul!"
He crammed his full length into her throat and held her face to his nuts, then pulled back half his cock and said, "Gimme a U!"
"Oo!"
"Gimme a T!"
"Kee!"
"What's that spell?" he cried, whipping his cock from her mouth and leaving a string of spit hanging from her lips.
"Slut!" Sara choked into the camera.
"Go, team, go!" Jason growled into her ear as Link shoved his dick back into her mouth.
Sara glurked but endured the face fucking that came next, her hands fighting reflexively against the hold in an effort to touch her hot cunt. Link battered her mouth for a full minute, and then stepped aside for Shawn. He trained the phone camera down on her teary eyes and rested his cockhead on her lips.
"Who's the team bitch, princess?" Shawn asked, sliding his cockhead along her wet lips.
"Me," she said and tried to close her lips around his penis.
Shawn pulled it away and said, "Uh uh. Say please."
"Please," she whispered.
"Please what, princess?"
"Please put your cock in my mouth."
"Such a well-trained cockhole," Shawn remarked and put his head back on her lips.
She closed her lips around the head but, with Jason holding her, she couldn't move forward to take it in. She looked up into the camera and pleaded with her eyes.
"Are you acting like a greedy cunt?" Shawn asked.
"Uh huh."
"Why are you acting like such a greedy cunt, Sara?"
"So, my dad will rape me."
"Good girl, princess. Show Daddy what you like to do."
He slid his prick into her mouth and Sara audibly groaned with relief, sloppily bobbing her head up and down its length, coating it in her spit. When he withdrew it, they laughed at her desperate attempt to chase it. Ivan, however, grabbed her hair and forced his own substantial girth into her.
Jason released his hold and Shawn panned the camera down between Sara's legs, capturing the sight of Jason's fingers slipping her bottoms aside and penetrating her cunt. Then, he panned back up to Sara eagerly, lovingly choking herself on the length of Ivan's prick. Her lips were sealed tight, and her eyes were closed in a look of slutty ecstasy as she violated her own throat, taking as much of his girthy cock as she could manage, but not quite making it to the base.
Ivan let this go on for a minute, the blond slut worshipping his pole, until rivers of spit were running from her overfull mouth. He took his meat away from her and the camera captured her open mouth, and her eyes glazed with cock lust. Onto her back, she went, pulled down by Jason, who turned her face to meet his cock and guided it into her mouth. Ivan knelt and held her bottoms aside, then worked his fat cockhead into Sara's compact little pussy. Her body jerked and she groaned around Jason's cock, now half in her mouth as he sawed it gently between her lips.
Shawn brought the camera down to her pussy, capturing it in close-up as Ivan's cock split her lips open and disappeared, inch by long inch into the team bitch. Sara rubbed at her fuck button with one hand and squeezed one of her tits in the other as the two men began to use her in concert, feeding her dick from two ends, while she grunted from the increasingly harder cock thrusts into her cunt.
Link took his place on her other side and began to tug roughly on her other breast, tugging it up by the nipple and making Sara yelp. But that sharp tug, the pain and the mixed pleasure, had her hips rocking up to meet the deep penetration of Ivan's cock. Her legs shook as she came for him, frigging her clit with her fingers.
Jason pulled his cock from her mouth and guided her to Link's, the camera now pulled back to show the entirety of the filthy scene. Ivan withdrew his cock, took the camera from Shawn, and let his teammate take his place between Sara's legs. She came again in less than a minute of having her second cock, thrashing as Jason slapped his wet dick against her bulging, violated cheek.
"Gonna need to put an end to the fun here," Jason said, "sun's about down. Let's send princess home with a nice present for Papa."
Shawn set his fists on the deck and began to slam his cock into Sara with determination, battering her fuckhole with long, hard thrusts that had her tits bouncing. The hard fucking made the dick pop out of her mouth and she turned her fuck-crazed, flushed face to look into the camera.
"Fuck me," she gasped. "Oh, fuck me, daddy... fuck me... cum in me, daddy..."
Jason and Link laughed out loud at the perverted slut and Ivan spit in her face. That set Sara off again and her eyes rolled back in her head as she orgasmed violently, taking Shawn's full load into her cunt as they humped against each other. Jason slid into his place and fucked her next, his hand on her throat, holding her to the deck as he pummeled her cummy pussy.
"Squeeze that dick, princess," he growled. "Milk that cock for me. That's my little cockhole. Show Daddy what I taught you."
Sara gasped as her ex-boyfriend unloaded his balls into her gripping fuck tunnel, her pussy milking his shaft dry. Link moved in and plunged his length into her next. Jason and Shawn held her flexible legs apart in a split, allowing their friend deep, unrestricted access to their cheerleader fuck toy. He made short, hard thrusts into her depths as Ivan captured the whites of her eyes and her open-mouthed gasp of pleasure at being made into a cock train.
His load in her cunt, Link took the camera from Ivan and brought it close to Sara's abused, puffy cunt, where three loads were dripping out. Ivan's thick meat pushed them back in and, with a squelch, forced the cummy contents out around his invading prick.
"Oh, fuck!" Sara cried and clung to Ivan's broad shoulders.
He gathered her up in his arms and crushed her to his chest like she was a toy. The big center stuffed his entire length into her hard as her legs went around his waist. He bent Sara nearly in half and proceeded to jam his deeply embedded member into her with short, violent thrusts. The camera captured the sounds of her screeching as Ivan fucked her creamy channel, forcing more white goo out of her. The sexy mess ran down her ass in white streams, girl honey and cum coating her liberally as his teammates cheered.
"Stuff that slut, dude. Goddamn!"
"Make her cum, comrade! Make the bitch cum!"
Sara clung to the big bastard as she trembled and shook, then let out a long groan that sounded more like an animal than a human. Her legs locked and quivered as she came on his cock, and then Ivan mumbled something that none of them could understand and embedded his cock as deep as Sara's contracting cunt would allow. The big center's balls seemed to nearly shrivel in the camera's view as he pumped a torrent of seed into Sara's tightly packed sheath.
At last, he was empty and pulled his penis from her, releasing his grip on her body. Limp, Sara splayed on the deck of the boat with semen running from her. For a moment she stared up at the sky, growing darker by the minute, and then her hand moved. She scooped some of the mess from her cunt and pushed it into her mouth, and then another. The camera captured it as she fed herself more and more of the stuff. Then, she took a big scoop and smeared it around her mouth, looking up into the camera. Her eyes focused and she began to rub her cunt to another orgasm, breaking out into a fit of delirious laughter.
***
Chapter Six: Hank's
Diana and her sister Carrie were, Sara observed, identical twins. There were differences in their bodies as a result of their chosen sports, but both of them were toned and athletic. Diana was, perhaps, more muscular and chiseled, like Sara herself. It was a result of the strength training necessary for cheer. Hefting human bodies, even slight, trim ones, took muscle, after all. Holding girls in place for extended periods of time, likewise, took strength and endurance. As a flyer, mostly performing as a top girl, Diana didn't do much of that, but muscle was just as necessary.
Carrie, by comparison, was trimmer and less defined, but Sara's trained eye easily noted her toned legs. Carrie was also shorter by a hair and didn't carry herself with the same self-confidence as her twin. Sara shuffled that bit of observation to the back of her mind as she caught sight of the two of them, entering Hank's and looking a bit uneasy. She crossed the floor and met them just inside the door.
"Hey, babe," she greeted Diana, kissing her cheek. "And you're Carrie," she extended her hand to Diana's twin.
"Hi."
Sara shook it and glanced over her shoulder at the morning crowd in the gym. Early on a Sunday, it wasn't exactly a crowd. Only a few regulars were on the floor, a couple of them paired off and spotting one another on benches.
"Yeah, it's not the kind of crowd you see at the campus gym," Sara said with a laugh, "but they're good guys. If you want to get pushed to your limits, these guys will see it happens."
The words held a double meaning, which Sara knew from experience. Sara turned to the man at the desk and gestured.
"This is Hank Junior," she introduced them, "Hank, this is Diana and Carrie. They're going to come in with me today and see what they think of the place."
"Sure," Junior said and turned his attention back to his phone.
"It might not look like much," Sara said as the twins followed, "but it's larger than it seems. This is all the usual stuff. Benches, weights, blah, blah. The cool stuff is back here."
She led them across the floor to a door at the back, which opened up into a big, open area. In the center of it was a ring for sparring, while pads and bags dotted the perimeter. Pairs of gloves hung from hooks on one wall. A large board nearby displayed names, rankings, and schedules.
"This is where I've been training. I doubt we'll do much back here, Diana, unless you're keen to start learning. A little further is what Carrie will be interested in."
They continued around the ring, through another door in the side, and emerged into a third space. Here, a small basketball court with one hoop covered one end. A chainlink fence separated it from a tennis court. On the court was a man swatting at balls thrown by a machine. The three of them stood by and observed for a moment as he hit the balls back. When the machine had expelled its load, he walked over and shut it off, then made his way over.
"Hey, Sara," he said.
"Brett, this is Diana and Carrie. Diana's on my squad and I probably don't have to tell you that they're sisters."
"Hadn't noticed," he said, grinning and putting out his hand. "Brett. I'm basically the only bum here that Hank keeps the tennis court open for. Either of you play?"
"I do," Carrie said, looking him over.
"Nice. It would be great to have someone else to play against, instead of just hitting balls. I've got a buddy that comes in a couple times a week, but I like to get in more. You in it for fun or do you actually play?"



"I played in high school and just got in at the college," Carrie said.
"Fancy a game?"
Carrie held up her bagged racquet and Brett smiled.
"Don't go easy on her Brett," Sara said, then turned to Carrie and added, "he might have used to play a bit back in the day."
"Jesus," Brett grumbled. "I'm only fifty. You make me sound like a fucking fossil. Pardon my French."
"What did you play? Carrie asked.
"Just USTA. Nothing major."
"You two good?" Sara asked.
"Sure," Carrie agreed, looking excited.
"Find me whenever you're ready," Diana said and Carrie nodded.
She followed Sara back inside as Brett led Carrie onto the court. Brett would enjoy Carrie, she thought. A hot little thing like her was just the pervert's thing. It might, she mused, have been kind to let Carrie know that Brett was a convicted molester, but seeing her discover it for herself would likely be more fun. Besides, he pretty much kept those urges in check these days, with a little help from Sara in the showers some nights. Letting him jerk off on her and molest her body in the shower was a good warm-up for when she went home to work on her dad.
Sara brought Diana back to the main floor of the gym, where she had mats laid out. Diana's eyes shifted to the big, muscled men, gruff and tattooed, lifting heavy weights. Sara enjoyed her discomfort as she imagined those burly bastards checking her out while they stretched and limbered up. She sucked it up and put on a game face, though.
The stretches were calming, but as they did them, Sara observed Diana's form for any weak points or flaws. There were none. Every move was graceful, every touch flawless. She'd expected as much, but she had a little hope that being stared at like meat by a bunch of ex-cons and ogling perverts might throw her off a bit. The girl had a nice, shielded mental space against appraising eyes, it seemed.
That made sense. Being looked at and watched with envy and desire was part of being a top girl. Sara added that to her growing research file, wondering if Diana liked the spotlight, the lusty looks, or both.
They got down on the mats, legs spread, and joined hands for some partner stretches. Sara probed her rival further while they did so.
"You see? Not so bad. They like to look but keep to themselves and don't bother you. You okay?"
"Yeah. It might not be the place I would have chosen," Diana admitted, "but everyone seems nice enough. Do you ever get hit on?"
Nice enough, Sara thought, until they're picking you up and slam-fucking their cocks into you against a locker.
Outwardly, she said, "It wouldn't be a gym if some muscular douche didn't try it. Most of them have seen me around since I was in high school, though, and it's pretty rare for a new face to stay here for long. Those that do are more likely to fend off a creep for you, rather than creep on you. Not that I need it, but it makes them feel good."
"I still can't believe the whole little blond death machine thing. It's pretty cool. Would you show me some?"
Sara looked over the men in the gym and shouted, "Brick!"
A solid wall of muscle with a bare chest and a skull tattoo on his chest glanced over at her from where he stood with a bar across his shoulders, squatting with immense weights on either side. Sara nodded him over. He lifted the bar like it was made of foam and shouldered it back onto the rack. Diana suddenly looked uneasy. The big man towered over the two of them, with their legs apart on the floor.
Sara noted with satisfaction that Diana looked a bit afraid. The image of Brick picking Diana up and carrying her off to the back, then slamming her tits down on the ring and mounting her flashed through Sara's mind. It was hot.
"What's up, PomPom," Brick said, showing a grin that was missing a front tooth.
"This is my teammate, Diana. She's struggling with the idea of the kickboxing cheerleader. You up for a spar after we finish here?"
"You know it," Brick agreed.
"Give us about an hour."
Brick nodded, drank in Diana's tits in her sports bra, and returned to his weights.
"That guy?" Diana whispered, "Seriously? You're going to spar with that?"
"Sure!"
"Your balls are probably bigger than his," Diana muttered.
Sara wasn't so sure about that. Brick had pretty big nuts.
Outwardly, she said, "Oh, he's going to kick my ass. No doubt. I might land some good hits and I'm quick, but as for actually winning a real match? I doubt even I have the endurance to inflict death by a thousand paper cuts, and that's what it would feel like to him. It's good practice, though. He's like hitting a human punching bag. You know that no matter how hard you fist the son of a bitch, you're never going to hurt him."
Sparring with Brick, she mused, usually resulted in her being roughly pinned to the mat as he pulled back her hair and made her beg for the violent cock-stuffings he gave her to stop. There were always tears, too, which she liked. Jesus, she was getting wet just thinking about it.
After the stretching came V-sits, a series of loaded squats, and some jumping jacks. Those did draw some attention, and a few claps from the men as the two girls made up a cheer for the gym on the spot. After the workout, Diana followed Sara into the back, where they were met by Carrie. Diana's sister was flushed, sweating, grinning, and had an arm around Brett's shoulder. He looked winded and his racquet dangled limply in his hand.
"Meet your match?" Sara asked as the two of them sidled up.
"Either she's fast or I'm old," Brett said.
"Both," Carrie said, jabbing an elbow into his side that made him wince.
"Yeah. Both," he agreed. "You going in the ring?"
"Just gonna show Diana how Brick kicks my ass."
Sara selected padded gloves and put on a sparring helmet as Brick did the same, then the two of them climbed into the ring. Sara danced around a bit and they touched gloves, then stepped back. Diana and Carrie stood with Brett, awed at the sight. It was like watching a butterfly prepare to attack a tank.
