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    Living With A Mistress: Parts 1-6 
 
      
    
    1. Dominated By His Step Sister 
 
      
    
“Morning, bro.” 

Harsh sunlight was streaming through a gap in the curtains as Melissa entered my bedroom. I knew what was coming. I'd known it the minute my dad announced that he would be away on another one of his business trips. I had seen the way Melissa's eyes lit up, and it was impossible for me to deny the feelings that made my stomach churn at the sight. My dad is always away. His job takes him all over the country, all over the world, racking up endless frequent flyer miles that he never gets the chance to use. That's one perk of his lifestyle, I guess. None of us have ever had to pay for a flight. But it's hard on a family. I can't help thinking that that was part of what ended his marriage to my mom. She was stuck at home, raising me practically by herself, and even if our material needs were amply provided for, that's not what she signed up for. She stuck it out until I was a teenager, and then it got to be too much and my parents split. I stayed with my dad when my mom moved across the country to ‘find herself'. By that time, I was old enough to take care of myself while my dad was away. 

That’s all ancient history now. But it seems very present when I still live in the house I grew up in. I’ve heard it all before. All those people with their war stories of how they moved out at the age of sixteen and never looked back. But that was a different world. I’m nineteen and I still live at home. It’s not like I’m proud of that fact. But that’s the way it is. Have you seen what a university education costs these days? Have you seen what the job market looks like? I’m lucky that my dad is happy to let me stay here while I go to school. But then, what does it matter to him? He’s never here anyway. 

Melissa stalked into my room as though she owned the place. 

From my bed, I watched her move like a lioness stalking her prey, the strong beam of sunlight sliding over her skin as she crossed the

floor. She couldn't have been up for long, I knew that. It was still early in the morning. Dimly, I remembered the muted sounds of my dad leaving the house before dawn that morning, on his way to the airport. He was gone. He was gone, and I was left alone again. 

Except I wasn't alone, not anymore. That was what alternately scared and thrilled me, every time he went away. 

Melissa wore a pair of tiny shorts and a tank top that strained around her young body. The swell of her breasts showed in the deep scoop of the tank top’s neck, and the smile on her pretty face practically invited me to look as she came across the room. Melissa knew what she was doing. She knew what she did to me, and to other men. Ever since she hit puberty, she had learned how men treat pretty girls. The good, the bad and the ugly. To this day, I don’t know what I was thinking when I asked her out. It’s not like I was a total loser in school or anything. I was no nerd. I was never picked on, never bullied. But I was never really in with the popular kids either. I was OK at sports, but not great, and in my school, that’s what made a guy popular. For girls, it was a little more complicated. 

Looks seemed to have a lot to do with it, and Melissa was lucky there. She was the hottest girl in school, no doubt about it. But she always had this vibe of not caring about that stuff, of being somehow indifferent to the drama and the cliques of high school. Maybe that’s what made me think I had a shot with her. That, and some rumor from a nameless source that suggested that she liked me. When she turned me down, as gently as she knew how, I was crushed. 

Humiliated. What social standing I had evaporated after that. 

But that was all old news too. It had been over a year since we graduated. Our old friends were going their separate ways, moving away to college or getting busy with new jobs. All that stuff from high school that had seemed so important was suddenly revealed for what it was: meaningless. It was possible, it was even likely at that point, that I would never see Melissa again, aside from the occasional post on social media. We would drift apart, and probably forget that each other existed in time, like so many other failed high school romances. 

Except that’s not what happened at all. 

Melissa smiled down at me as she stood next to my bed. The same narrow, childish bed I had been sleeping in for years. Her dark hair hung around her face, casting soft shadows on her cheeks as she smiled at me. Not for the first time, the thought occurred to me that I should put a stop to all this. I should just say no, shove her away, end this strange and deviant relationship that had developed between us. But as she stood close to me and I smelled the warm smell of her body, my eyes drinking in the magnificent curves of her frame that her snug clothes did next to nothing to hide, I knew as well as she did that I would do no such thing. It was like gravity, some invisible force that pulled me always towards her, even though I knew it was wrong, even though I knew I should resist. And Melissa knew that I couldn't. Her hair swayed with her movements as she leaned over my bed, and underneath the blanket that covered me, her hand went exploring. I'm nineteen years old, remember. I wake up with an erection every morning, reliable as clockwork. Melissa knew that. I sighed as her hand found my cock, her skilled fingers wrapping around my swollen shaft while she smiled down at me. 

Like a fleshy lever that allowed her complete control over me. We both knew it. I knew that, more than wanting me, Melissa wanted the giddy thrill of the power my desire gave her. And she would have it. 

She had it the minute she walked through the door, and my heart began to pound in my chest, and my already hard cock began to throb and thump under the blanket that concealed it. I never could say no to Melissa. That was my problem. My curse, and my blessing. 

“Look at this,” she purred, and it was all I could do to stifle a groan as her hand slid up and down my cock, teasing me mercilessly as I squirmed in her grasp. “Is this for me?” 

"Yes," I panted, already lost in lust. I am never more stupid than when I am turned on, and Melissa knew all too well how to press my buttons. It was so easy for her. Looking the way she did, knowing how I had always felt about her, it was child's play to get me to this state. And from the glow that I could see deep down in her green-

brown eyes, shining where they caught the stray bolt of the sunlight, I could see that it was exciting her too. My cock thumped in her hand as I watched her bend at the waist, her free hand plucking at the front of her tiny shorts as she pulled them slowly down. 

“Such a naughty little brother,” she teased, and I watched her soft pink lips pout around the words as she spoke. I was two months younger than her, that was all. And I wasn’t her brother, except in the most technical sense. I still don’t know how my dad managed to find the time to meet Melissa’s mom in between his endless business trips, much less fall in love with her. It was definitely a whirlwind romance. I barely had time to get used to the idea that he was dating the mother of my high school crush before he proposed to her. And that, in a nutshell, is how I ended up having the hottest girl in my high school, the one I had dreamed and fantasized about for years, as my stepsister. But as you’ve probably guessed by now, that’s only the start of the story. 