The butterfly moved in more like a hornet. Jab, low jab, straight right-hand fake, followed by a right foot jab. The mountain staring her down skillfully blocked, dodged the fake, and swatted away Sara's foot. He circled around her and returned a jab and a straight right, which whiffed against Sara's speed. He followed up on her undefended side with a left hook, but the little blonde bent back, nearly in half, and vaulted back in a handspring. Her foot came up and caught the brute in the chin as she completed the spring, landing on her feet with her gloves up.
Brick staggered back in surprise, while Diana and Carrie gasped and Brett exclaimed, "Ooh!"
Beside them, another man laughed and said, "Illegal as fuck, but it makes for good TV."
Sara gave Brick a come'n get it gesture with one glove and the big man laughed. He came back in with a left foot jab, attempting to distract her from the following jab and straight right, but Sara caught them on her gloves. Brick put a quick left hook kick into her ribs that staggered her, but she made a quick recovery. She spun with the force of the blow, turning it into a high right hook kick, which Brick blocked. She flowed in lower with a jab and a low straight right that caught him in the ribs, then a fast left hook that landed on his face as he moved to defend his lower body.
She danced back from his counter and backed herself into a corner. Brick came in as Sara set her feet on the ring ropes and, just before he could reach her, launched herself over his head. There was a collective gasp from everyone watching as Sara curled into a ball and wheeled over his head. Her feet hit the mat and, as Brick turned, completely unprepared, she planted a back kick into the center of his chest that rocked him back.
"What. The. Fuck!" Brett exclaimed. "Did that just happen?"
Diana and Carrie nodded slowly in disbelief and the man next to them cackled madly.
The follow-up combo was like a gale whipping through trees. Jab, low jab, straight right hand, and a low left hook to the ribs. Brick, off guard, took every blow before he got his gloves up and made a kick at Sara's legs. When she lifted the leg out of the way, Brick threw a fake and Sara went for it, raising her gloves to block a blow that never came. The real strike, an uppercut connected right on her chin.
Everyone watching held their breath and the world seemed to move in slow motion as Sara's feet left the mat and she crashed onto her back. She groaned but a second later she sat up and shook her head. Brick stood over her, offering his hand, which Sara took. She staggered to her feet and gave him a punch on the shoulder.
"Fucking showoff," he said. "That shit wouldn't fly anywhere but here."
Sara gave him a return punch in the arm that made him laugh. He took her arm, held it up like she was a champion, and the watchers clapped and hollered. Sara removed a glove, tucking it under her arm, then took off her helmet and shook out her sweat-damp hair. Under the ropes she climbed and out of the ring, meeting up with Diana and Carrie.
"That was ridiculous!" Diana exclaimed. "Holy shit!"
"It was like something out of a movie," Carrie added. "I wish I had it on video. You'd be internet famous."
"Are you alright?" Diana asked.
Sara nodded and said, "He's given me worse. So, which of you is next?"
Diana and Carrie shared a look and shook their heads.
"I'll stick to tennis," Carrie said.
"I think I'm done for today," Sara said. "So, what did you think?"
Diana nodded and said, "I'd come back. This was a lot more fun than the campus gym."
Carrie put out her hand to Brett and asked, "Rematch?"
He took it, looked at her tits, and said, "You bet. I'm here Sunday, Tuesday, and Thursday at nine."
"See you in practice tomorrow?" Diana asked.
Sara nodded and put a quick kiss on her cheek, saying, "Thanks for coming down, babe. We're gonna have a lot of fun."
Diana blushed at the kiss, said, "Yeah," and left with her sister.
"Hot little piece of ass," Brett said when the two girls walked out the door.
"You want a taste?"
Brett chuckled and said, "Does a dog want a bone?"
"Did you talk to her at all?"
"Just court jabs. Girl knows a lot of dick jokes. Likes to have you put your hands on her to show her new things, too. Didn't even bat an eye when I gave her a little feel."
"What's your perv-o-meter say about her?" Sara asked.
"Itchin' for a fucking, is what it says. You know I got a radar for the closet sluts. That's one for sure. The sister, Diana, there's something there, too, but I can't quite get it."
"Just get to know Carrie. I'm leaving."
"You gonna shower?" Brett asked, hopeful.
"When I get home. Take care of it yourself. Think about Carrie while you do it," Sara said with a smirk.
She put away her gloves and helmet, then crossed to the locker rooms to get her bag. Hank's did have individual locker rooms for both genders, but Sara used the men's. She was the only female that actually came to the gym. Most took a look at the crowd and decided it wasn't for them. Their loss.
Opening her locker, she withdrew her bag, closed it, and turned around to find a naked Brick dwarfing her. She took a step back in surprise. For someone so big, he could be quick and quiet.
"You got a few good ones in out there today," he said.
"I cheated. It was against the rules. I should probably be penalized."
Brick's hand came up and clasped her throat, tightening, and Sara gasped as he pushed her against the locker. Her hands shot up and wrapped around his thick wrist as she stared up at him, her eyes daring. Brick tugged at her shorts and yanked them down, then lifted her by the neck and laughed as the shorts slid the rest of the way down her trim legs and Sara choked. Her feet kicked and her hands tightened on his arm.
With his free hand, he cupped one cheek of her ass and held her in place against the locker, easing the tension on her neck and allowing her to breathe. He released his hold and gripped her other cheek, then lowered her onto his cock. Sara whimpered as he guided her body down, impaling her on his shaft, her butt gripped tightly in his palms.
"I got something for cheatin' cunts, PomPom," Brick growled and shoved his cock up her roughly.
Sara jerked, her back against the locker and her hands went up to clutch at his thick neck. Her legs encircled his waist, and then Brick began to fuck her. The brute was always mean and hard, and this time it was no different. He lifted her as easily as the weights, using her smaller body to pleasure himself. Sara panted and huffed as he lifted her, and then shoved her down on his length, over and over.
Her pussy gushed around his stalk on every in-thrust as she held on. This wasn't two people having sex, which is what really got her off with him. He just fucked her. He used her. She was like a human fleshlight for him, a writhing, gasping, sweating, moaning sex toy that he was just using to masturbate with.
Other guys used her and degraded her, sure, and she let them, encouraged them, needed them to. Brick, though, was one of the most degrading of all for that reason. There was never any real participation on her part. The mountain purely used her body to get himself off, and that feeling, the utter helplessness, surrender, and knowing that she could do absolutely nothing to stop him, had her cumming like a train every time.
She did it now, even though he wasn't being as rough as if he'd had her pinned on the mat. It was just the right sort of rough that she wanted right now. Even as her cunt spasmed and her body twitched, Brick rearranged her body for his pleasure. He took, first, one arm and removed his hand from her ass. He slid it under her leg and clamped his hand on her cheek again. He repeated it with his other. He now had his arms under her legs for leverage.
He pushed forward, taking advantage of her extreme flexibility, bending her legs back nearly to her shoulders. Sara moaned hotly as he basically folded her in half and then began to ram his dick into her as he crushed her against the locker.
"Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!" she chanted in harsh breaths, each time he stuffed his cock into her.
"Give me one more, PomPom," he growled as he slammed his meat into her cunt and her back against the locker.
Sara did, gushing girl cum around his prick at his mistreatment. Fuck, it was a great way to end a workout! Her only regret was that she hadn't had the foresight to record it and taunt her dad with it. Well, surely there would be a next time.
***
Chapter Seven: The Bad Daughter
Sara let herself into the house and dropped her gym bag in the hall. Smelling of sweat and with the film of it on her skin and soaking her sports bra, she crept into the living room, where her father dozed on the couch. Paused, on the TV, was the image of her face. Her head was pressed into Link's crotch and her teary eyes were looking at the camera as he fucked her face. Sara grinned and almost laughed out loud. She could hardly wait to torture her dad with the other clips of the video from the boat, but those would come throughout the week.
She looked down at the sleeping form of her father, his pants unzipped, and wondered how many times he'd beaten off to this video today. Not that it mattered. His eventual submission was all that mattered.
She lay down on top of him, pressing her body to his, straddling his lap, and pushing her cunt against his crotch. His eyes fluttered open as she kissed his lips, gently pushing her tongue into his mouth and running her hand through his hair. He groaned and his hand came up to palm her ass through her shorts. When he finally realized what was happening, his hand didn't move but he groaned and pulled his mouth away. That adorable look of guilt and self-loathing was plain on his face as his cheeks colored.
"Sara?" he stammered.
"Who else?" she asked and nodded toward the screen. "You were having a good time pulling on your cock, weren't you?"
His blush deepened but he didn't deny it. There was no denying it.
"What was your favorite part," she whispered, her lips against his ear, cheek rubbing sensually against his, and her hand in his hair. "Was it when Jason held me in place? Or when his friends made your little girl say those awful things and beg to suck their cocks?"
"This... it's not right," he whispered back, but his hand tightened on her ass.
"I know," she said mockingly. "It's so awful to be a filthy, daughter-lusting pervert. That's what you like, though, right? You like to put your cock in teenage girls. Girls like Bethany."
His body trembled and, if it were possible, he reddened further and looked away. However, that only made him look at the sight of his daughter's cock-stuffed face.
"You remember Bethany, don't you?"
"Of course," he said, his voice heavy with guilt and regret.
Sara rocked her pussy against him and continued to toy with his hair.
"You'll never forget her. You had so much fun pushing your dick into my friend, didn't you? It felt so good to fuck her and call her all those dirty names, the names that mom didn't like, right?"
"Stop," he growled, a hint of anger breaking through the guilt.
"It's okay," Sara said soothingly, her hand moving from his hair to cup his cheek, turning his gaze to meet hers. "Everything's better now that she's gone, isn't it? You don't have to pretend you're not a pussy-loving pervert anymore."
"Please, stop it," he begged, his anger flagging in the face of the accusation.
"Stop? Stop this?" she teased with an evil smirk and ground her cunt against his returning erection. "Is Princess being mean to you again? Are you going to do something you might regret?"
"No," he croaked.
"You did it to Bethany and you didn't love her, right?"
"It wasn't... like that and you know it."
"No. She teased you so badly and you just couldn't hold out. She threw her pussy at you and you took it. You held her down and you made my friend love it so much that she told Mom, didn't she?"
The anguish and guilt clouded his face and he nodded, but his hand slid into the leg of her shorts and he ran it over Sara's ass.
"You see?" she said, dropping her head to whisper into his ear as he touched her. "That's what you want. You wouldn't do it to me, so you did it to my friend. Only, you can do it to me, can't you?"
"Don't, please," he pleaded, but his voice was hot and husky.
"I believe in you, Daddy. I know you can do it. You can break into my room at night and hold me down. It would be so easy. You're so much bigger. You can just hit me and make me cry. That's all you have to do."
"Sara..."
His dick was fully hard now. The only thing between it and her pussy was two layers of cloth. Sara rocked her cunt against him, grinding his erection into her.
"That's all it would take, daddy. You can fuck your princess every night if you just do it. I know you can. Just rape me. Make me cry."
"Oh, god! Don't!" he croaked, his dick jerking under her.
"Say you'll do it to me, Daddy," she continued, kissing his neck, "Just make me do it. Oh, Daddy, it would feel so good to make your princess cry. It would feel so good to push your dick into her and watch her struggle."
"I... I can't... I'm..." he jabbered, his mind seemingly overloaded with confusion and arousal.
"It's going to feel so good for you when you just rape me, Daddy!"
A tear actually rolled from his tightly shut eyes as he jerked, groaned, and came in his pants while Sara laughed. She pushed her lips against his again, kissing hard as she continued to hump his spurting cock. She let him wallow in his misery for only a moment and then added to it as she made him look her in her eyes.
"You're going to fail," she said, then put a quick peck on his lips, leaped from the couch skillfully, and stalked from the room.



***
Chapter Eight: A Need to Read
Sara was not particularly fond of English classes. She was much less fond of English classes that required substantial reading of old books, and the many papers that she'd have to write about those books. However, without grades, she couldn't cheer and English Lit was a required course.
On the first day of class, she scanned the room for a seat and spotted Jason on one side of the room. He waved her over. Sara ignored him and then her gaze rested on the best seat she could have hoped for. It was in the front row, which was less than ideal, but what was more important was the girl in the front row, studying her syllabus on a laptop. Carrie.
Without another glance at her ex, Sara took the steps down from the back of the lecture hall and stood in front of Carrie. Diana's twin looked up.
"Oh, hey, Sara."
"Mind if I sit here?" Sara asked, gesturing to the empty seat.
"Sure."
Sara took the seat, pulled a tablet from her bag, and booted into the school site. She accessed the syllabus and looked it over. Books, papers, just as she'd expected.
"A lot of dusty old reading," she muttered to Carrie.
She shrugged and said, "It's not so bad," then she grinned and said, "I'm sure you'll like Fight Club. Palahniuk's a total nihilist, but there's a lot of ass-kicking."
"Saw the movie," Sara said. "I did like it. Especially the crazy chick. Marcia? Mara?"
"Marla," Carrie said. "Yeah, crazy's right. Good character."
"Sounds like you're a bookworm."
"I guess so," Carrie agreed.
"I gotta say, I'm a little less enthusiastic. I probably wouldn't be here if it weren't required. The writing's probably worse," Sara complained.
The instructor took to the front of the lecture hall and rapped her fist on her podium. The room quieted. While the instructor covered the course and syllabus, Sara watched Carrie rapidly type notes on the laptop. Sara herself took no notes and thought it a bit odd that Carrie was so into it.
A series of questions over some of the titles came next, as the instructor asked who had read them. Carrie's hand shot up eagerly every time. The girl did like her books, it seemed. While the instructor droned on, Sara thought, and by the end of the class, she'd worked this piece into the plan.
While the two of them walked up the steps of the lecture hall, Sara asked, "So, this might seem a little weird and desperate, but I was wondering if I could ask for your help."
"Help?" Carrie asked.
"With the writing. Honestly, I can wave pompoms and do backflips, but expressing thoughts and opinions on paper isn't my strong suit. It sure seems like it's yours."
"I never had much problem with it, but I wouldn't say it's my strong suit."
"Well, if you could help me learn how to do it, I'd be willing to pay you or something."
"Like a tutor?" Carrie asked.
"Yeah, something like that. I don't know how it would work, exactly, I was just kind of hoping. It would be easier with a friend, instead of some T.A."
"Sure," Carrie agreed, her face brightening a bit at the mention of a friend.
Like Diana, Sara was certain that Carrie didn't have any friends yet.
"Thanks, babe," Sara said and put a delighted little kiss on Carrie's cheek that, like Diana, made her blush.
When they exited the room, Jason stood near the door, waiting.
"Hey, Di," he said. "I didn't know you were in the class until I saw Sara sitting with you. Up front was the last place I'd expect her to be."
Carrie looked confused and Sara laughed.
"Oh," Carrie exclaimed, "Di. No. You're thinking of my sister."