"All hard for your sister," Melissa giggled. I didn't even bother to correct her anymore. She got some weird kick out of the fact that we were kind of related, even if it wasn't by blood. And I was too dumb and too horny to argue with her, after the first few times. For all the nights I had lain awake in that same bed, dreaming desperately of so much as a kiss from those pillowy lips - and now I had much more than that. Even if it wasn't quite how I had imagined it, I didn't have it in me to argue with her. Melissa's shorts hit the floor of my bedroom with a soft sound, and my cock swelled in her hand as she giggled softly. Only a skimpy pair of light blue panties his her from my hungry eyes now, and as I watched, her fingers moved over the front of those panties, teasing herself as she stood over me with my straining cock in her hand. Under the blanket, my hands clenched into fists. Every cell of my body was screaming at me to reach out and grab her, to seize her by that narrow waist and pull her lovely body into bed with me, to rip those panties off and take her firm young breasts in my hands and devour that beautiful body that my stepsister used as a weapon against me. But I knew better. Melissa wanted it all her own way. Her multicolored eyes shone as she bent

towards the floor, keeping her eyes on me the whole time while she scooped up her shorts from the floor. The deep shadow of her cleavage showed in the tip of her tank top as she bent over, and straightened up again. My mouth was quite literally watering. My balls drew tight against my body as she continued to play with my cock under the blanket, driving me to distraction with the motion of her hand and the beauty of her body. 

“It’s Saturday morning,” Melissa said with a devilish grin. “What have you got planned for the weekend?” Without waiting for an answer, she suddenly moved. The narrow bed creaked and groaned as though it too felt the frustration I was feeling as she sprang on top of it, on top of me. Her breasts bounced inside her tank top with the sudden movement, and my released cock throbbed all the more as I felt her lovely weight settle on top of me. My manhood was pinned under her as she straddled my lap, beaming down at me as she rested her hands on my bare chest, her shorts bunched up in one hand. Her teeth showed white against the fullness of her lower lip as she beamed down at me. She was waiting for something. 

“Well,” I began, and had to clear my throat before I spoke again, 

“well, I was thinking of going - “ that was all I got out. Leaning forward, Melissa pressed her chest against my face. The soft flesh of her boobs swelled around me, and I breathed in the sweet smell of her, the warmth she had carried from her own bed, the velvet texture of her skin. My cock threatened to erupt between us as she smothered me with her boobs. Unable to help myself, I pressed my lips against her skin, and I heard the soft sigh of pleasure that she gave as I worshiped her breasts. Melissa was a well-endowed girl, and those breasts had been the subject of endless discussion among the guys I went to school with. Now they were pressed against my face, engulfing me in a cloud of feminine beauty, and I wanted nothing more than to keep on kissing and licking Melissa’s body while she giggled and squirmed on top of me. 

Unable to help myself any longer, I let my hands work their way out from underneath the blanket. My lust was on fire as I reached out

for her, taking the spread of her hips in my hands as I raised my hips and ground my cock against her through the blanket. I heard Melissa giggle again, and felt her move on top of me. Her boobs were still smothering me, making it impossible to see what she was up to. But my stepsister knew how to move fast. Years of self-defense classes had given her reactions that put mine to shame and a surprising amount of strength in her gorgeous body. I barely had time to react when she grabbed one of my wrists. Her body twisted on top of mine, and Melissa lunged forward, using her weight to force my hand up towards the headboard of my bed. I felt fabric against my skin, and as Melissa drew it tight, I realized what she was up to. Too late. 

As though I would have stopped her if I could. In a matter of seconds, my devious stepsister had used her shorts to tie my hand to the headboard of my bed. And with my left arm safely out of the way, Melissa was able to use both of her hands to grab and immobilize my right hand. Male pride demanded that I put up some kind of struggle, but my one arm was no match for both of hers. The look of triumph on her face as she forced my free hand up towards the headboard was both terrifying and wildly sexy. Pinning my hand next to the other, Melissa quickly wrapped her shorts around that wrist too and tied a tight knot in the twisted fabric. Just like that, I was tied up, my hands pinned against the headboard of my bed by a knot I couldn't reach. It wasn't the first time my stepsister had tied me up. But the worrying thought raced briefly through my lust-clouded mind that she seemed to be getting better at it. 

“Wrong,” Melissa grinned. She was panting slightly from her exertions as she crouched over me, her breasts rising and falling invitingly under her tank top. Balancing with her feet on either side of my prone body, she reached down and pulled the blanket away from me, casting it to the floor in an amorphous heap. The front of my underwear was tented by my erection, and Melissa smiled as she saw the obvious marker of my passion as my manhood strained up towards her body like a flower reaching towards the sun. Still perfectly balanced, she reached down again and tugged at my shorts, pulling them down my legs until my cock sprang free from my

underwear, swaying in the air between us. Then Melissa slowly stood. I could feel the motion of the bedsprings beneath us as she rose carefully to her feet, towering over me with one foot planted on each side of my body. I watched transfixed as she reached for the front of her panties, her thumbs sliding teasingly under the waistband of her underwear as she pulled it a little away from herself. 

“I’ll tell you how you’re spending your weekend, little brother,” 

Melissa grinned. Her dark hair hung down around her face, giving her an almost sinister appearance as she loomed over me. Even as my heart beat nervously and my stomach convulsed, my cock throbbed in tribute to her beauty. She never looked better than she did when she took charge. “I’ve decided I’m going to play with you,” 

she went on. “I’m going to use you as my little personal fucktoy. And you’re going to do exactly as I say.” Melissa’s foot slid up my chest. I felt her toe pressing against my lips, forcing them apart as she pushed. Meanwhile, she slid her blue panties down her thighs, and I tried not to gasp at the sight of her pussy beneath its neatly trimmed strip of black pubic hair. Her lips were swollen and pink, her arousal almost as obvious as mine was, and in the bright light of the strengthening sun, I could even see the faint glint of moisture on her inner thighs. I felt light-headed as m cock filled with the hot blood of arousal. Melissa kept her foot pressed against my mouth as she rolled her panties down her legs, only lifting her toes from my lips to pull her panties off completely. Balling her underwear up in her hand, Melissa bent her knees and sank back down on top of me. I groaned as I felt the heat of her sex against my chest, her faint wetness palpable on my skin as she sat on top of me. 

“Open up,” Melissa demanded. Her free hand gripped my chin, her fingers pressing into my cheeks as she squeezed my face. I opened my mouth, and Melissa giggled evilly as she jammed her panties inside. As the fabric filled my mouth, my cock throbbed, and I caught the faint taste of her sex through the underwear she had stuffed into my mouth, feeding my arousal. Pleased with her work, Melissa sat back. I could almost see the gears turning in her head as her devious mind went to work. 

“That’s better,” she smirked. “Bitch boys like you should be seen and not heard. I have a lot of new things I want to try out this weekend, and you’re going to be my little guinea pig.” I could see that Melissa was getting more and more excited as she spoke. 