"Sister?" Jason asked, puzzled.
"I'm Carrie," she said. "Diana is my sister. We're twins."
"Yeah, I kind of got that. Sorry," Jason said, putting out his hand. "I'm Jason. I met your sister over the weekend. Sorry. She didn't mention you were twins."
Carrie took his hand and said, "She wouldn't. It's kind of a stupid thing she does. She might mention she has a sister, but she gets a perverse little thrill when people mix us up. I swear it makes her wet."
Jason raised his brows in surprise and Sara laughed again.
"And, yes, I'm probably the more forward one," Carrie added, grinning as she looked Jason up and down.
"I can tell," he said, flashing her a white smile.
Sara looked down at where they were still shaking hands. It was unexpected and useful.
"Geez. Get a fucking room already, you two," she jested.
Carrie looked at her own hand, seemingly noticing for the first time that the handshake had become a bit too lengthy and intimate. She yanked it away and Sara noted the slight flush in her cheeks. Yeah, Jason could have that effect. Carrie looked embarrassed.
"I should go," she said. "It was... nice... to meet you."
"That doesn't seem very forward," Jason said with his best panty-wetting smile.
Sara could already tell that it was working. Carrie became more flustered in less time than it took her to blink.
"I'm just gonna... this way," she stammered, pointing down the hall and tightening her grip on her shoulder strap.
"I'll walk with," Sara said. "I'm going that way, too. Leave the jock to his fantasies, girl. I'm sure he's not the first to look at you and Di and think dirty thoughts."
Jason feigned offense, holding up his hands, and said, "My thoughts are pure as a nun."
"Whatever," Sara said, rolling her eyes.
She took Carrie's hand and watched the girl pull her eyes off Jason's smile with an effort of will. Carrie snapped her attention away and let Sara lead her down the hall, where she released Carrie once they'd left Jason behind.
"Yeah, he can do that to you," Sara said.
"What?" Carrie asked lamely, blushing.
"We dated a few years back. Nothing serious," she said. "If you want to get to know him a little better, though, I can add that bit as payment to the tutoring!"
Carrie took a moment to shake her head and said, "Thanks, but I'm too busy for something like that."
"Sure. If you ever change your mind, just let me know. He's cute, right?"
Carrie only blushed and nodded. They parted ways at a crossing hallway, Sara planting another kiss on Carrie's cheek.
***
Chapter Nine: Lizzy
Lizzy was having a good day because she woke up and she was Lizzy. It wasn't always that way but it was most of the time now. Most days, she thought that she was sane enough to leave Shoreside Mental Health Hospital. That decision, however, was up to Dr. Welcome, and for thirteen years, Dr. Welcome disagreed.
So, Lizzy woke up and she showered, then put on a fresh pair of the facility-issued scrubs and waited for the duty nurse to unlock the door to her room. Today's duty nurse was Nurse Barbara and she had Lizzy's pills. Nurse Barbara also had a magazine, which was one of Lizzy's favorite parts. Nurse Barbara had been the one to teach her how to read in those early years, and when Nurse Barbara had permission to give her a magazine, that meant she was doing well.
Lizzy took the red pill for the headaches and the blue pill for nightmares. The white pill had replaced the green pill a year ago, and this one was supposed to help with her anger. It mostly worked. Lizzy didn't get angry so much these days. The white pill did make her feel weird, though, between the legs. A lot of the time, she felt so weird that she had to touch herself until it felt better.
The red, blue, and white pills reminded Lizzy of the colors on the flag that waved outside the common room window, the only window that looked outside. Nurse Kevin, who didn't work here anymore, told Lizzy that the flag symbolized freedom, equality, and individualism. He'd laughed when she'd asked him a silly question.
"Why do they put it out there if everyone here is none of those things?"
Nurse Kevin had clapped her kindly on the shoulder and replied, "Now that's a question."
It was a question but Lizzy didn't get an answer. The patients at Shoreside Mental Health Hospital were neither free nor equal. She supposed they were all individuals, as she understood such things, but Lizzy knew that she didn't understand much. Most of what she did understand came from the various tutors and nurses that volunteered to teach the patients.
Lizzy did get some degree of freedom since she was one of the less crazy of the many crazy people at the hospital. That freedom came in being able to roam the grounds, use the rec room, and once a year to go out to the fair. She was always accompanied by handlers at the fair, but it was Lizzy's favorite time of the year.
The fair was everything the hospital was not. It smelled good, had lots of delicious food, and there were all kinds of people. The people made Lizzy a bit nervous, as she was not accustomed to crowds, but Dr. Welcome felt it necessary that she get some degree of socialization just in case she got better one day. The day never came but Lizzy hoped it might.
Today was Fair Day and Lizzy was very pleased that she'd woken up as Lizzy today, so she would be allowed to go to the fair. One year, she'd missed it when she didn't wake up as Lizzy. That year had been a long one, and that day, in particular, was not a good one. It had been her last big fit of anger, during which she'd stabbed Dr. Welcome in the leg with his pen.
After taking her pills, Nurse Barbara presented her with the magazine. On the cover was a cute girl in the kind of clothes Lizzy imagined she might wear if she ever learned how to be Lizzy all the time. The title was Fashion Focus and contained lots of pictures of girls in gowns, dresses, jackets, pants, skirts, and lovely tops. Lizzy wasn't certain lovely was the correct term for the clothes, but Nurse Barbara had taught her the word a long time ago, using it to describe Lizzy herself, and she really liked how it sounded. Lovely. It kind of rolled off the tongue.
"Happy birthday," Nurse Barbara said as Lizzy ran her hands over the magazine.
"It's lovely," Lizzy said and added, "Thank you."
"So, big day out, huh?"
Nurse Barbara used this line every birthday, which Lizzy thought of as Fair Day. Lizzy didn't know if it was her actual birthday. She'd been only six when she came to the hospital, and she'd had little sense of how time actually worked back then. She didn't much understand it now, either. Most days in the hospital were the same. Lizzy knew when Fair Day was, though, because she made a mark with the purple marker in the back of her journal for each day. When there were enough marks, it was Fair Day.
"Yeah. Big day out," Lizzy agreed as Nurse Barbara brushed her hair.
Nurse Barbara liked to brush her hair. It was so fine, she said. It was like gold, she said. When she finished, she put a blue bow on one side and told her it looked lovely.
"Now, get down to eval and be on your best behavior, alright?" Nurse Barbara said.
Lizzy would be on her best behavior. She was not going to miss another fair. No way, no how. She was Lizzy today, no matter what.
Lizzy knew the way to the evaluation room so well that she could have walked there in her sleep. Right turn, left turn, past the rec room, and a stop at the stairwell to the lower floor. A white-smocked orderly unlocked the door with his thumbprint and escorted her down the steps, opened the door, and nodded to another orderly on the other side.
Two more right turns and left, then wait at the office door until the buzzer went off. When it did, Lizzy pulled the handle. Another orderly gave her a pat down. Lizzy always got a pat down and also had to lift her shirt, then her pant legs to let the orderly check her socks. Dr. Welcome didn't want to get stabbed again. Lizzy wouldn't do it. It was Fair Day, and she wasn't missing another fair. No way, no how.
The orderly opened the evaluation room door and shut it behind her. In the little, windowless room, on the other side of a table, sat Dr. Welcome. He wore a brown blazer, which Lizzy knew meant that he would leave the facility for his own practice. Dr. Welcome had lots of patients, both inside the facility and out.
Over thirteen years, Lizzy had gotten to know Dr. Welcome well. Only in the last year had she gotten to know the other side of Dr. Welcome. It wasn't his most pleasant side but, then, Dr. Welcome didn't have much of a pleasant side at all.
"Have a seat, Lizzy," Dr. Welcome said and gestured toward the chair across the table.
Lizzy sat.
"Big day today. Happy birthday, sweetie."
"Thank you, sir."
"It is Lizzy today, isn't it?"
Lizzy nodded and smiled her best smile. A lovely smile, she thought, and said, "It's Lizzy every day, sir."
Dr. Welcome checked a folder and said, "For sixty-three days, that's been the case. It's a personal best! Do you feel like the new medication is helping?"
"Yes, sir," Lizzy agreed and nodded eagerly.
"Any bad dreams?"
Lizzy shook her head.
"Any angry thoughts recently?"
Lizzy shook her head again.
"I see that you had a little altercation with Lucille in the common room last week. Would you like to tell me what that was about?"
Lizzy blushed but she didn't get angry. It was not a day to get angry. It was Fair Day, and Lizzy wasn't missing another Fair Day. No way, no how.
"She was singing that song again," Lizzy said. "The one about the two girls with the blonde hair. I asked her to stop and she wouldn't. But I didn't get mad. I promise. I might have... raised my voice a little. I did like you said, though, and I just went outside to the garden."
Dr. Welcome nodded, "That's good. You handled the situation well, Lizzy. What did you do in the garden?"
"Checked the seeds. The roses I planted are coming up and I wanted to see if they bloomed."
"How are they?"
"Not yet but I think they're close."
"Let's talk about the white pill, Lizzy. Any more side effects?"
"Just the same."
"You feel hot and wet?"
Lizzy nodded.
"And when you feel that way, are you touching yourself like we talked about?"
"Yes, sir."
"Have you gone to Janey to help you?"
Lizzy shook her head. Dr. Welcome frowned and Lizzy's heart skipped a beat. When Dr. Welcome frowned, it meant he was disappointed. When Dr. Welcome was disappointed, it usually meant that he'd take something away. Maybe she'd have to spend a night in the Immersion Room. A shiver ran down her spine. But Dr. Welcome's frown vanished and turned up into the kind of compassionate smile that Lizzy thought a snake might wear if they were able.
"I understand that it might be uncomfortable to ask Janey to help you, but you know that she likes to do things for the other girls. What did we talk about doing when you're hot and wet?"
"Sexual socialization," Lizzy mumbled.
Dr. Welcome nodded, "That's right. It's important that you explore those feelings with someone safe. Taking care of it yourself should be a last resort. You can't expect to ever leave the hospital if you're not able to be intimate with other people."
"Yes, sir," Lizzy agreed.
Dr. Welcome checked his watch, "We have a bit of time before I release you. Dr. Marlow will take you to the fair today."
Lizzy nodded. That was good. Dr. Marlow liked to play the games with her. Dr. Marlow was really good at shooting the targets. A few years ago, he'd been good enough to win Lizzy the big elephant, and Dr. Welcome even let her keep it in her room.
"Are you feeling hot and wet right now, Lizzy?"
Lizzy didn't really want to admit that she was, but if she denied it Dr. Welcome might check with his finger. He'd been doing it since she turned eighteen. At first, it had been weird. But everything Dr. Welcome did was a bit weird. Most times it felt good, but not as good as Dr. Welcome's tongue or his cock.
Most times, he worked with her himself on sexual socialization. With all his other patients, though, he didn't always have time for Lizzy and her hot, wet feeling. On those other days, she just took care of it herself.
"Yes, sir," she admitted.
"Why don't we take care of that for you, and then you can go meet Dr. Marlow. Would you like that?"
Lizzy nodded and stood up. She rounded the other side of the table as Dr. Welcome scooted back his chair. Dr. Welcome hooked his fingers into the elastic waistband of the scrub pants and pulled them down, exposing Lizzy's bare pussy. She let the pants pool around her ankles as Dr. Welcome put his face against her mound and inhaled the hot scent of her arousal.
Lizzy's tummy fluttered at the weird feeling and she put her bottom on the table, scooting to the edge. Dr. Welcome spread her legs apart, just far enough to get his tongue on her pussy, and then he licked up the length of it and Lizzy moaned. It was so much better than doing it with her fingers.
Not for the first time, she wondered if she could let Janey do it for her like the doctor wanted. Lizzy didn't feel any sort of anything when she looked at Janey or the other girls, though. At least, not the same things she felt when she was hot and wet and looked at the men on staff. Some of those she thought were cute. Well, some of the girls were cute, too, but not in that way. Not in the way that made the hot, wet feeling get so hot that she thought her insides might melt.
Dr. Welcome growled into her pussy as he licked and sucked it, his hands sliding up under the scrub top to toy with her breasts. Lizzy shook on the table as his tongue probed her button, making her jerk as a wave of pleasure shot up from her core. While in most ways Dr. Welcome had become the symbol for her confinement, the obstacle that combined with her craziness to keep her in the hospital, when she had the hot feeling, it was his tongue that she thought about and wanted.
It took him very little time to make her cum and Lizzy arched her back as he drank the honey from her pussy. Her vision swimming with little white stars, Lizzy knew what would come next. The next part was even better. Dr. Welcome pulled out his cock and pulled Lizzy's hips back to the edge of the table. It was difficult to part her legs for him to fuck her, with her pants still around her ankles, but Dr. Welcome didn't seem to mind.
He pushed his hard dick inside of her and held her hips firmly, stroking the length of his shaft into her hot, wet insides. Many of the things that Dr. Welcome made her do, like listening to the recordings, or watching the movies with the flashing lights, Lizzy didn't particularly enjoy. She did enjoy how his cock felt when he was stroking it in and out of her, though.
Dr. Welcome panted and grunted as he held her there on the table. Lizzy humped his penis and moaned softly, her body shaking on the table. Then Dr. Welcome gave a familiar, final grunt and she could feel the wash of warm goo spilling into her. He pumped his penis into her for another minute before pulling it out. With a handkerchief, he wiped a trail of his goo from between her legs and stuffed it into his pocket.
The doctor zipped up his pants and helped Lizzy off of the table. She pulled the scrub pants back up and took her seat across the table once more, her skin flushed. The wet, hot feeling had dulled somewhat, as it always did when her pussy was taken care of. In a few hours, though, she knew it would be back. Then, she'd have to take care of it herself. Or go ask Janey for help.
"Well, I think that the socialization is working, Lizzy," Dr. Welcome said. "Just remember, it's always best if you don't do it yourself."
"Yes, sir," Lizzy agreed.
"Why don't you wait here and I'll page Dr. Marlow to take you out."
Lizzy fidgeted in her seat in anticipation of a day outside. She made a mental check. She was still Lizzy. Good. Sixty-three days. A personal best. Maybe if she could keep being Lizzy for even more days, or all the days, then she could leave the hospital. As she waited for Dr. Marlow, Lizzy imagined spending every day at the fair. Did they have the fair every day? She didn't know. But if she could leave, she decided, it would be nice to spend every day at the fair.



The fair was everything the hospital was not and, after thirteen years, Lizzy felt she might just be getting better. Sixty-four days, then sixty-five. She could be Lizzy all the time, she just knew. Then, Dr. Welcome would let her out.
***
Continued...
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Chapter Four: Breakfast at Tiffany's
Kayla awoke to a set of dead earbuds. She was nude, laying in a tangle of soaked sheets, while the sounds of a triple-stuffed bimbo groaning around a cock played from the TV. She lay in a puddle of her own girl cum and her mother's spit, but Marie was nowhere in sight. The disgusting taste of the Professor's night-old jizz caked her mouth.
She felt fairly certain that she'd been molested by her mother and the Professor. The last clear memory she had was of Miles putting the earbuds into her ears and starting her training program. After that, there had been only the voice and the pleasure of the brainwashing recordings. Now that she was awake, she could feel a slight tingle at the back of her neck, followed by a rush of pleasant sensations that made her pussy very happy.
The collar was preparing her for another day as a slut, keeping her compliant, horny, and confused. She felt like all four. Before the Obsequium could take hold, she busied herself stuffing a few clothes into a bag, and then crept down the hall. Her mother's door was shut. She snuck out of the house to her car and drove away without even showering. Although she couldn't remember all of it, what she did was enough for her to know that staying another night in her own home was not something she was going to do.
Whatever Professor Miles had done to her mother had clearly damaged her mind. In some ways, it seemed even worse than what DomCo was doing. Despite their efforts, DomCo was still giving her a choice. It was a terrible choice, but it was a choice nonetheless. Follow the rules or be destroyed. Marie wasn't being given a choice. The Professor had done something to her that was turning Marie's own desire to be a good mother into some twisted and slutty belief system. Having listened to it and seen the results, Marie now thought that having sex with her children was the kind of thing a good mother needed to do.
As Kayla drove, aimlessly, she thought back to the days before and after her parent's separation. There were small things, she realized, that alluded to the Professor's hold on her. The confusion had already been there. She remembered the day her father left, how she'd found her mother at the table with Rich. Her hand had been in his lap and Rich had been looking at their mother lustily. As inexperienced as she'd been, Kayla hadn't seen it for what it was.
After her breakneck descent into a life filled with debauchery, however, she could see it for what it had been. Was her brother already fucking their mother? Was he, likewise, the Professor's victim? It seemed likely. Rich had been different, too. Where once he'd been silly, playful, and kind, now he was more like some creeping pervert that only looked at her like a... a cumhole. She trembled in her seat.
Kayla's own problems had been taking up all of her spare thoughts, and while it had just seemed like one more weird thing happening, she could no longer deny that there was something sinister happening in her home. She'd known from the first that Miles was a weirdo, but now she thought that he might be something more. Everything he had done was perverted and strange, but it was one small action that cemented the fact that the Professor was more than just some university psychologist. The Professor had known what the earbuds were for, and he'd known what they would do if he put them in.
It made her shudder. When she'd first brought home the DomCo pamphlet, and shown it to her mother, Miles had already heard of them. They funded research at the university, he'd said. It hadn't really registered at the time, as she'd been so overwhelmed by all of the things the company was involved in. Now, though, it felt ominous. Clearly, he was not just a coworker from her mother's own job at the university. What was he? What was his connection to DomCo? And why was he in her home, fucking with her mother's head?
Kayla called Tiffany, let it ring, and then she answered.
"Good morning!" Tiffany crowed happily.
"Hey. Do you think... would it be alright if I came by for a while?"
Tiffany picked up on her tone and said, "Yeah. You okay?"
"I just can't be at home right now."
"Come over. I'll have breakfast," Tiffany said.
***
Tiffany took in the sight of Kayla's rumpled clothes, tangled hair, flakes of dry sperm in her brown curls, and general state of slutty disarray, and exclaimed, "Shit! You look like hell. What happened?"
Kayla shook her head and said, "Do you mind if I shower first?"
"All yours. I'm making breakfast."
Kayla returned to the kitchen, cleaned, and wearing a v-neck top with the word, "Melons" plastered across the front. On each of her tits was a watermelon graphic. Tiffany let out a belly-aching laugh at the sight of it.
"I'm sorry," she said, wiping at a tear. "It's just so... I can't."
"Har, har," Kayla said dryly.
"Sit down. You want coffee?"
"Yes, please."
Tiffany brought her a cup, then set a plate in front of her and took her own seat.
"So," she said around a mouthful, "What's the deal?"
Kayla sipped at the coffee and held the hot mug in her hands. What was the deal? The Obsequium rush had taken hold and everything felt calm and pleasant. Her pussy was the only thing that wasn't calm. It was hot and it was wet. She could feel it already soaking her small panties, making the thin fabric cling to her lips.
"It's the Professor," Kayla said, drinking more coffee to try to clear her head.
"That weirdo again? What did he do?"
"You remember that I told you about what he was doing to my mom?"
Tiffany nodded and said, "The hypno thing?"
"Yeah. It's even worse."
"Worse?"
"Last night she... she wanted to do things with me," Kayla whispered, casting her eyes about furtively.
Tiffany arched her brows in surprise and excitement.
"It wasn't like that you pervert," Kayla said. "Well, it was like that, but not in a good way. It's like she thinks she's doing something good, but at the same time, she doesn't want to do it. It's so weird."
"Okay," Tiffany said. "Walk me through it."
"When my dad left, that first day I came home with the shirt I borrowed. She was disgusted, but she wouldn't even give me a chance to explain why I was wearing it. She just beat my ass in front of the Professor. She'd never done something like that. Then, every day she just got weirder. She'd accuse me of acting like a slut, get mad about it, and act like it was a disappointment, but at the same time, it was like she was getting off on it. The first weekend I stayed here, when we went to the... party, I came home and my whole room was different. That's when the porno started. She acted like it was completely normal to take all of my clothes, replace them with the sluttiest things available, and hardwire a TV to the wall that plays nothing but porno all day and night."
"Yeah," Tiffany agreed. "That's out there."
"She'd keep getting mad about how I was acting slutty, when she was the one making me dress this way, taking away my underwear, and before I could leave the house she even played with my... my pussy."
"For real? You didn't tell me that!"
Kayla blushed but continued, "It's like she can't decide if she wants me to be a slut or not. Well, she doesn't want me to be, and I don't want to be, but the Professor is making her think that a good mother encourages her children to be that way."
"So, this Miles guy is a total pervo. We already knew that. What else happened last night?"
"First, my mom basically raped me in my bed," Kayla said.
"Holy shit, Kayla! That's----"
"Whatever," Kayla cut her off. "That wasn't the weird part. Okay, that part was fucking weird, but it wasn't the weirdest part."
"Jesus! What's weirder than that?"
Kayla lowered her voice and said, "Miles knew about the training programs."
"The DomCo ones?"
Kayla nodded and said, "He put them in while my mom was... doing things to me. How would he know what they do to me?"
Tiffany sat back, the rest of her food forgotten.
"He has something to do with DomCo?" Tiffany suggested.
Kayla nodded and said, "But he showed up before I ever met you, and before I started working there. I can't put that piece together. What is he doing and why?"
Tiffany thought again as they sipped coffee.
"It seems to me you have two ways to find out. Maybe three," she said.
Kayla cocked her head.
"You can ask your dad if he knows anything about the guy. Maybe your mom said something before they split."
Kayla shook her head and sadly said, "Nothing. He doesn't return my calls or messages. It's like he vanished."
Tiffany reached across the table and held her hand, then suggested, "You can outright ask him what he's doing."
"I doubt he's going to reveal his diabolical plan to me in a shitty monologue, just before he springs some evil trap on me."
Tiffany shrugged and concluded, "Then, you can be the slut they want and get access to the things you need to know."
Kayla squeezed her hand back and said, "Then... I guess I'm a slut."
"Hearing you say that makes my pussy gush," Tiffany said.
"Everything makes your pussy gush."
"That's true," Tiffany agreed. "I guess I'm just a horny little daddy fucker."
Kayla choked on her coffee. Tiffany grinned.
***
Kayla rode in the passenger seat of Tiffany's car, accompanying her friend to her next toy party. So much had changed in only a week. Before that first party, in which she'd willingly become a sex toy for a group of horny, mature women, she'd felt so embarrassed at wearing a skirt and a tight shirt. Her current outfit screamed fuckmeat, and added to that was the slave collar that was pumping up her arousal. Oddly enough, she didn't feel so much embarrassed by the outfit, as she was hot at having to wear it.
The biggest change, however, was the undeniable fact that she was excited at the idea of being used like that again. She had no idea if this party would turn out like the last, of course. It was just the fact that she was daydreaming about it, touching her cunt as they drove, and getting even more aroused at the prospect of being blindfolded and toyed with by a group of strange women.
How much of that was the brainwashing and how much was her own desire? Was she really the slut that DomCo thought all women were? Or was she the slut they were turning her into? Did it really matter?
Tiffany pulled up to the house, another large affair with a stone facade and regal entry. Several expensive cars were parked along the drive.
"This lady came as a referral from V," Tiffany said. "If it's anything like that last group, well, just... you don't have to do anything you don't want to, alright?"
"I might not be able to stop myself."
"Then, I guess, be the slut you need to be," Tiffany said and squeezed her hand.
It was wet from her pussy. The two of them got out and Tiffany popped the trunk. She pulled out her bag and set it aside, and then hefted a small cooler. Kayla looked at the cooler, then at Tiffany.
"Is that?"
Tiffany lifted the lid. Inside were a dozen bottles filled with a red drink.
"New directive from Big Dick," Tiffany said. "It's one of the products I have to offer at every party, now. Free of charge."
"They're really doing it," Kayla whispered.
Tiffany closed the cooler. While she rolled the bag, Kayla pulled the wheeled cooler behind her. She couldn't shake the feeling that she was wheeling in a cooler filled with doom. It made sense, from a pure sales standpoint. What better way to get a group of horny women to purchase sex toys than to make them even hornier? Introducing Obsequium to the upper crust of society practically assured that it would get picked up by the younger crowd that wanted riches and fame themselves, too. It was insidious. And she was complicit. She was helping DomCo turn the women of the world into sluts, fucktoys, bimbos, and breeders.
The two of them were shown into a brightly sunlit lounge, where a gang of women twice their age and older reclined on comfortable couches, jabbering like a group of harpies. It reminded Kayla of the reality TV episodes she and Tiffany had giggled over, just a week ago. As they entered, she caught herself looking at each woman, but not at their faces. She looked at their tits and their legs, and then between their legs. She wondered if they were wet, aroused, and what they tasted like. She blushed at the realization, though the horny flush of her own skin showed no outward change. One of the women in the group was Elena.
"Oh, Tiffany!" Elena exclaimed. "You brought my favorite toy back!"
She scurried over to Kayla, and her eyes widened at the collar on her neck, but she didn't remark on it. Instead, Elena moved behind her and put her arms around Kayla possessively. She rested her chin on her shoulder and inhaled the scent of her hair.
"Ladies," she proclaimed, "This is the one I told you about. This is Kayla."
Kayla felt weak in the knees. Elena had told her friends about the party. She'd mentioned her by name and probably described all the slutty things they'd made her do. She still remembered the woman's voice in her ear as she teased her naked pussy with the ring vibrator.
"We had so much fun, didn't we, Kayla?"
Inwardly, she winced each time she heard her name, expecting a shock that would drop her to her knees in agony. It didn't come. Still, that name belonged to the shy, nervous wreck of a girl that it was time to leave behind. The future was coming. The future was in the cooler, sitting on the floor next to her.
Subservience. Compliance. Reward.
"Cum... Cumhole," she stammered. "My name... is Cumhole."
Every mouth in the room fell silent in astonishment. Even Tiffany was staring, wide-eyed. A moment of utter quiet passed, and then Elena laughed out loud and said, "Holy shit! Barely eighteen years old and kinky as fuck. Look at you, girl!"
Kayla let out a slutty purr as Elena groped one of her tits. Tiffany regained her wits and set her bag on a couch, unzipped it, and said, "Ladies, if you can pull yourselves away from my well-trained slut for just a moment, we have some gifts for you."
Elena, reluctantly, released her grip and allowed Kayla to open her cooler. She removed two of the red bottles, handed one to Elena, then uncapped her own and took a long swallow. She already knew, from the previous evening, that adding liquid Obsequium to the potent mixture the collar had been pumping into her all morning was just fuel for the fire between her legs, but this was no time for half-measures. Elena looked at the bottle curiously, uncapped it, and took a tentative sip.
She hummed happily and took a longer one.
"That's incredible," she said and looked at the bottle again. "What is it?"
Tiffany began tossing out the little ring vibrators to the women, while explaining, "Obsequium is the latest from our sister company, Luscious Libations. Alcohol-free amorality in a delightfully decadent drink, unlike any prior passionate potable you've ever imbibed."
"That was quite the alluring alliteration," said a leggy blonde as she eye-fucked Tiffany. "You've got quite the tantalizing and talented tongue, don't you?"
"Tried and tested to tease, please, and make you weak in the knees," Tiffany shot back.
Kayla handed a bottle to the blonde, who shifted her attention to the sight of the melons over her melons.
"So, you're saying that it makes you horny?" Elena asked and took another sip.
"A few of these," Kayla said, "and you'll feel like the kind of slut every man wishes you were."
Every woman in the room began to chug the bottles. Tiffany set out more toys on the couch. Kayla joined her.
"Do it... like last time," she said.
Tiffany grinned and said, "Lay on that table."
Kayla lay across the large coffee table, her whole body tingling with the Obsequium and slutty arousal. Tiffany took up a wicked-looking vibrator with small bumps on the head. The thing had a clit stimulator, like the rabbit she enjoyed so much, and its curved length started thin and became wider at the top. In her other hand, she held two small, clear cups. The sight of the half-dressed slut laying across the table had the women sitting up and attentive.
"Ladies," Tiffany said, "I'd like a volunteer."
All of the hands shot up and giggles spread across the room. Tiffany gestured to Elena, hoping that would make Kayla more comfortable to start with. The woman rounded the table, looking Kayla's body over like it was her next meal. Tiffany handed her the two plastic cups.
"Once I get my slut humping the table," Tiffany explained, "I'd like you to show us her gorgeous tits and put these on them. For now, why don't you give our Cumhole a little kiss to get her going?"
"My pleasure!" Elena exclaimed and knelt next to Kayla.
She stroked a stray brown lock out of her face and Kayla made a little whine as Elena kissed her. Tiffany flicked on the vibrator.
"This little beauty," she explained, "is the latest in the Rotating Rabbit line."
She showed it around and flicked it on. The vibrator emitted a low hum.
"Now, I'm sure our little Cumhole is already wet and ready for it," she looked down at Kayla's squirming body as she made out with Elena, "but it would help to be sure. Would anyone like to check her?"
The leggy blonde was up in a shot and pushing Kayla's legs apart. Kayla trembled as the woman ran her finger lightly through her pussy, then held it up to show the others the visible sign of her arousal.