Rising up on her knees again, she inched closer to my face. I watched her approach, her pussy showing under her tank top as she crept closer, and the smell of her arousal washed over me as she hovered over my face. Settling her knees on the pillow on either side of my head, she moved her hips back and forth, taunting me. Above the delicious swell of her breasts, I saw her sweep her dark hair back from her face as she grinned down at me. But I couldn’t tear my eyes away from her dripping sex for long. Mere inches above me, her pussy glistened, and I felt the intoxicating shiver of lust that rippled through her young body as she let the tip of my nose slightly part her wet lips while she rocked back and forth above my face. 

“You want this pussy, don’t you?” Melissa mocked as she waved her sex in front of me. “You want to lick your sister’s pussy, you dirty little pervert.” Pointless to point out that it was she who had come to me with her wild ideas. Pointless to restate the fact that she wasn’t actually my sister. Pointless to deny the truth of what she was saying, even if her damp panties hadn’t been filling my mouth while she teased me. Melissa was right. I did want her pussy. I wanted it more than anything, more than the air that I breathed that was heavy with the intoxicating smell of her body. Melissa laughed as I nodded frantically and moaned into the panties that filled my mouth. My hands waved uselessly in the empty air as I struggled against the knotted shorts that held me prisoner. In a matter of minutes, my sexy stepsister had reduced me to this, a bound and gagged and frustrated animal desperate for her touch. There was nothing Melissa couldn’t do to me. 

"Well, only good boys get pussy," Melissa said, still moving above me as she waved her sex in my face. "So you're going to need to be a good little boy and do everything I tell you, ok? And maybe, if you're really, really good, I'll even let you cum." Melissa laughed out loud at the low groan that rose from my throat. My

desire was as obvious to her as it was to me, and she intended to use it against me. I wasn't going to stop her, and we both knew it. 

Leaning backward, she lowered her pussy closer to my face as she took my cock in her hand. I moaned into the panties that filled my mouth as I felt her hand teasing me again, holding my manhood possessively as she thrust her hips towards me. 

“Let’s see if you can make me cum with my panties in your mouth,” she giggled. The smell of her arousal engulfed me as she finally lowered her pussy to my mouth. Panting with desire, I tried to push her underwear aside with my tongue, forcing the now soaked cloth into one of my cheeks. Melissa cooed happily as she felt my tongue sliding over her lips, and I moaned beneath her at the taste of her as I pleasured her. Her hand slid up and down my hard cock, up and down, and I writhed and squirmed with pleasure as I tried to focus on licking her pussy. Forgetting everything else, I abandoned myself to pleasure, both mine and hers. The intricate folds of her womanhood were as soft as velvet, as slick as ice, as warm and inviting as a long bath after a hard day, and I felt almost drunk with the feel and smell and taste of her as I happily licked. 

And all the while, Melissa stroked and fondled my cock, keeping me dancing on the edge of release without ever tipping over. My stomach churned, alive with bliss, and I felt as though I was ready to erupt at any moment. But Melissa knew exactly what she was doing. 

While I licked her pussy frantically, drinking down the copious juices that flowed hot from between her trembling lips, she played my cock like a virtuoso with an instrument, keeping me exactly where she wanted me. Horny and desperate enough to do whatever she wanted, but never quite reaching that blissful release. 

"Oh fuck," Melissa gasped, "that's right. Lick that pussy you little bitch!" And I did. Swallowing down her juices as fast as they came, I plunged my tongue deep into her silken folds, gratified to hear her loud moans ringing out in the small bedroom. Melissa made no attempt to keep quiet, abandoning herself completely to pleasure as she ground her streaming sex against my face. Lost in her own

pleasure, she had ceased to stroke my throbbing cock, but I hardly noticed, I was totally focused on her, on pleasing her and making her cum. And as she panted and gasped, I knew I was doing my job. 

Melissa's body stiffened. With a loud yell, her thighs gripped and squeezed my head, pressing me back into the pillow as she squirmed on top of my face. I tasted the change in her as her orgasm arrived, a fresh flood of her cum sweeping away all that had come before as it filled my eager mouth. Melissa's thighs trembled on either side of my head, her whole body humming with a pleasure that seemed almost more than she could bear. And while she sat on top of me, abandoning herself to selfish desire, I dutifully licked and lapped and worshiped her pussy, making her scream in ecstasy as I pleased her. 

With a loud sigh, Melissa finally slumped backward. The loud sound of her rapid breathing filled the room as she sprawled on the bed beside me. Ignored for now, my cock throbbed and swayed in the empty air, desperate for a release I hardly dared hope for. We lay like that for a while as my stepsister recovered, the air in my bedroom humming with unmistakable sexual desire as I waited to see what would follow. 

Finally, Melissa sat up. Her flawless cheeks were flushed pink from her recent orgasm, but the deep glow in her beautiful eyes was as intense as ever. I almost shuddered as she looked me over, feeling the way a mouse must feel when it finds itself being watched by a cat. Melissa had gotten what she wanted, for now. The panties that she had stuffed into my mouth were soaked with the flood of her juices as she had cum on my face. I could still feel her wetness on my lips and cheeks and nose, slowly cooling in the warm air. But she was far from done. I knew Melissa well enough to know that this was only the overture to whatever wild scenarios she had in mind. The entire weekend stretched out ahead of us, and I could only guess how my stepsister intended to fill it. 

Sighing happily, Melissa crawled over me, completely ignoring my swaying cock as she climbed down from the bed. Straightening

up, she smiled down at me as she stood over me once again, one hand resting lightly on my heaving chest. She basked in my full attention as I stared silently up at her. Helplessly waiting. 

“I’ve got some new toys I want to try out,” she said at last. “This is going to be so much fun. For me, anyway. And that’s what matters.” Chuckling to herself as though her remark had been the funniest thing she had ever heard, Melissa studied my face with her shining eyes, basking in my silent humiliation. “So you just stay here and wait for your sister to come back, ok?” she said, patting my chest affectionately as she spoke. As if I had a choice. As if I could tell her no, even if I wanted to. As though there was any possibility that this weekend was going to go any other way than exactly the way Melissa wanted it to go. Still chuckling to herself, Melissa turned. Naked from the waist down, with the moisture of her orgasm still shining on her perfect thighs, Melissa made her way to the door of my bedroom and disappeared. I sighed as I gazed up at the ceiling. There was nothing for me to do but to impatiently wait for her to return. My cock throbbed as though it was ready to burst, but it might as well have been on the moon. I couldn’t reach it. I wouldn’t be getting what I so badly needed until Melissa allowed it. And that only made the desire stronger as I waited for her to come back. 

It’s not an easy life, living with a stepsister who gets her kicks from sexually dominating me. But who am I kidding? If this is the only way I can have Melissa, then I’m happy to be her slave. 

 



    



 
 
    2. Shocked By His Stepsister 
 
      
    

The wait seemed interminable. I lay in my bed, breathing steadily, trying to keep calm while I waited. I don't know where Melissa learned to tie knots like the ones she did, but her improvised bondage was working all too well. It seemed the harder I struggled to free myself from the shorts she had used to tie my hands to the headboard of my bed, the tighter the bonds grew. And I desperately wanted to be free at that moment. Not because I didn't enjoy being tied up by my sexy stepsister - I really did, that's the truth. It turned me on like nothing else. But the deep growl of sexual hunger inside me was tormenting me. My cock throbbed, hard and ready, completely rejected by Melissa, and if I had had a hand free, I would have wasted no time doing what comes naturally to guys my age. 

But there was to be no relief that way. And so I tried to calm myself down. I tried to think of something else, to ignore the predicament I was in, to forget that I was tied to my own bed and waiting for a beautiful girl to return and have her way with me. It wasn’t easy. Not thinking about Melissa, I quickly learned, was just another way of thinking about her. I had no idea where a girl at her tender age had learned all these kinky tricks. But if I had known the true nature of the girl I lusted after back in high school - well, that would only have made my obsession with Melissa grow deeper. I was only dimly aware of my own proclivities back then, still struggling to come to terms with what I felt inside myself and could never admit to anyone. I remember one particular teacher we had, Miss Samson, and the effect it had on me one day when she yelled at me for clowning around in class and I had had to hide my sudden boner under my desk while the class sniggered at me. I never guessed, even as I discovered more about my submissive fantasies, that Melissa, in those same classrooms with me at the time, had dominant tendencies that would bring my submissive nature to the

fore. If I had known that - well, my grades in school would have been far, far worse. I can guarantee that. 

And now she lived with me. My dad had married her mom, and I was stuck living with the girl of my dreams, the girl who had rejected me in high school but who was now so eager to play with me whenever our parents were away. Melissa, it turned out, didn't want me as a boyfriend. Why would she? Looking the way she did, she could have her pick of guys far more appealing than me. But what she did want, what seemed to give her a naughty thrill more than anything else, was dominating and teasing me until I would do just about anything for her. It thrilled us both. Even as the fear of discovery burned away at my trembling stomach, I longed for Melissa to come back and do whatever it was she wanted to do with me. I wanted more than anything to be hers, to be overcome, swept away in my desire for her until I couldn't control myself. I needed Melissa's control, I had come to realize. I had none of my own. 

But I wasn’t ready for what my dominant step sister had in store. 

Not by a long way. 

My cock swelled again as I listened to her footsteps on the floor outside. My heart raced as I waited to see what came next. The juices of her orgasm were still wet on my face, and her wadded panties were still bunched in my mouth. My chest rose and fell above my hammering heart as Melissa swept through the door of my bedroom. She had taken her time. Instead of the dressed-down girl that had tied me down to the bed almost as soon as I had woken up that morning, Melissa reappeared as a far more put-together version of herself. Her dark hair hung in loose, full waves that framed her pretty face, her green-brown eyes seeming to glow under a dark dusting of makeup. Her lips were painted a deep, dark red that made the blood roar in my ears as she smiled at me. She still wore the tank top I had last seen her in, with the mouth-watering plunge of her cleavage still showing in the low-cut neckline. But she had put on a skirt, a flowing gray garment that reached halfway down her thighs. I

didn’t have time to consider what this new development might mean, though. I was too busy trying to see what she held in her hands. 

“OK,” Melissa grinned as she stepped to the side of my bed. I felt the slight weight of the toys as she set them down on the mattress beside me, and her red lips lifted in a devious smile as she watched me trying to see what she had brought. “I just got this online,” she grinned, “and I’ve been dying to test it out on you.” I groaned into the wet mess of her panties as my step sister took my hard cock in her hand again, holding it firmly as she gazed down at me. The hot blood roared in my ears, and my cock throbbed in her hand, and there could be no better demonstration of the power she held over me as I moaned and thrashed helplessly beneath her, driven to distraction by nothing more than a single hand of hers. 

Gasping with pleasure, I writhed on the mattress while Melissa pulled something from her pile of toys. My eyes widened as I struggled to see over the swell of my own chest as I felt something besides her hand touch my skin. It felt like cloth of some kind, and Melissa giggled to hear me moan with pleasure and desire as I felt her take my balls in her other hand. She had me completely at her mercy, my manhood totally contained in her grasp. But Melissa had no intention of giving me what I so desperately, so obviously wanted from her. I felt her wrapping something around my balls, and I winced at the cool touch of metal against the sensitive skin at the back of my scrotum. 

"You know, we should probably get rid of this nasty hair down here," Melissa said as a slight frown appeared on her pretty face. "I like my slave boys smooth." She flashed a brilliant smile again that made my heart thump harder in my chest. She was like that, as changeable and mercurial as a stormy sky. And every bit as beautiful. That unpredictability, that faint air of menace and danger that marked her out from other similarly pretty girls, was only part of what made my step sister so utterly sexy to me. I winced again as I felt whatever it was she had put on me get slightly tighter, like a thick band around the top of my scrotum. My cock sprang free as Melissa released it, and I felt the bed sink a little under her weight as she sat

down on its edge. The warmth of her body pressed against me, her hip against mine as she half-turned to smile down at me from her position of unassailable power. Reaching again for her pile of toys, she lifted something small and black in her hand. 

“I’ve decided you need training,” she grinned at me. “I’m thinking about making you into my horny little pet. But that means you need to be trained. Like a dog.” Her pretty eyes flashed at that, and I felt a faint shudder race along my spine as I lay beside her. I should have been scared, I know, and I suppose I was. But the fear I felt was struggling to make itself noticeable against the rising roar of lust that filled me as I gazed up at my young mistress. She never seemed to have a moment’s doubt about any of this. She controlled me as though it was her absolute right, as though she never stopped to wonder why I was so ready to do what she said. Melissa took it all for granted, the way that the beautiful people of the world so often do. 

“They use these to train dogs,” Melissa went on, waving the small black device in her hand. “So I thought it would be appropriate for you, with a few modifications. It’s a simple idea. Whenever you do something I don’t like, you get this.” Melissa pressed a button with her thumb. At once, I felt a strange sensation of heat against my skin, underneath my balls. I sucked in air as the feeling grew more painful, accompanied by a strange buzzing sensation that made me writhe uncomfortably on the bed. I cried out for Melissa to stop, my voice muffled by her panties that were still in my mouth, and she giggled at my discomfort. All at once, the pain stopped. 

“It’s an electric shock collar,” Melissa explained, raising her voice slightly over the sound of my labored breathing as I recovered. 

“I can activate it with this remote control any time I want. I can also set it up to shock you if you go too far from a set point, like if you try to leave the house without permission. That was just a level three shock, by the way. Want to see what level ten feels like?” 