"Best to be sure," the blonde said and bent down to run her tongue through Kayla's gash.
Kayla moaned into Elena's mouth.
"Yes," the blonde confirmed. "She seems quite ready."
Tiffany wielded the toy and said, "This model is fully heated and has a few special additions."
She clicked a button on the bottom and the head of the toy began to rotate. She clicked it twice more to show the speed settings, and a third to stop the rotation.
"Each button has a distinctive feel, to make it easier to use when it's pussy-deep in your pleasure pocket. Vibration, rotation, and----my personal favorite----The Shocker."



Tiffany put the head of the toy against Kayla's pussy and coated it in her slut honey. Kayla moaned again and began to squirm. Tiffany pushed the head inside and the squirming became more intense. Kayla began to make incoherent squeaks of pleasure into Elena's mouth and the woman groped one of her tits. The toy sank deeper until the clit stimulator touched her button.
"Now, just watch the reaction our slut has to the rotation," Tiffany said and demonstrated the lowest setting.
Kayla broke the kiss and sucked in an audible breath.
"Oh, shit!" she whispered and looked between her legs.
The women all laughed and a few clapped their hands in delight.
"Feels nice, huh?" Tiffany asked.
"Oh, shit!" Kayla said again.
"Now, Elena, would you please expose our Cumhole's tits and put those little cups on them?" Tiffany suggested.
Elena pushed up Kayla's top and exposed her boobs. She took one of the cups and put it on her left nipple, then added the second.
"You'll find a little switch on the top," Tiffany said.
Elena found the switch on the first, then the second. When the switch tripped, the small cups made a slight hissing sound and anchored themselves to Kayla's tits.
"What are---- Oh! Oh, my God!" Kayla exclaimed.
"Not just your average suction cup," Tiffany said and pushed the toy deeper into Kayla's cunt. "Those little things are aptly named Titty-Suckers. With an easily replaceable battery, they attach to the nipple with a firm seal. What our Cumhole is feeling right now, however, is the soft pads inside. They give a nearly identical sensation to a nice, sexy nipple sucking. Any self-pleasuring slut can't be without a couple of these. Cumhole seems to be enjoying the two of these together."
Kayla shook and grasped for Elena, who happily began to kiss her again. Tiffany kicked the vibration and the rotation settings up higher and Kayla began to hump the table.
"Now, let's give our slut just a moment to get worked up," Tiffany said and returned to her bag.
She came back with two small plastic pieces, in a half-moon shape.
"Everyone has a different spot," Tiffany said. "That's why we try to think of them all and create unique devices to stimulate those areas. Myself, I just love a soft touch or kiss behind the ear. Anyone else?"
A few nods came from the visibly flushed women, who looked between Tiffany and the moaning, writhing slut on the table, kissing one woman while another worked the toy in her cunt.
"If I can pull Elena away from our slut for just a moment," Tiffany said, and Elena reluctantly broke the kiss, "I'll just clip these on... here."
She fitted the plastic half-moons to the edge of Kayla's ears and clicked a small button. There was no audible sound, but Cumhole breathed a sigh of pleasure.
"The little vibrations these produce are designed to stimulate the small hairs on and in the ear," Tiffany explained. "I can tell you, from personal experience, that it's like getting a lobe massage from a skilled professional. What do you think, Cumhole?"
"Fuck..."
"Now, let's see just how much our little pleasure slut likes her job," Tiffany said and returned to the bag.
She turned back around with a small pad and tore off a strip of clear plastic film. She slapped the pad on Kayla's mons.
"Let's just give that a minute," Tiffany said, grinning.
She returned to the bag, then came back with two black half-moon-shaped things, with small ridges on the inside. These, she fitted around the base of each of Kayla's breasts and flicked them on.
Kayla made a choking noise and her body quivered even more. She began to kiss Elena again.
"These are called Helping Hands," Tiffany explained. "Right now, they're giving our slut's tits a good grope. Combined with the Titty-Suckers, I'm sure our Cumhole is getting quite the pleasurable workout on her udders."
She returned to the bag again.
"Our slut seems to be lost in a bit of a sexy wonderland," Tiffany observed. "But I think she might want a little more. Clearly, she's a bit of a pleasure whore to have taken all of this on without cumming, so let's see if we can't get her there."
She produced a pink butt plug and showed it around to titters and giggles, then asked, "Would a couple of you care to hold our sluts legs back, so I can get this in?"
Two eager volunteers descended on the jerking slut on the table and held back her shaking legs. Tiffany clicked the base of the plug and a spurt of clear goo spilled from the tip.
"This little baby is self-lubricating," Tiffany explained. "Every few seconds, while active, it will pump a bit of your favorite anal lube in, just to keep things nice and gooey. If you're planning on giving it up, spend a little time with this first and you'll be primed and ready for some backdoor action."
While the blonde held the rabbit in Kayla's cunt, Tiffany knelt between her legs and worked the head of the plug into her ass. The copious amounts of pussy cream flowing from her highly aroused slut box, combined with the plugs lubricant, made the job a fairly easy one. Kayla shook and twisted as the women held her, moaning into Elena's mouth. Once Tiffany had her plugged, the women let her feet down.
"Oh my, God... Oh my, God... Oh my, God!" Kayla muttered.
Her hand went to the little pad adhered to her pussy mound and she rubbed it.
Tiffany slapped her hand away and chided her, "Now, now, greedy slut. Don't go rubbing that hot little cunt yourself. That's what friends are for." Then, to her rapt audience, she said, "They take a minute to get going, but the Pussy Pads work up a nice bit of extra heat in the soft tissues. Our Cumhole is starting to feel them now."
Elena now cradled Kayla's head as she was no longer coherent enough to kiss. She squirmed with the overload of pleasure and gave the occasional jerk.
"Now, if you'll please give the rabbit another click," Tiffany said, "I think we can give our slut what she needs. There's a little button with three dots. Just one click should do it."
The blonde gave the button a click. Inside Kayla's cunt, the rotating toy delivered a very low-level pulse of carefully calculated electric stimulation.
"Fuck!" Kayla screamed and her mind melted with the impact of her orgasm.
For nearly two minutes, her back arched off the table from the pleasure overload, all of Tiffany's toys hitting her every nerve with sensation. Her ears, her nipples, her breasts, her mound, her ass, clit, and in every part of her pussy, the pleasure rocked her like nothing she'd ever felt. Combined with the Obsequium haze, Kayla's entire reality became one of blinding pleasure so intense that she began to cry. The women stood back, gaping as the slut on the table twitched and twisted.
When she finally began to settle, panting and still shaking from the continued pleasurable sensations, Tiffany began to remove the various toys, starting from the top down. When she extracted the butt plug and vibrator, the coffee table was coated in a shiny, large puddle of girl cum and Kayla still quivered and twitched. When she peeled off the Pussy Pad, Kayla groaned and made little clawing motions with her hands. It took her five more minutes of laying in the pussy puddle before she could open her eyes.
***
Tiffany lifted the empty cooler into her trunk, followed it with the bag, and joined an exhausted Kayla in the car. Kayla was covered in a sheen of sweat and smelled of excited pussy. She had five new reviews, all of them from women.
"Holy shit, Kayla," Tiffany exclaimed. "That was unreal! I mean, you really took to this whole filling the slut role thing, didn't you?"
Kayla blushed and said, "I... I guess so. I didn't know I was going to do that. It's just... when I started thinking about them drinking the Obsequium and playing with me, it was like something was telling me it was the right thing to do. I think it's the training recordings. They're doing weird things to my head."
"What kind of things?" Tiffany asked as she drove from the house.
Kayla shook her foggy head and said, "I don't know. Like, I want to obey them. It makes me feel good and I want more. More of this."
She touched the collar.
"Kayla," Tiffany said.
Kayla gave her a glare. Tiffany took her hand.
"I'm sorry," she said. "I can't get used to it. Would it be okay if, you know, if I remember who you were?"
Kayla might have teared up at the gesture, but the collar made it difficult to think about anything that didn't feel good.
"If you want to," she said. "There will probably come a time that I forget, so, it will be nice to have someone who remembers."
Tiffany drove as Kayla stared out the window, wondering what awaited her on her next day as a slave to DomCo.
***
Continued in Chapter Five: Media & Marketing
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Part One of Fourteen
Sasha isn't your average girl. She's a girl with a dark obsession. She wants--needs to be owned by her older brother. The obsession dominates her thoughts, in the way that she longs for Mark to dominate her.
Sasha's mind is filled with fantasies, depraved imaginings of all the awful, wonderful things she wants her brother to do to her. When she comes across a website that promises to make her irresistible to any man, she can't help but take the bait. But how will she be changed, and who will she be by the end of it?
This story is a complete rewrite of the classic Sasha's Obsession, which was published in 2021. It's not just a revision, but a fresh take on the story from start to finish. At double the length of the original, this is the version of the story that Sasha deserves. Bigger, dirtier, and darker than what came before, it's the definitive version of this tale of sibling obsession. This entire book covers 15 chapters and 43K words.
If you're looking for a warm tale of family love, you won't find it here. Sasha is a dirty little pervert, and her brother isn't much better. If you're a reader of my other work, you'll know how these tales unfold. If you're looking for dark and dirty, come on in. Enjoy.
***
Kinks Served: Dirty Talk, Personality Modification, Domination, Incest, Bro/Sis, Group Sex, Humiliation, mild hypnokink, CNC
Chapter One: Sasha's Obsession
The sound of the headboard beat a rhythmic tap against the wall of Sasha's bedroom. As she did every night, she closed her eyes and fucked her cunt. Sometimes it was her fingers, while others it was with her toys. The things in her head were not just filthy. They were depraved, immoral, and wrong.
Thump... thump... thump...
Megan's fucking moan came through the wall, muted, but just loud enough for Sasha to hear. The moan became part of the fantasy, and in the fantasy, the sound came from her own mouth. It wasn't Megan taking Mark's cock. It was her. It should be her. It needed to be her. That fucking bitch. Cunt.
If someone could see into her fantasy, even for a second, they'd know the soul-consuming darkness within. They'd see her brother, holding back her legs and pushing his cock into her. Deep. So fucking deep. Hitting all those spots that the toy was hitting now. But the toy wasn't enough. It couldn't be enough. It wasn't Mark.
Thump... thump... thump...
"You like fucking that big dick, don't you, baby?" Mark's voice said through the wall.
"Yes..." Sasha whispered.
"Mm-hm," Megan agreed.
Sasha pushed the toy into her cunt, and the approaching orgasm brought on the chaos. Her familiar self-disgust quickly overshadowed the warm emotions. She sniffled and gasped, tears breaking through her tightly shut eyelids as the self-loathing knotted her gut. She yanked hard on one of her nipples.
"Fucking slut," she hissed. "Fucking filthy little slut!"
She didn't deserve the pleasure. The orgasm faded as she slid the toy from her cunt and slapped it with her hand, adding a wet smack to the sounds of the headboard's rhythm.
Thump... thump... thump...
On the other side of the wall, Megan got the orgasm. Mark's stupid, dark-haired girlfriend with her perfect fucking tan. Bitch. Cunt. But not a dirty, brother-lusting slut. Not like Sasha.
She pushed the toy back into her cunt. She might not deserve to cum, but she couldn't let the fantasy go. Not yet. Not when Mark was still fucking the wrong girl.
"Your pussy's so good," Mark said.
"It's your pussy," Sasha whispered and pushed her toy further. She pinched her clit to stave off the pleasure. "It's your fucking pussy, Mark!"
Through the thin wall, the voices became hushed, unintelligible, but Sasha could still hear the faint whispers. And the rhythm as Mark gave the bitch his cock.
Thump... thump... thump...
Sasha pictured her brother holding the girl, his body on top of her and her legs around him. They were close, wrapped in their little pleasure cocoon, his arm around her neck as he pressed her body to his. He was driving his cock into her with slow, measured thrusts, making her feel every inch of it. Megan shuddered and gasped out her pleasure in his ear, hot, rapid breaths as that pleasure worked its way through her core.
The tears rolled, hot and wet, down Sasha's cheeks. Hot and wet, like her pussy. Mark's pussy. The pussy that he should be deep inside right now. Not her.
Bitch. Cunt.
She squeezed one of her tits hard, and her body spasmed.
It was too close to stop now. Even the painful squeeze and the hard tug on her nipple couldn't stop it. They only made it better, somehow. It was something Sasha didn't understand, like so much about her fantasy.
Megan squeaked, trying to keep the sound of her pleasure low, but it wasn't enough. Sasha could hear it. It echoed in her head like the girl was in the bed next to her, taking that perfect cock, fucking the man that should be in Sasha's bed. The man that belonged in her bed.
Then Megan's pleasure peaked, and she squealed. Sasha choked on a sob as she came with her, and the intensity of her pleasure set off fireworks in her head when the sound of Mark's orgasm came seconds later.
"...Cumming," he said.
"Cum in me!" Sasha whispered. "Cum in me, Mark!"
Her orgasm, held off for so long, was leg-quaking and perfect. But with it were the tears that always came with the pleasure.
Sick. Sick little slut.
Sasha pulled the wet toy from her pussy and yanked the sheet over her naked body. The headboard was silent now, as were the sounds from the other side of the wall. If listening to Mark fucking his girlfriend was bad, the fantasy in Sasha's head now was even worse.
Mark was holding the girl in his arms, their naked bodies pressed together, sharing in the afterglow of that hot, sensual fuck. His arms were around her, his hand probably palming one of her insignificant little excuses for tits. But he was holding her, his fast-beating heart thumping against her skin, and his satisfied breath on her neck.
Megan's pussy had given him that feeling, provided release, contentment, and relaxation. Her body had been his, and Mark was now holding her to him and radiating his satisfaction at her performance. Her service. Her dedication.
It should have been Sasha. It was right, and it was wrong. It was so confusing. The pleasure and the tears, the knowledge of her own perversion, and never being able to understand why, were like a constant weight.
If Mark would just fuck her, take her, own her, the questions would go away. She'd have purpose. She'd have him. Like Megan had him right now.
Bitch. Cunt. Sick, twisted, perverted slut.
***
Chapter Two: Rape Tape
Thirty-five more dollars. That was all Sasha needed for the tape. It wasn't an actual tape. It was a series of recordings, custom-made, and it had been a summer-long obsession that accompanied her other obsession. Mark.
When she'd seen the website on a Reddit post in one of her many incest-related subs, she'd clicked the link. How could she not click the link? In fact, the image that accompanied the link had its own sort of hypnotic pull for a girl with her sort of sickness.
"An empty head and a wet cunt. That's what you want to be. A living, perfect sex doll, irresistible to any man. Become his perfect slave, his pet, his hot, wet dream."