“No!” I yelled, or tried to yell. Her panties muffled my cry, but my intention couldn’t have been more clear as I flung my head frantically

from side to side. Melissa laughed out loud, pleased by the fear she could no doubt see on my face. My heart pounded in my chest as I saw her thumb move over the remote control again. Her face was a picture of evil delight as she pressed another button. 

The pain was exquisite. I howled into Melissa’s panties. My back arched, lifting my hips off the bed as though my cock and burning balls were rising into the air to get away from the cruel shock collar. 

The headboard of my bed creaked and groaned as I struggled against the shorts that held my arms bound, the whole bed protesting as I thrashed in pain. I could hear a similar creaking inside the tight confines of my skull as I ground my teeth together, the muscles in my neck as tight and hard as the rest of my body. 

Melissa’s skirt swirled around her thighs as she sprang up from the bed, away from my wild thrashing. The pain stopped as instantly as it had begun, and I fell back onto the mattress, panting and gasping in air that still rang with my cries of pain. Melissa gazed down at me with wide eyes, an expression of something akin to wonder on her face. The power this device gave her was instantly obvious. And while fear replaced the pain that had fled in the churning caverns of my brain, I shivered again as I watched a wild smile light up Melissa’s gorgeous face. 

“Oh my god,” she grinned. “That was awesome! That’s what happens if you don’t do what your sister tells you. I think you’ll be a good boy after that, don’t you?” 

“Yes,” I babbled, mumbling the humiliating words through the panties in my mouth. My heart trembled as I heard myself speak, but I had no choice. I couldn’t feel that kind of pain again, no matter what it took to get this evil bitch to go easy on me. “Yes, I’ll be good,” I panted. “I’ll do whatever you want.” 

"Fuck, this is too easy," Melissa crowed in triumph. "You're not even putting up a fight. But then, you like it when your sister makes you do naughty things, don't you?" Melissa stepped closer to the bed again. The strangest thing about the pain that the shock collar had inflicted was that it wasn't pure pain. Even in the raw height of the

agony I had felt, the strong buzzing in my genitals had had an edge of pleasure to it. And it was enough to ensure that my cock stayed mercilessly hard through the brief torture. Now Melissa wrapped a hand around my shaft again, and the deep throb of desire swelled in me again, and my step-sister smiled down at me as she toyed with the cock that still buzzed with the memory of the electricity that had flowed through it moments before. 

“Yes,” I gasped, struggling now against desire rather than pain. 

“Yes, I do.” There was no point denying the truth, just as there as no point in correcting Melissa when she claimed to be my sister. This was her game and her rules, and I dreaded seeing her thumb reach for the buttons on the remote she still held in her other hand. 

“And the best part,” Melissa said, making me groan and writhe anew as she ran a single finger lightly down the underside of my twitching cock, “is that you can’t take this collar off. I locked it in place. The only way it comes off is if I decide to unlock you, or if you rip your own balls off.” My groan of despair was lost in Melissa’s laughter. “That’s right, my little pet,” she smirked. “You’re going to need to keep your mistress very, very happy if you don’t want me to fry your balls again.” Stepping closer to the headboard of the bed, Melissa leaned over me as she reached for the shorts she had used to tie me down. In spite of the pain she had inflicted on me - or because of it - I stared up at her body as she bent over me, her tempting breasts swelling against the top of her tank top a few agonizing inches above my face. Her cruelty had not diminished my desire for her, not even a little bit. In the twisted depths of my submissive soul, I was confronted with the strange truth that it had actually enhanced it. And if the satisfied smile on her beautiful face was anything to go by, Melissa knew that. Her dark hair hung around her face as she tugged at the knots she had tied. I felt the pressure on my wrists relieved, and as Melissa dropped her twisted shorts to the floor, I lowered my arms at last. I was free, in a way. But as long as Melissa held the remote control of the shock collar locked around my balls, I could never really be free. She watched with barely concealed amusement as I sat up, reaching tentatively between my

legs. The shock collar was made of black nylon webbing that would resist a cut or tear, and it held a small black box next to my skin, underneath my balls. Melissa hadn’t been lying. I could see a small brass padlock dangling from the clasp that kept the collar together. 

The strap was tight enough that it would never go over my balls. I was trapped. And Melissa’s giggles only made my cock throb harder as I looked back at her. 

“See?” she said with unconcealed delight. “I’ve got you by the balls. Literally.” She laughed at the shudder that visibly raced through me as she waved the remote in her hand. My flinch delighted her, but I was relieved that her thumb didn’t reach for the buttons of the remote. Not yet, at least. 

“Now we can have some fun,” Melissa grinned. “But first, we need to establish some ground rules. Stand up.” My whole body trembled as I rose slowly to my feet. My cock jutted out from my body, pointing towards Melissa as I stood in front of her at the side of the bed, and she made no attempt to disguise her gaze as she took in the state of my arousal. I felt awkward, standing in front of her completely naked and exposed while she remained fully clothed. But my cock throbbed with excitement at the thought that it was a situation I should most probably get used to. 

Melissa seemed to be considering. Her lips pursed as she contemplated her next move, and I waited in silence. The thought occurred to me that I could rush her now, try to overpower her and get the remote out of her hand. I was much bigger than her, of course. I'm no fighter, but Melissa was a slender girl, and I had some confidence that I could overcome her. Even with her self-defense knowledge, I figured I had at least a decent chance. But what if I failed? It didn't bear thinking about. The memory of the pain she had inflicted on me with the simple press of a button was too fresh in my mind to allow me to risk another shock like that. I had no doubt that Melissa's retribution would be terrible. All I could do was wait and see what she had in mind. And when her face suddenly lit up with

another bright and beautiful and terrifying smile, I knew that she had made her decision. 

"Get on your knees," she finally said. The hand that clutched the remote control pointed to the floor, index finger outstretched. "That's where a slave belongs. And that's what you are now. My pathetic little slave." I didn't argue. I dropped to my knees on the floor of my own bedroom, looking up at Melissa as she preened above me. Her skirt swished around her lovely legs as she stepped towards the bed, and I shifted backward as she sat down on the edge of the mattress. 

Plucking at her skirt fastidiously, she sat above me, her bare feet brushing against my thighs as she swung her legs. 

"That's better," Melissa smiled. "That's how you should always be around me unless I tell you otherwise. I am a goddess, and you need to treat me like one. I deserve to be worshiped." I didn't disagree. An instinct for self-preservation screamed at me not to piss off the woman who could bring me such incredible pain with the simple push of a button. But if I'm being honest, there was more than simple fear in my silence. I gazed up at Melissa from my knees, the beautiful girl I had been lusting after since high school, and my heart swelled with desire as I watched her smile down at me. She did look like a goddess. That was the simple truth. And worshiping her was something I was happy to do. In fact, if the truth be told, it was something I had always done. 