The image with the text was a blonde girl with cute curls. Her deep blue eyes, sparkling but vacant, were so much like Sasha's own that they could have been hers. They could be hers. She could be irresistible to any man, but to one man in particular. A living perfect sex doll. Mark's perfect slave, his pet, his hot, wet dream.
And so Sasha clicked the link. The page was mostly black, with a menu bar in red across the top. In the corner was a small blue logo that read, "DomCo," and only two options were available on the menu. Order now. Exit. The URL read, "rapetape.com."
Below the menu was a large image of the same blonde girl. Her mouth was open and streaks of semen were plastered across her happy face. Her blue eyes were vivid and shining, but there was little in them of actual life. Around her neck was a slim black collar, and a text box hovered over the image.
"Name," prompted the box. Sasha, Sasha typed. The box vanished and the little nametag on the collar now read, "Sasha."
Sasha rubbed her cunt through her panties as she looked at the tag with her name on it, and the happy, stupid sex doll. Would the tape really make her irresistible to Mark? If there was even a chance, she needed to know. She clicked the menu to Order Now.
$1,000. It was out of reach. But she had to know. Over the next two months, Sasha did every chore she could think of. She weeded her mother's garden and mowed the lawn. Dishes, laundry, cleaning, errands, and babysitting. Saving for a car was her cover story.
During those months, she found stories about the tapes online. They appeared in Reddit posts and hypno-kink communities. Though a hypnosis kink wasn't something that Sasha had before finding the website, the idea took hold over those weeks as she saved money.
With the posts were sometimes pictures or short videos. More often, they were simply success stories.
"Daddy finally fucked me."
"I love the new me."
"I am an empty head and a wet cunt."
And then came the video that cemented Sasha's need to have the tapes.
It came from a message board Sasha frequented to fuel her incest fantasies. While most of the posts were probably bullshit, some of them were certainly real. This one seemed real.
"Two months in from using Rape Tape," read the title.
Sasha clicked the link with a trembling hand and rubbed her cunt. The video was short, but it made Sasha cum. The camera focused on a slim girl with big tits and dark hair. She wore a little collar, just like in the photo on the website. Mallory, the tag said.
"Mallory," said a man's voice behind the camera. "What is your mouth for?"
"My mouth is a wet hole for my brother to fuck," the girl said.
"What's your purpose?
"My purpose is to drain your balls with my throat," Mallory said.
"What are you?"
"A dumb slut with too much cock on the brain," Mallory said.
The man behind the camera pushed his dick into the girl's mouth. She had a noticeable orgasm as she sucked on it. Sasha came right along with her.
Now, the tape was only thirty-five dollars away. She could practically taste Mark's cock in her mouth. As she rubbed her cunt and looked at the screen with the happy blonde girl and her "Sasha" nametag, she imagined how it would feel.
No more self-loathing or doubt. She could just forget all the confusion. No more tears as she rubbed her cunt to the sound of Mark and Megan fucking one room away. Just an empty head and a wet cunt. Mark's wet cunt.
Thinking about it, though, came with a dose of reality. Even having the tape wasn't enough. Not with Megan in the picture. Sasha still needed to convince Mark to use the tape and to use it with her. And how that was going to happen, she still had no idea. The first hurdle, though, was thirty-five dollars.
***
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--World Class Blowjob--
A week before Christmas, the words out of Kenna's mouth were not the words a divorced father expects to hear.
"Dad? Can I give you a blowjob?"
Art wasn't sure he'd heard the words correctly. It wasn't that Art was hard of hearing. It was simply the words were so unexpected that he questioned his hearing, his state of mind, and his daughter's ability to correctly voice her thoughts.
"What?"
"Can I give you a blowjob?" Kenna asked again
Art's face screwed up into a mask of concern and incredulity.
"You certainly cannot," he said. "Why would you ask me that, Kenna?"
It was obvious to Art, by Kenna's reaction, that this was not the response she'd expected. She looked as if she'd been slapped. Her pretty blue eyes filled with tears, which she quickly hid, placing her hands over her face and looking down. Her long blonde hair fell over her eyes, further masking her reaction. Then she ran away.
Art sat back and let out a long sigh. Had he overreacted? He didn't believe so. What sort of reaction had Kenna expected with a question like that? It was wholly inappropriate.
Kenna, however, was not exactly the brightest girl. Art did not want to think of his daughter as stupid, ditzy, or lacking in common sense. He had, at times, thought of the term "bimbo," which immediately made him feel guilty.
Kenna did, in many ways, fit this classic stereotype. She was a middling student, having barely graduated high school. Kenna's tits were very large, having taken after her busty mother. Her hair was blonde, eyes blue, and she sported long, fake nails which were more important to her than studying had been.
Kenna did not digest intellectual material or media. She preferred dimwitted, big-breasted celebrity catfights to documentaries. She bobbed her pretty head to the annoying and trashy lyrics of singers with names like Bratty Brit, Kelsey Cans, or Wet Wendy. Given the choice between a book and a screen, Kenna would gravitate toward her phone.
It was because of these things that Art had a familiar sense of guilt because of his understandable reaction. Perhaps Kenna simply hadn't understood the import of her words. He concluded, then, that he should go and talk to her.
He found Kenna in her room, on her bed, with her plump, round, unfortunately-amazing ass pointed toward the door. Clothed in only a layer of thin cloth, Art was confronted with his daughter's bubble butt, as well as the sight of puffy eighteen-year-old pussy between her parted legs. He knocked lightly on the door but Kenna continued to quietly sob into her pillow.
Art took a seat on the edge of the bed and debated where to place a comforting hand. He chose to rest it on her shoulder, squeezing it gently as he said, "Honey, don't be upset. Let's talk."
Kenna shook her head.
"I just want to understand why you thought it was appropriate to ask me something like that. I'm not mad."
Kenna sniffled, peeked out from her hair curtain, and said, "I want a car."
"A car? Kenna, we already talked about that. You have to save money to buy a car."
Kenna turned on her side, which presented Art with her incredible, far-too-large breasts. It wasn't right that Kenna's breasts were as large and perfect as they were. It wasn't right that she should choose to wear crop tops or tube tops, displaying her cleavage.
"But that means I have to work," Kenna whined. "I have to go to Taco Hut or Burger Bill's, and I don't want to make tacos and burgers! I can't! What would it do to my nails?"
Art shook his head. "Honey, everyone has to work."
"Mom doesn't," Kenna reminded him.
"Most everyone," Art corrected. "Jerry's rich, so your mom doesn't have to work. I'm not rich. Sorry."
"That's okay, Daddy," Kenna said.
"So, you thought that by... making the suggestion you did, that I'd buy you a car?"
"Well, Jerry said he got Mom a new car for Christmas because she gives a world-class blowjob."
"Jerry said this to you?" Art asked as he grew angry.
"No! Not to me. He said it to Travis and I just heard it."
Art's anger cooled. Why his ex-wife's new husband was discussing his new wife's dick-sucking skills with his son (while odd) was not Art's business. It was, however, disconcerting to have them discuss it in Kenna's earshot.
"And then I asked Mom about it," Kenna continued. "She said that a girl can get anything she really wants if she knows how to blow the right man."
"Your mother actually said this to you?"
Kenna nodded. "So, I thought that I could learn how to give you a blowjob and you could get me a car. Then I wouldn't have to go to Taco Hut."
Art nearly laughed out loud but he did not. It was, unfortunately, an actual thought in his daughter's head. It sounded reasonable.
"Kenna, that's not the way you get ahead in life."
"Well, Mom used to give you blowjobs, right? And you bought her a car. She didn't have to work."
Art resisted the urge to slap himself repeatedly in the face.
"Kenna, your mom and I were married. When you're married, it's an appropriate thing to do. Married people have sex and do all kinds of other things. Do I have to explain to you why it wasn't appropriate to ask me what you did?"
Art realized, from the puzzled expression on Kenna's face, that he did in fact need to explain it.
"Honey, you don't do things like that for your father. You don't do them for your brother, or step-brother--in fact, you should never do that for anyone."
"But I want a car," Kenna whined.
Art shook his head. "Kenna, if you want a car, you need to learn the value of work and get one for yourself. That's how you get by in life. You depend on your skills and not on someone else."
He stood up, took a step toward the door, and halted as Kenna said, "I guess I could ask Jerry."
Art whirled. "You will not ask Jerry."
Kenna's genuine look of confusion was both heartbreaking and maddening.
"Well, if he got Mom a car, he might get me one," Kenna said. "Why can't I ask?"
"You can't. That's all there is to it. You will not do any such thing. Do you hear me?"
Kenna rolled her eyes and said, "Fine."
Art started toward the door once more, pleased that he'd put a stop to this nonsense.
"Daddy?"
Art resisted the urge to bang his head against the doorframe.
"Yes, Honey?"
"What if my skills were like being really good at blowjobs?"
Art was silent for a long moment. He considered himself a good father. His ex-wife wasn't happy with his modest income and it hadn't worked out. He hadn't been a bad man. He'd never cursed, yelled, or beaten a woman. Why then, had The Lord seen fit to give him a daughter with the intellect and body of a sex doll? What sin had he committed?
"Kenna," he said, turning back. "Blowjobs are not a skill. Well, they're not a life skill. Well, they are but-- You are not going to be really good at blowjobs!"
Kenna seemed to consider this, but then she said, "I could just be good enough to get a car first, and then get better until I could get other stuff!"
"Oh, my God," Art muttered. "We're done with this talk. No blowjobs for you. Ever. Alright?"
Kenna looked defiant as she said, "You can't tell me what to do. You're not my real dad!"
"Kenna, I am your real dad. Jerry is not your real dad. I can tell you what to do as long as you live in my house."
Art was halfway through the door before Kenna said, "How many blowjobs would I have to do to have my own house?"
Art resisted the urge to run his head through the wall. He was not a pervert. He was not a degenerate. He was, however, a realist.
He also understood that Kenna was stubborn. She'd been faced with a fact. Her mother got things she wanted by being good at sex. Therefore, if she were good at sex, she could have things she wanted, and she would not have to work for them. Kenna watched other women get things they wanted by being good at sex. There was nothing Art could do to dispel this notion, and he had to face reality.
The reality was that Kenna was going to start sucking dicks. She was going to suck the dicks of men who were interested in her for her ridiculous endowments, rather than her personality. True, her personality was not exactly covetous, but she was his daughter. That meant he had something of a duty to protect her from actual predators.
"Alright," he finally said.
"Alright?"
"Alright," Art repeated. "If you can give a world-class blowjob, you can have whatever car you want."
"Really?" Kenna squealed.
"Really. But you don't get houses with blowjobs. Even a world-class blowjob doesn't get you a house."
"It doesn't?"
Art shook his head. "Being a world-class sex doll gets houses. World-class blowjobs get cars. But it's not a one-and-done deal. It's like... like a contract. Like payments or a subscription."
"Okay?"
"As long as you deliver world-class blowjobs during the length of the loan, you keep the car."
"How long is that?"
"Usually about five years. Longer if it's a more expensive car."
Kenna considered this only for a moment. "Okay! Like how many blowjobs is that?"
"A lot. Like... a lot. Pretty much whenever Daddy's dick is hard, you give it a world-class blowjob."
"Okay," Kenna agreed. "What if I want a house?"
"World-class sex doll," Art said. "One step at a time. Can you give a world-class blowjob? You can't even start thinking about being a world-class sex doll until you can give a world-class blowjob. That's the foundation of being a sex doll."
"I think so. It doesn't seem hard," Kenna said.
"Alright. We'll have to see. I'll teach you but you're not always going to like it."
"How come?"
"Giving a blowjob is easy. Giving a world-class blowjob is a whole other thing. You think your mom drives a Bentley because she gets by on giving a plain old blowjob? No. Jerry did use the term 'world-class' blowjob, right?"
"Yeah?"
"Okay. World-class blowjobs mean you've mastered the art of sucking dick in every conceivable scenario."
"How many is that?" Kenna asked.
"I won't lie, honey. It's a lot. You've got your kneeling, slow, wet, sloppy blowjob. Face-fucking, throat jobs, throat fucking, 69, tits-up and head off the bed, the TV time slow suck, the cock sleeve, Daddy's good girl, Daddy's bad girl. There's the What's Mine is Yours (that's for friends), the classic mouth fuck. You've got your Nose to the Grindstone, Nose to the Grindstone with tongue on the balls, the Gloryhole. Oh! The finger up the butt suck-off--male and female--and then ass-to-mouth. That's a little advanced and kind of falls into the sex doll category, but it's a necessary part of the toolbox."
"That many?" Kenna asked.
"Oh, that's not even close," Art continued. "The usual, the Stand and Blow, The Twisted Usual, the Sit and Blow, the Plumber. Oh, hell, almost forgot road head. The inverted 69, Sideways 69, Game's on, the Sword Swallower, the North Pole, Oral Therapy, Southern Exposure, The Jack Hammer. Tea bag--that's a good one. Of course, then you have to know when to spit, swallow, or take it on the face, the tits, the tummy. When should you gag, choke, or inhale the dick? Hell, you also need to be able to do each one when you're tied up."
"That's so much," Kenna said, as the gravity of her request sunk in. "Tied up?"
"Honey, a world-class blowjob is something that normally takes years of training. A world-class blowjob girl, like your mom, is a dedicated cocksucking slut through and through. They don't just 'give a blowjob'. They live for it. They wake up with dick on the brain and they go to bed with dick in their mouth. That's the kind of dedication it takes to get through life on your suck skills. Can you handle that? Are you going to cry when he calls you names, slaps your face, or makes your eyes water when he's cutting off your air supply to get his nut?"
Kenna had not seemed to consider this, however, she was not yet deterred. "Why would he--you--call me names?"
"Because it's sexy," Art explained. "I know it sounds like a lot of work, and it is. They don't call it a blowjob for nothing. Nothing in life comes free. Everyone has to work. Some jobs are just different from others."
"Like what kind of names?"
"Well, slut for starters. That's kind of the go-to. Whore, bimbo, cocksucker, dicksucker, cum dumpster, cum junkie, cum hole, cum rag, cock gobbler, cum slut, cock slut. Sometimes you mix it up with modifiers like stupid, dumb, silly, hot, those kinds of things."
"I... I guess so," Kenna said.
"Alright. Let's get started."
"Now?"
"You're the one who wants a car, right?"
"Okay. Yeah. What do I do?"
"Well, first, you need to understand presentation. Does your man like you to wear something sexy or does he want you naked?"
"I... I don't know."
"Of course, you don't, slut," Art said. "It's your job to ask first. Over time, you'll start to pick up these things. For now, you just ask."
"How... how do you want to do it?"
Art shook his head. "Not like that. A world-class blowjob girl knows how to talk dirty, too. You ask it in a sexy way, in a way that makes the dick hard."
"But I don't know how," Kenna whined.
"That's why you're learning, cocksucker. Ask me like this."
Art took her hand and placed it on his cock.
"Now you run your hand over it a bit and you look up at me. Eye contact is important. It's one of the most important things. Good eye contact will get you far. Now, a world-class blowjob girl is desperate for the cock. It's her livelihood. She only cares about getting that dick as often as possible and making it feel and look good for her man. Chin up. Good girl. Now you say, 'Daddy, can I please suck your cock?'"
Kenna ran her hand over his bulge as she looked up into his eyes and asked, "Daddy? Can I please suck your cock? I really want it."
Art put his hand on her head and said, "That's good, slut. The little begging at the end was a nice touch. Yes, you can suck Daddy's cock."
"Do you... do you want me to take off my clothes?"
Art reached down and pulled up her shirt, saying, "Daddy wants to see your big tits while you suck his cock."
Kenna blushed as her father pulled up her top, revealing her huge, braless melons. He put his hand on one and squeezed it as Kenna continued rubbing his cock.
"Pull it out, dicksucker," he said. "Pull out Daddy's cock."
Kenna's trembling hands unzipped his pants and worked clumsily at his belt until she got it unfastened. She began to tug them down until Art said, "Stop."
Kenna looked up. "Eye contact," he said, pointing to his eyes. "And you don't tug the pants down. You work them off, slowly, like you're revealing the prize. The dick is what you want. You're a blowjob slut who wants to savor the candy. The dick is the candy. You unwrap it and admire its sweetness before you put it in your mouth."
Kenna nodded, keeping her eyes trained on his, and resumed lowering his pants a bit more slowly. They slid down his legs, leaving Art in his boxer briefs, with a hard-on pressing against the tight fabric.
"Oh," Kenna said. "It's... it's big."
"Every dick is big, honey. That's what a blowjob slut says, anyway. It doesn't matter if it's actually big. Guys want to hear their dick is the biggest, fattest, longest, and most delicious dick you've ever sucked. Now, you don't just go for it. You press your lips against it and tease it. Sometimes, Daddy will pull it out himself and push it in your mouth. Other times, he wants you to do it. Right now, it's important that you do it. This is what you wanted, right?"
"Yeah," Kenna said as she pressed her lips against his cock and kissed it, staring up at him.
Her hot breath against his cock made it jump and Kenna flinched back. Art's hand latched onto the back of her head and pushed it to his crotch again.
"You don't flinch," he said. "You're a blowjob slut. You don't fear the dick. The dick fears you."
"The dick fears me," Kenna mumbled as her father mashed her lips against his hard-on.
"Right. Now you pull them down and lick your lips."
Kenna pulled his briefs down, licking her glossy lips as his prick sprang out in her face. It slapped her in the eye but she didn't flinch. She groaned.
"Good girl," Art said. "Now, show Daddy what you've got."
Kenna swallowed and opened her mouth, putting her lips over his cockhead. She stared down the length of his shaft and bobbed her head slowly, taking it past his crown. Art gave her cheek a quick slap and pointed at his eyes. Kenna blushed, looked up, and tried again.
This time, she took his first few inches before she began sliding her lips up and down his cock. Art put his hand on her head and guided her down, pushing more of his meat into her mouth until her eyes began to narrow with the effort.
"Well, honey," he said as he let her up. "You're a third-rate cocksucker at best."
Kenna pulled her mouth off his cock, her eyes misting up.
"Hey, don't cry, honey," he said. "No one expects you to start throating cock on your first try. It's a process."
Kenna nodded and wiped at her eyes. "Now open that pretty mouth and start acting like a good suck slut, alright?"
"Yes, Daddy," Kenna said and opened her mouth, sealing her lips around his shaft again.
Art guided her movements up and down his cock, interjecting with helpful tips as she worked.
"Swirl your tongue around it... Now twist your head as you go down. Good... Eyes up, cocksucker... Now just suck on the head a bit..."
To her credit, Art did not have to instruct her in one area. Kenna made soft, sexy, mewling, whimpering, and moaning sounds as she sucked. The sounds were real enjoyment, as evidenced by the fact that one of her hands rubbed her cunt every now and again.
While Kenna was not a very good blowjob girl, there was a perverse novelty and excitement in having his sex doll of a daughter eager to suck his cock. Art had also not had a blowjob in over a year. Therefore, it wasn't long before his prick twitched with the need to ejaculate.
"Daddy's going to cum on your face, cocksucker. Don't flinch."
"Mm, hm," Kenna mumbled around his cock.
Art pulled her head back and groaned as he fired a fat rope of cum across her pretty face. Kenna did not flinch. She did moan, which only made the second blast across her lips more enjoyable for Art. She rubbed her cunt furiously as he delivered a third shot across her face, and a weaker fourth right into her open mouth.
"Now you lick it off your lips," he instructed as he released her hair. "Use your finger to scoop it up and push it into you mouth."
Kenna did as instructed, licking his semen from her lips and pushing a rope from her chin into her mouth.
"And leave the rest on your face," he said. "You'll wear that jizz like a badge of honor. A world-class cocksucker takes pride in her work, and she likes to show off her success."
"O... okay," Kenna said.
Art patted her head and said, "You got the job done. I'll give you that, cock slut."
Kenna beamed.
"It was pretty piss poor, but don't feel bad. We'll get you there."
Kenna deflated and hung her head.
"Hey, chin up, slut," Art said, lifting her chin. "You have the makings of a world-class blowjob girl. You really do. It just takes practice."
Kenna nodded.
"Let's go down and watch a movie. Daddy will put his dick back in your mouth and let you suck it until it's hard again, alright?"
"Really?"
"Of course, cock whore. We'll get there together. Leave your top off. Daddy will need to squeeze your tits a lot."
***
With a nice glaze of drying jizz on her face, Art settled his daughter in on the couch and fed his happy prick back into her mouth. While it hadn't been an easy choice, it was the right one. He couldn't have the girl asking that asshole Jerry for dick-sucking lessons. Jerry already had his ex-wife. There was no reason to cede another bombshell.



Art considered the TV. There was evening football, which had an appeal. Kenna could learn about giving head while the game was on. Given that she had so much to learn, though, Art settled on a different tack.
He engaged the browser and clicked over to a dirty blowjob site to further Kenna's education.
"How often do you watch porno?" he asked as he cradled her head and slowly pumped his dick into her mouth.
"Ma muk," Kenna mumbled.
"Well, it's a steady diet of blowjob porn for you then, cocksucker."
Following three entries of Ditzy Dick Lickers, Art's cock was back to full mast. Kenna made cute little mewling sounds each time he pumped his cock into her, and a steady river of warm spit soaked his balls. She hadn't taken Daddy's cock out of her mouth or complained about her jaw the whole time.
Art, however, figured it was time for a short break. His cock was throbbing, and he wasn't ready to give her another load yet. He needed a cooling-off period. He extracted his dick from her mouth, an action which was met by an unexpected whimper of disappointment from Kenna.
"Did I do something wrong?" she asked as she looked up from his lap.
The first helping of jizz had dried on her face, with flecks caked in her eyelashes and a crusty film on her cheek.
"No, jizz junkie. You're doing fine. Daddy's enjoying jerking off with your face. I just thought you might need a quick rest. How's your jaw?"
Kenna flexed her jaw and said, "A little sore but I'm okay. Was I doing a good job?"
"Well, you weren't really doing much but that was the point. A good blowjob girl is sometimes there just to be a warm hole to keep your cock in. In that respect, you were doing great. Daddy just needed a quick break. It's time for something new."
Art positioned his topless daughter on her back, hanging her head off the arm of the couch.
"We're going to do a depth test," he explained. "I need to find out what your gag reflex is like."
"Will it hurt?"
"It might be uncomfortable. You'll probably choke. That's alright, though. Choking on the dick isn't a bad thing. Sometimes, it's just what your man wants. I'll go slow this time, but you're going to have to learn to take it hard and fast, too."
"Okay... Daddy?"
"Hm?"
"Will you... choke me with your cock?"
"Now you're learning, cocksucker. Good girl."
Art pushed his dick back into her mouth, slowly edging it down her throat. Without being told, Kenna snaked out her tongue, creating a nice little pocket for his cock to slide through. Art grunted with satisfaction as her tongue slid along the top of his prick, and his head made contact with her throat.
Kenna's chest gave a slight heave as he pushed forward, backed off, and went in again. She shuddered again, made a choking noise, but he continued until his nuts hit her nose. Her body shook but she didn't try to pull away.
"Breath through your nose, throat whore," he said soothingly as he placed his hands on her tits and squeezed.
Kenna moaned around his cock while he held it there a moment. When he pulled it out, he remarked, "Not bad. You've got a little reflex but we can get that trained up quick. Sit up."
Kenna sat up, her face red and a trail of goo across her face.
"I... I can do it. It wasn't that bad."
"Alright, let's give it a go. Put your stupid head back."
Kenna lay her head back again, saying, "Daddy? Do you really think I'm stupid?"
"Of course not, you little bimbo. It's just part of what men like. They want you to be a dumb, pretty hole obsessed with cock."
"O--"
Art pushed his dick into her mouth, silencing her reply, and sank to the balls. Kenna's chest heaved again at the sudden intrusion, but she only made a cute glurking noise and soldiered on. Art put his hands on her tits again, palming them roughly as he gently slid his prick back and forth. Each time he crammed his pulsing cockhead into his daughter's throat, she made that cute noise he liked and kicked her legs.
"It's going to get messy," he said as he pumped her mouth, "but I don't want to hear any complaints about how you're getting spit in your hair. Blowjob girls love that. The messier the better, alright?"
"Guk."
"That's daddy's fuck hole."
Art took a deep breath, centered himself, and pushed his twitching dick back in. Kenna glurked. Her legs kicked. Art squeezed her melons and held his throbbing hard-on in her throat.
"Just remember to breathe, suck slut. Daddy's not pulling it out until I either cum in your throat or you pass out. Make little swallow motions with your throat and massage Daddy's dick."
Kenna's breath out of her nose was hot and heavy on Art's balls as she did her best to comply. He pulled on her nipples, making her gurgle and kick her legs again. Her throat was heavenly as she tried to swallow his cock, gently massaging it, while a river of warm goo began sliding down her face.
She twitched again, her body jerking as she coughed and blew out a thick wave of slime around his prick. This was quickly followed by a muffled groan, though not of protest. Kenna, instead, moved her hand to her cunt and began to rub it.
"There you go, slut," Art said. "Just rub your pussy and don't think about anything but Daddy's cock."
Kenna slid her hand into her panties and Art watched, entranced, as she continued breathing in his cock and frigging herself. He hadn't instructed her to do it. It was a natural reaction. Kenna just might take after her mother in the dirty fuck slut department.
Remembering all the times he'd done this exact thing to his ex-wife made his cock jerk violently. He gritted his teeth. Kenna moaned around his cock. Art grunted, the sudden intensity of his nut catching him off guard.
Kenna half-squealed and half moaned, pushing her fingers into her cunt as her father's next load of jizz plastered her throat.
"Ah, fuck," Art said, pushing his cock even deeper into his new cock hole.
Kenna's back arched and she jerked from side to side. Art gripped her tits and held her in place, struggling with her body's in-built response to pull away from the hot streams of cock cream pouring into her throat. She choked again, her chest heaving, and another rush of mingled goop coated her face and Art's crotch. Still, she soldiered on, drinking her father's sperm load and jamming her fingers into her fuck box.
"Ah, fuck," Art groaned again, drawing in a breath and pulling his dick out of her mouth.
Kenna heaved in breath as she continued assaulting her cunt. Art stumbled back a step, taking in the sight of her ruined face.
"Oh, shit! Oh, Daddy!" Kenna cried and her body convulsed.
The slop coating her face had made her nearly unrecognizable. Her makeup was destroyed, running in black streams across her forehead and into her blonde hair. Her red lipstick was smeared across her mouth and even spotted her upper lip and nose. Gobs of semen, mixed with thick spit dripped onto the carpet.
She didn't sit up until her orgasm had subsided. Kenna pulled her sticky fingers from her cunt, her hand trembling, and she put them into her mouth. Art's cock, somehow, twitched as he watched her lick them. Finally, she sat up and looked from side to side, seemingly confused.
"Was that... okay?" she asked.
Art wanted to tell her it was perfect. It was worthy of a world-class blowjob. She'd taken a nice long throating without complaint, fucked herself while she did it, and hadn't stopped until his balls were drained. It was excellent.
"Not bad," he said, instead. "Not bad at all. We'll need to work on it a lot more, but you did alright, meat hole."
Kenna wiped the slime from her eyes and blinked.
"Stay right there," Art said, picking his phone up from the table. "We should document your progress. Like a football replay. We'll start doing it every time, and we can watch them back to see how you can improve."
"O... okay," Kenna said as Art took a picture of her jizz and spit-coated face.
He showed her the photo, saying, "This is like a... a C+ cock slut look. You want to be an A+. Don't worry, dick breath. We'll get you there."
"Oh, wow! I look really gross. Not like gross in a gross way. Like gross pretty."
Art patted her head. "You do, suck pump. You're going to stay like that for the rest of the night. By tomorrow morning, I shouldn't even recognize you."
"O... okay, Daddy."
Art rubbed his chin thoughtfully and said, "I think I need to make a quick trip out. I'll bring you back something to eat. In the meantime, you have homework to do."
He left her on the couch watching Bimbo Blowjob queens and made a trip to the store. If he was going to train a blowjob slut, there were things he'd need.
***
Kenna spent dinner at the kitchen table with a thick rubber dick in her cunt. The rubber dick was suction cupped to her chair.
"A world-class blowjob girl thinks about cock all the time," Art explained. "If you can't have one in your mouth, you should have one somewhere else. It's a constant reminder that getting ahead in life means never forgetting that you're a cock servant."
"But what if I have to go somewhere?" Kenna asked as she sat on the rubber dick.
"You'll wear special panties with a cock in them," Art said, as he placed a bag of suckers on the table, "and from now on, when you don't have dick in your mouth, you'll have one of these. You'll learn to toy with it, tease with it, and when someone looks at you, they'll imagine you sucking cock. It will also help you to always remember you need something in your mouth."
He pulled a white bottle from the bag and tore off the plastic on the cap.
"What's that?" Kenna asked.
"It's fake jizz," Art said and squirted a thick stream of the stuff across Kenna's salad.
"Ideally, I'd be able to cum all over anything you eat. Realistically, that's just not biologically possible. I can't cum in your mouth and on your food. Still, a world class blowjob girl will never put something in her mouth that doesn't remind her of her primary dietary need. Cum."