“Do you like my feet?” Melissa’s eyes were downcast as she spoke, and I felt her feet move in my lap as her toes slid over my thighs. I sighed as she used her foot to stroke the underside of my cock, giggling at how easy it was to tease me as she watched me squirm. The skin of her feet was smooth and soft, and in my hyper-aroused state, even the slightest touch of any part of her body felt like heaven. 

“Yes,” I said, my voice catching on the raw edge of my lust as I spoke. Tentatively, almost reverently, I reached out towards her and took her ankles in my hands. Her feet continued to move over my

legs, my lap, my hard cock and balls, and Melissa’s soft giggle made me shudder with desire. 

“Uh-uh,” she said, shaking her pretty head slowly. “That’s not how you talk to your goddess.” I opened my mouth in protest as I saw her hand move over the remote, but before I could say a word, my voice rose in a cry of pain as Melissa shocked me. I was relieved to find that it wasn’t the agony of level ten that she had given me, but the pain she did was deliver was a stark reminder of what she could do to me if she wanted to. As the pain faded, II stared up at her from my knees. 

“How should I talk to you?” I muttered around the panties that were still in my mouth. Smiling, Melissa bent forward and reached between my parted lips to pluck her underwear from my mouth and drop it to the floor beside me. 

“You will call me…Miss Melissa,” she said with a triumphant smirk. “I don’t want you to ever forget that I’m superior to you. And if you do forget…” Melissa didn’t have to finish her thought. A playful wiggle of the remote she held was more than enough. 

“Ok. Miss Melissa,” I hurriedly said. Melissa smiled, and her feet began to move over my skin again, teased me and toying with me as she sat above me like a queen on her throne. 

“Maybe you should kiss my feet.” Melissa spoke quietly, with an endearing smile. But she had that remote control. We both knew what her ‘maybe’ meant. My stomach fluttered nervously as I gazed up at her. The silence in the bedroom at that moment was loud enough for me to hear the hammering of my own heart in my ears. 

Melissa's eyes glittered like jewels as I shifted back on my knees. I lowered my face almost to the floor, and my cock throbbed at the realization that I was basically groveling at the feet of the girl I desired most in the world. I heard Melissa laugh in sheer delight as she felt my lips brush against the skin of her feet. And I kissed her. 

While she sat in my bed and laughed at my abject humiliation, I prostrated myself and kissed the feet of my sexy step sister. The

shame and humiliation and utter desire I felt in that moment were almost enough to make me cum right there on the spot as I humbly worshiped Melissa's feet. 

“That’s a good boy,” Melissa purred. The bed creaked as she squirmed on the mattress, and my cock throbbed again at the thought that all this might be turning her on, just as it was turning me on. I kissed her feet more passionately, abandoning myself to the shameful act as my desire swamped all other considerations. 

Melissa let me do it. Up above, I could hear her breathing, loud and heavy in the quiet of the bedroom that was otherwise punctured only by the soft sound of my lips against her skin. 

"Enough," Melissa said at last, after what seemed like a very long time. I lifted my face from the floor to see her cheeks flushed pink, her eyes glittering as she stared at me. My cock throbbed fiercely. There was no doubt about it. Having me worship her feet had turned my stepsister on. And that poured gasoline on the flames of my own desire. 

“Go to my bedroom,” Melissa said, snapping her commands at me as though in an effort to disguise the shortness of her breath. 

“Fetch my shoes out of my closet. The red high heels. Bring them back here and put them on me.” I didn’t waste any time wondering why. I simply did as I was told. But as I started to rise to my feet, Melissa shook her head. A wicked smiled showed on her face as she stopped me with a word. 

“No,” she said sharply. “I didn’t give you permission to stand. 

You can crawl there on your hands and knees. And hurry up. I’ll be waiting.” My heart was in my throat as I sank back to the floor. 

Disobeying Melissa was a bad idea, I knew that. My father was out of the house, but I didn’t know where his wife was. Melissa laughed behind me as I crawled to the door and poked my head out. The hallway outside was empty. Hurrying as fast as I could, I scampered around the corner to Melissa’s room. In the darkness of her closet, I found a pair of red high heels among the extensive collection of

shoes she owned. Holding the shoes by their thin heels in one hand, I hurried back to my own bedroom. 

Melissa still sat on my bed. Her skirt fanned out over her crossed legs as she watched me approach with a sly smile on her face. I placed the shoes on the floor beside me as I kneeled at her feet, and Melissa languidly lifted a foot towards me. I slid one shoe onto her foot, then repeated the process with the other as she re-crossed her legs. The red patent leather of her stilettos shone erotically in the hazy light of my bedroom, and Melissa smiled as she noticed my cock surge. Reaching again for the pile of toys that sat on the bed beside her, she fished out a couple of new devices. 

"Stand up," she ordered. As I rose to my feet, Melissa stood too. 

Her high heels thumped on the floor of my bedroom as she circled around me. Taking hold of one of my wrists, she brought it around behind me, and I trembled with lust as I felt something solid wrap around my arm. Then she repeated the process with the other arm, binding my hands behind my back with a pair of handcuffs. Fear warred with desire in my stomach as I stood naked before my fully dressed stepsister, bound and at her mercy. Melissa's eyes glowed as she looked me over. 

“I’ll tell you what I like about men,” she said as she stood in front of me again. I sighed as I felt her hand take hold of my cock again, tugging lightly at my throbbing manhood while I moaned and groaned in abject lust. “You come with built-in leashes,” she giggled. 

“I mean, think about it. If you weren’t meant to serve women, why would you come with a leash that automatically extends when you see a beautiful woman?” I said nothing as Melissa giggled at her own wit. It didn’t seem to require a response. But my cheeks prickled with a hot flush of shame as Melissa turned, still holding my cock in her hand. 

“Remember what happens when you don’t do as you’re told,” 

she said, her face momentarily serious. I nodded. As though I could ever forget. 

"Yes, Miss Melissa," I said humbly, and my step-sister smiled again at my submission. 

“Come on then, slave boy,” Melissa grinned as she headed for the open door of my bedroom. I had no choice but to follow as she led me by the cock towards the hallway outside. “Let’s have an adventure.” 







 
 
    3. Exposed To His Step Mother 
 
      
    

You don’t really realize it when you’re growing up. Kids take things for granted, and when you have no basis of comparison, how would you know how your own lifestyle compares to others? I was at middle school before I began to realize that my father was a wealthy man. He might not be around as much as the fathers of the other kids I went to school with, but he provided for me financially in a way that few of my classmates could compare to. It never mattered to me. There’s more to life than money, and I know that. But I’m old enough now to also know that money comes with its own special perks and advantages, as well as some disadvantages. The rich, quite simply, have opportunities that the less well-off simply don’t. 

I don’t know how they met, really. I never asked, and my dad and I don’t have the kind of relationship where we discuss every detail of our lives with one another. His frequent absences kind of preclude that. Besides, when I heard that they were dating, my thoughts were occupied by the thought that my father was dating the mother of my high school crush. I didn’t waste much time wondering how it was that Melissa’s mother came to meet my father. 

The first time I met Robin, though, it was clear to me at once where Melissa got her looks from. The same rich dark hair flowed over both their shoulders, turning slightly coppery sometimes where it caught the light. Melissa’s striking eye color, too, a mix of warm brown and sparkling green in alternating dots and bars of color clearly came from her mother, who exhibited the same colors in a different pattern. Robin had to be in her forties, but you wouldn’t know it from her body. She was more than well-preserved. She had a figure that would put most girls her daughter’s age to shame. And she always dressed in a way that flaunted that figure without being inappropriate. Since she had moved in with y dad and me, I had

never once seen Robin in a pair of sweatpants, even when she was just sitting around the house. It’s men with money that get to marry women like Robin. Not that my dad doesn’t have plenty of other good qualities, I hasten to add. He’s a great guy, and he deserves a good woman. But I can’t help noticing that among my dad and his friends who have similar income levels, not one of them has an unattractive wife. 

But don’t get me wrong. It’s not like I went lusting after my dad’s wife. I’m a straight male, and I know feminine beauty when I see it, even when the woman in question is old enough to be my mother. 

But I had enough on my plate being suddenly forced to live in the same house as my old high school crush. I didn’t need to complicate matters by getting into her mom. I noticed that Robin was hot - any man would. But I didn’t think about it much more than that. And once Melissa began her kinky games with me, there was no room in my head for any other woman. Melissa occupied so much of my mental and physical energy that there wasn’t any left to go thinking about any other woman. And even when I was alone in bed at night, it was Melissa that occupied my thoughts. No Hollywood starlet or adult movie star could ever compete. 

Of course, that was back then. Back before things changed forever. 

I was a bundle of nerves as Melissa led me out of the bedroom door. My dad was away on business, so we didn't have to worry about him. But I didn't know where Robin was. She often spent Saturday mornings at the gym, and I hoped that that was the case again as Melissa led me out into the house by my throbbing cock. 

From the easy confidence of my step sister's movements, I told myself that that had to be the case. Melissa had more self-confidence than I ever would, more than possibly any person I had ever met. But she wasn't crazy. There was no way to know how our parents would react if they found out what was going on between us, but I couldn't imagine that their response would be in any way positive. I was desperate to keep all of this a secret. And if Melissa

was willing to lead me by my erection naked into the rest of the house I was ready to believe that she knew that it was safe to do so. 

Besides, in the state I was in, it was hard to even think straight. 

Melissa’s hand was wrapped tightly around my cock as she used it like a leash to lead me through the hallway and down the stairs. 

Even fully clothed, she looked amazing. Her tight tank top clung to her torso, and it was all I could do to stifle a groan of lust as I followed her downstairs, treated to a teasing glimpse into her deep cleavage from above. Her skirt flared out from her waist, ending a few inches above the knee as it floated like a cloud around her gorgeous thighs. The red high heel shoes she had made me put on her made her strut in a way I couldn’t ignore, the muscles of her young legs showing with every step as she swayed her way through the house in front of me. She was the sexiest thing I had ever seen, and I wanted her even more than I was scared of her, which by that point was really saying something. The memory of eating her pussy that morning still haunted me, making my cock throb in her hand as she led me onwards, and I could only hope that I would be allowed such a privilege again. If I only did what Melissa said. 

But as Melissa led me around a corner into the living room of the house, I couldn't help myself. I gasped and felt myself freeze to the spot as fear crawled up my spine the same way the electricity from Melissa's shock collar had raced through my body. We weren't alone in the house. Robin was there. 

She sat on the large white sofa, her head turned towards us. 

Her mouth was open. She looked stunned. Her beautiful eyes raced up and down my body, drawing a cold shiver wherever her bright gaze touched. The green shirt she wore was cut in a deep V over the obvious swell of her voluptuous breast, and a broad black belt encircled her narrow waist. A black skirt hugged her hips and thighs jealously, its hem riding up slightly as she sat with legs crossed. The tall black boots she wore rose to her knees, the leather shining in the light as she moved. My cock throbbed shamefully in Melissa’s hand. 

Robin would have looked sexy in any circumstances, dressed the

way she was. But in my humiliated and aroused state, she looked like sex incarnate, leaning forward from the sofa as she stared at me in disbelief. 

“What the fuck is going on?” Robin’s words shattered the silence as she spoke. Despite the early hour, she was already wearing her customary makeup, her skin appearing flawless and free of flaws under her foundation. She looked so much like her lovely daughter, and yet so different at the same time. It was as though Melissa’s youthful beauty was sharpened by the years her mother had on her, polished and made to shine by experience and knowledge. Robin was elegant and classy, whereas Melissa was fresh and vigorous. 

They were both deeply sexy in their different ways, almost like the same woman seen at different periods in her life, the first flush of womanhood and its full and beautiful maturity. I didn’t know where to look. But the erection that throbbed in Melissa’s hand left no doubt as to what was going through my head as I looked from one woman to another. My arousal only compounded my shame as my cheeks burned with red-hot humiliation. 

“I’m training him,” Melissa said, as though it was the most natural thing I the world. My cock bounced in her hand as she shrugged, and I bit my lip to keep from crying out at the sensation I so desperately craved. “He needs to learn how to treat a woman, so I thought I should teach him.” 

“Another one?” Fine lines appeared in Robin’s brow as she frowned. As she crossed her arms, I couldn’t help but notice the way her breasts rose on her chest, the outline of her cleavage appearing in the deep V neck of her top. Melissa smiled at her mother as she shrugged again. 

"Why not?" she said. "He's had a hard-on for me for years. Isn't that right, slave boy?" Melissa turned her eyes on me, and now two sets of beautiful green-brown irises were fixed on me. The stares of the women practically pinned me to the spot. I felt as though I was shrinking, as though I were only a few inches tall, a mere insect in

the presence of these two beauties. I cleared my throat before I spoke. 

“Yes…Miss Melissa,” I stammered. I heard Robin gasp, and my skin prickled with heat as Melissa giggled. 