Art turned the bottle of fake jizz toward his daughter, squeezed it, and shot a stream of the goo across her face. By now, the spit and cum had dried, leaving a flaky film across her features. Kenna flinched but she didn't complain.
"When you're at home, and not expecting company, I expect you to look like you've been sucking cock, you are sucking cock, or you're ready to suck cock. Is that clear?"
"Yes, Daddy."
"Good girl. Now eat your jizzy salad so you can suck cock again."
***
Following dinner, Art treated Kenna to a round of Deep Throat Divas, followed by Skanky Skullfuckers. He did so with his cock in her mouth, gently masturbating with her face as she soaked in the techniques. Thanks to a little bit of herbal Viagra, he kept his hard-on up throughout the entire affair.
Rather than Kenna sleeping in her own room, she slept in his bed with his dick in her mouth. She sucked it slowly, cradling his balls and stroking his shaft until he fed her a good night load. Even after swallowing it, he kept her there, nursing his cock until he fell asleep.
In the morning, he awoke to Kenna lovingly suckling his knob. He lay back and let her work on it for a while before he sent her to shower. Before leaving for work, however, he put Kenna on her knees beneath the breakfast table, where she sucked cock until he coated her face in a hot wash of fatherly jizz.
"Make sure you do your homework today, cum hole," he instructed before he left. "And remember to keep that cock in you all day."
Kenna, toying with a sucker, nodded as she went to the couch and began studying.
***
Art was not happy. He'd argued against the engine test for over a week. It wasn't ready. Management, however, preferred to listen to Larry, who told them it was time to test.
The engine had blown, ruining months of work. Art's whole team was pissed and with good reason. The only good thing that had come from it was seeing Larry sacked.
However, as Art returned home from work, he was not a happy man. Even knowing there was a big-titted cocksucker waiting for him couldn't quite dispel his foul mood. He found Kenna where he'd left her, on the couch, a sucker in her mouth and the rubber cock in her cunt. She was bleary-eyed and clearly horny from watching blowjob porn the entire day.
While not the most observant girl, she did detect his anger the moment he entered the room.
"What's wrong, Daddy?" she asked, toying with the sucker and pushing the rubber cock deeper into her twat.
"Shit day at work," he said, dropping his pants and pulling out his cock. Kenna scrambled to her knees, opening her mouth as she sat on the rubber cock with a groan.
Art sighed, pushing his limp cock into her suck hole and placing a hand on her head.
"Those fucks in charge think they know better than me," he snapped, and pumped his dick into his daughter's mouth. "They want to listen to a fuck like Larry, who doesn't know shit."
Kenna groaned as her daddy thrust his cock angrily into her mouth.
"I've only been senior engineer for a fucking decade. What do I know? Oh, no. Let's ask Mr. Bachelor's degree in biochemistry. Clearly he knows more."
He put both hands on Kenna's head, gripping her hair tightly and making her squeal. He pumped his dick into her mouth again, a hard thrust that hit the back of her throat and made her jerk.
"Let's just blow up the whole project. That'll make the shareholders happy. Fuck, why didn't someone think of that sooner?"
Kenna made a glurking sound as he began battering her face with his hips, her hair held tightly in his fists, and his now hard cock jamming her throat.
"These goddamned suits will never get it. When the engineers say it's a bad idea, you... fucking... listen!"
He punctuated each word with a hard thrust into Kenna's suck hole, and soon she was gripping his legs as he fucked her face. Her grip tightened, nails digging into his skin as he relieved his anger on her mouth. He held her head to his crotch, stuffing his prick into her throat and fucking it as he growled.
Kenna glurked and choked, spurting sloppy spit that soon ran down her chin and onto her tits. Art, seemingly oblivious, continued angrily cramming his meat down her throat until he grunted and came. Kenna dutifully swallowed, her body spasming as she guzzled his load.
Finally, Art blinked and pulled his cock from her mouth.
"Aw, shit," he said. "I'm... I'm sorry, slut hole. I sort of forgot you were a person."
Kenna wiped spit and cum from her chin with one hand and tears from her eyes with the other.
"Was it... did I do it good?" she asked.
"Yeah, cum slut. That was perfect. A solid B+. Next time Daddy's angry, maybe just struggle a little more. It will make me want to slap you."
Kenna nodded as Art lay back on the couch heavily. When he did, she crawled forward, put her lips back around his cock, and looked up at him with her big eyes as she slowly sucked.
"Did you do your homework?" he asked.
Kenna pulled his dick from her mouth and said, "Yeah. I watched Throated Thots, Degraded Dicksuckers, Cum Targets, Sloppy Suck Sluts, and--"
"Too many words coming out of your mouth, cock hole. Daddy asked a yes or no question. What's your mouth for?"
Kenna blushed and began sucking his cock.
"That's better. No one wants to hear a cock hole talk. They want a cock hole to be wet, horny, stupid, and entertaining. When you're expected to say more words, I'll tell you."
Kenna nodded as she sucked his cock.
***
It was a risk, but Kenna had to learn sometime. After dinner, with Kenna in the passenger seat, Art took a drive out along a country road. The bench seat of the truck provided ample room for his daughter to learn the important lesson of giving roadhead.
As it was impractical for her to also fuck herself with the dildo, he had Kenna wear a pair of leather shorts with a built-in dildo in the crotch. As he drove, the toy vibrated inside her cunt and his cock was in her mouth. He drove the back roads for a good half hour, nutting in his daughter's throat before driving them home. Kenna, however, kept his dick in her mouth for the whole drive.
When they arrived home, Art's cock was once more ready for action, though he decided it was time for Kenna to have both a reward and another lesson. To this point, he had not touched his daughter's pussy. It wasn't really part of the training. A world class blowjob wasn't about fucking pussy, and Art had no intent to cross that line. He wasn't some kind of pervert looking to plow his little girl. This was simply to keep her from whoring out her mouth for someone who didn't deserve it, of course.
There was, however, a vital lesson a blowjob girl did need to know. Therefore, Art now stared into the very wet, very aroused pussy of his daughter as she lay on top of him and sucked his cock. It was a beautiful, tight, inviting pussy. It was a pussy that any man would be lucky to push his cock into. Art, though, did not push his cock into it. He pushed his tongue into it and was rewarded with a long, lusty groan from Kenna as she sucked more fervently on his dick.
Excited as she was, it didn't take her long to feed her father a steady stream of girl cum. In fact, she was so pleased by it that she humped his face desperately to a second orgasm. By the time it came, Art was squirting another load into her hungry mouth.
The following days were much like the last ones. Art slept with his cock in Kenna's mouth. He awoke to her sucking his cock. Before work, he coated her face in jizz. While he worked, Kenna watched a series of degrading blowjob porn, and she was eager to start sucking cock again when he got home.
Each day, Art gave her further lessons, a new position, or prompted her on how to improve. If he had to be honest, she was a grade A cockslut after the first day. However, this wasn't just about a passing grade. This was about the big leagues.
The whole time, he never referred to her by her name. She was cock hole, cum bucket, cock sleeve, dick sucker, or any other degrading name he could think up. A world class cocksucker, after all, should be more concerned with sucking cock than something silly like a name.
"You're really becoming an expert, suck hole," Art said on Thursday, as he drove to the car lot with Kenna's lips around his cock. "Let's find your dream car, and Daddy will start planning for it."
It was three days before Christmas, and Art was now off work through the upcoming holiday weekend. Nothing to do but enjoy his new cocksucker to the fullest. Kenna, though she was thrilled by this news, did not stop sucking cock to make words.
Though it was cold, Kenna flitted around the lot while a salesman followed them. She settled on an electric blue sports car, with a price tag that inwardly made Art squirm. However, he was a man of his word, and he had a lot of payments coming from his suck slut's mouth.
After settling on the car, Art signed papers to finance the gorgeous machine, and let Kenna drive it home. However, he had her park it in the garage and join him inside. She quickly knelt in front of him and began sucking cock, while Art sat on the couch.
"You've learned really quickly, you little bimbo. I honestly wasn't sure you were up to it, but you've proven me wrong. Almost. We've still got an important lesson to cover, and you might not like this one. But, a world-class cocksucker only cares about one thing. What is that?"
Kenna pulled her mouth off his cock and said, "Cock."
Art pushed his dick back into her mouth. "Good girl. Tonight, we're going to cover that lesson. Ass to mouth."
Kenna groaned around his cock, though it was not a groan of disappointment. Rather, it sounded like anticipation. Prior to the car trip, they'd spent the morning watching Butt-stuffed Cocksuckers and Anal Swallowers, so Kenna had an idea what was coming.



"What do you think of that, cock sleeve?"
Kenna stopped sucking but continued stroking his dick and said, "Daddy? Will you fuck my ass and then push it down my throat? Please?"
Without waiting for an answer, she began sucking cock again.
***
Kenna didn't like having her asshole cleaned out, but like a good girl, she didn't complain. In the end, it was for her benefit, and she understood that. Once it was done, though, she was ready for her first backdoor experience.
Art lay her on the bed and pulled a fresh bottle of anal lube from the bedside drawer, settling in behind his daughter with a slim pink vibrator. Kenna blushed red as her daddy spread her legs and drizzled a smattering of the lube into her butthole.
As he placed his finger at her entrance and began to rub it, Art said, "Daddy's going to go easy on you this time, butt slut. That doesn't mean it's always going to be this way. A world-class blowjob girl should be ready to take cock up the butt on command, and sometimes that will mean you don't get much but a little spit on the cock before he reams you."
"Thank you, Daddy," Kenna mumbled into the pillow.
Art slid the tip of his finger into her ass, pushing in some of the lube with it. He added a few drops more, worked them in, and then produced a plastic plunger. This, he slid into his daughter's asshole and depressed the plunger, injecting a stream of the lube into her anal passage.
He fisted the pink toy, coating it with more of the slick goo before slowly working it into Kenna's bottom. His daughter moaned into the pillow and lifted her ass, wiggling it slightly as the toy made its way inside.
"Daddy, it feels good," she said.
"Well, ass whore, you've got a butt that's made for humping. I think you're going to enjoy it."
Kenna began to pant hotly as Art fucked her ass with the toy, sliding it in and holding it deep before he pulled it back and greased her ass again. When he flipped on the vibrator, Kenna groaned loudly and began rubbing her cunt against the bed, while her father vibrated her asshole with the toy.
After several minutes of this, Art judged her butthole ready and slickened his hard dick with a little more of the lube. He removed the toy, straddled her ass, and placed the head of his cock at her hole. It was never quite like they showed in porn. The slick lube both made his access easier, but also a challenge for that initial entry.
Kenna's little asshole was also very tight, and she gasped loudly as his cock spread her open and his jerking knob vanished inside of her. Art's penis was surrounded by a wonderful warmth he hadn't felt in ages. His daughter's sweet, virgin hole gripped him, squeezing his hard-on as he gave her more of his length.
"Daddy... I like it," Kenna said. "I like your cock in my butt."
Art's prick jerked wildly, and he had to take a deep breath. He hadn't been ready for his own reaction to hearing those words.
"Do you like it?" Kenna asked as she wiggled her bottom. "Does it feel good in my asshole, Daddy?"
Art groaned, gripping her cheeks hard in his hands and pushing his throbbing dick deeper. "It's so good," he whispered.
Kenna gasped again as a pleasure wave rocked her body. Art's cock sank to the balls in her, and when he looked down and saw the whole of his shaft in her tight asshole, he had to take a moment to admire the beauty of it. Of course, he couldn't actually fuck his daughter's ass. That wasn't the point of the lesson. He still had to pull his cock out and feed it to her.
The sight of her glowing skin, her perfectly rounded ass, and his cock spreading her open, however, created a conflict. He'd accomplished the first step of the lesson. He should pull it out now and move on. Instead, he slid his cock back an inch and pushed it in again.
Kenna shuddered and her fists balled, gripping the sheets. The decision to pull his cock out was made more difficult when she moaned, "Oh, fuck, Daddy! I love your cock."
Perhaps it wouldn't hurt to just give it a little fuck. Just a few pumps in memory of her mother. He deserved that. There was an expensive sports car in the garage that he could barely afford. A few pumps of Kenna's tight, teenage bottom on Christmas weekend was sort of his due. Wasn't it?
He pulled his cock back and pushed it in again. Then again. Soon, he was leaning over her, his fists on the bed, and giving her short strokes over and over. Kenna pushed her ass back against him, huffing and moaning into the pillow as she whispered, "Fuck me, Daddy. Fuck my ass. Fuck your butt slut."
Art's own breathing was ragged after only a few minutes, his dick jerking as he gritted his teeth and pumped his prick into his daughter's heavenly asshole. He was on the verge. Between the girl's filthy mouth and the tight confines of her teenage butt, he was going to blow. He needed to pull out and complete the lesson.
It was one of the hardest things he'd ever had to do. Art, however, stayed on mission. He growled into her ear, "Daddy's gonna cum," and pulled his cock out. In the same motion, he rolled Kenna onto her back and mounted her chest, pushing his dick into her waiting mouth.
"Ah, fuck!" he cried as Kenna's warm lips sealed around his prick. "Jesus fuck!"
Only a second later, he plastered her mouth in an explosion of Jizz that made her eyes widen as she choked and swallowed. Art gripped her head in his hand and jammed his cock into her roughly. His spurting jizz burst from the corners of her mouth with the impact but Kenna kept on trying to swallow, even as his throbbing knob hit her throat.
"Fuck!" Art yelled. "Oh, fuck! Eat that jizz you cock whore! Eat Daddy's cum!"
Over the sound of Kenna's desperate swallowing, he could hear the wet squish of her fingers in her cunt. Even as she guzzled and tears streamed down her cheeks, she finger-fucked her pussy with abandon. Art's cock kept on delivering more streams of hot goo into her, a shocking amount. He couldn't recall having cum so long and so hard in years.
At last, though, the jolts of sperm came to an end. He was lightheaded and hot as he reluctantly pulled his cock from the wet confines of his daughter's mouth. Her mouth stayed open, showing him the last remnants of his load on her tongue before she closed it and swallowed.
"Was that okay?" she asked.
Art wanted to tell her the truth. He really did. It had been undeniable the best sexual experience he'd had in... he couldn't recall. Perhaps ever.
"Well, slut kitten," he said. "It was great. It was nearly perfect, in fact."
"What did I do wrong?" Kenna asked.
"Nothing at all. You did everything right. You went ass to mouth like a real world-class blowjob slut. That part's out of the way. There's just one more thing Daddy will need to teach you before I give you that kind of title."
"There is?"
Art nodded, spread her legs, and rubbed her wet cunt.
"Now that you can do ass to mouth, we'll need to go pussy to mouth. A world-class blowjob slut needs to know how her own pussy tastes on a cock."



        