“Oh my God,” Robin groaned. Her boots shone as she moved, flopping back against the couch cushions and tossing her dark trailing hair back from her face. “What is Peter going to say?” 

"Nothing, if we don't tell him," Melissa said. She started forward, towards the couch where her disbelieving mother sat, and with her hand still wrapped around my cock, I had no choice but to follow along behind her like a well-trained pet. Melissa was right about that at least, I thought with a fresh flush of shame. My erect cock was proving to be a very effective leash, both metaphorically and literally. 

Our living room had never felt so huge as it did on that day, as Melissa led me across it at glacial speed. Robin's eyes moved over my body again as I shamefully approached, hardly able to look my stepmother in the eye. With my hands cuffed behind my back, I couldn't even attempt to cover myself. There was something appraising in Robin's gaze, now that her initial shock had subsided a little. I felt as though she was sizing me up, and a strange impulse inside me hoped that she liked what she saw. 

Melissa released my cock as she stood in front of the sofa. 

Smoothing her skirt behind her, she turned and sat down beside her mother. Her pretty face grinned up at me as her mother’s eyes coolly speculated. 

“Kneel,” Melissa smiled, pointing at the floor. Robin’s sculpted eyebrows rose up her forehead as she glanced at her daughter. I hadn’t for a moment forgotten the remote control that Melissa held in her hands. Robin’s startled gaze returned to me as I sank without a word to my knees. As I kneeled on the floor at their feet, I thought I saw some slight tremor on Robin’s plushy lips. Whether it was the start of a smile or of a sneer, I couldn’t say. 

“What if your little boy toy here tells him?” Robin asked. She spoke to Melissa just as though I wasn’t there, as though I was some animal or object incapable of speech. But her eyes stayed on me. A sliver of her white teeth showed, and there was no longer any doubt about it. Robin was smiling. A sly and almost grudging smile that was no less beautiful for the nervousness it caused to bloom in my stomach. If I had hoped Robin might save me from her daughter -

and I’m not at all sure that I did - that hope was quickly evaporating. 

“He’s not going to do that,” Melissa chuckled. “He wouldn’t dare do something that would piss me off that much. He’s terrified of me. 

Aren’t you, boy?” Melissa had crossed her legs too as she sat down beside her mother, mimicking something of the older woman’s easy elegance. Melissa’s red shoe bounced as she pointed her toe at me, and I could see the hint of menace in her smiling eyes. Melissa’s smile grew deeper as my eyes darted momentarily towards the remote control hidden in her hand before I answered. 

"Yes, Miss Melissa," I said. Robin's silky hair shone as she slowly shook her head from side to side. Melissa was practically squirming in her seat, glowing with obvious delight. I realized that this was no accident. This had been Melissa's plan all along. She couldn't wait to show me off, bound and conquered, to her mother. 

And from the look on Robin's face, I was starting to believe that Melissa had been right to not fear her mother's reaction. 

“Besides, he loves me,” Melissa went on. “He’s wanted me for years. If he tells his dad what’s been going on, I’ll never play with him again. And that would break his silly little submissive heart. 

Right?” 

“Yes, Miss Melissa.” My head hung as I spoke. Robin shrieked with outraged laughter as I mumbled the humiliating words. 

“Really? You like my daughter treating you like this?” Robin smiled down at me from the sofa as though it was some unreachable tower, the two of them floating high above the deep pit of shame and desire I wallowed in. I could feel Melissa watching e as I turned my gaze to her mother, and I knew what she wanted to hear. It was no

more than the truth. But sometimes, the truth hurts more than even an electric shock collar. 

“Yes,” I said, speaking the words into the deep sigh that left my body while the women laughed at my plight. “Yes, I do.” No sooner had the words left my trembling lips than I felt a spasm pass through my body. The painful heat bloomed a the back of my balls again, and I moaned out loud as I writhed, as though I could somehow hope to escape the pain Melissa was inflicting on me. Once again, she kept the shock low, enough to hurt without subjecting me to the ordeal of another level ten punishment. For that, I supposed, I could be grateful. 

“That’s not how you address a woman,” Melissa said. Ac sadistic fire burned in her eyes as she scowled at me. “Least of all my mother. You will address her with the proper respect.” 

"Yes, Miss Melissa," I panted through gritted teeth as the pain continued. "I'm sorry, Miss Melissa. I'm sorry, Miss Robin." The pain subsided as the words were torn from my throat, and the two women burst out laughing. Their gorgeous bodies pressed against one another as Melissa leaned against Robin, hooting with amusement at my submission. 

“Miss Robin?” Robin spluttered as she regained some control over herself. “I’m not crazy about that.” 

"He'll call you whatever you want," Melissa explained. "Mistress, Ma'am, Goddess, Your Highness. Whatever we tell him to." 

“Is that so?” The smile spread slowly across Robin’s beautiful face, like the sun moving over a ravishing landscape as the clouds depart. “No one ever called me a goddess before. I kind of like it.” 

“Done,” Melissa grinned. “You heard her, right, slave?” 

"Yes Miss Melissa," I panted, eager to spare myself further pain. 

"Yes, Goddess." The women shrieked with laughter again as I debased myself, and my cock throbbed. The truth was, sitting as she was above me Robin did look like a goddess. A goddess of sex and desire who must be appeased. They both did, mother and daughter. 

Even through the aftershocks of pain that slowly receded in my body, I felt an overwhelming desire to do as I was told. 

“Where on earth do you find these boys?” Robin grinned. My heart contracted. The idea that I wasn’t the first man to fall for Melissa’s dominant charms had never occurred to me. But now that the specter had been raised, I found myself strangely troubled by the thought. It shouldn’t matter to me what my step sister had done in the past, but for some reason, it did. The thought that she had played these same games with others, while it explained a lot, made my heart heavy with a jealousy I had no right to. 

"They find me," Melissa grinned. "Sometimes I think all guys are like this, deep down. They just need a little push to get started. Once they realize their place, on their knees at our feet - well, that's when the real fun starts." Both the women were looking at me again, and I felt again the strange feeling of being absolutely tiny and insignificant in front of them. 

“What’s that thing? Around his…equipment?” I cringed as Robin nodded her head towards my bobbing cock, her dark hair swaying as she moved. Melissa’s smile grew bigger. 

"It's a shock collar," she explained. "That's how I get him to do what I want. If he doesn't do as he's told, or if he questions me, or if I just feel like it, I give his little balls a little shock, and it brings him right in line." 

"Oh my God." Robin pressed a ringed hand to her chest, and her boots shone as she shifted in her seat. "You're so mean to him!" 

Robin could act shocked all she wanted. But the smile on her face gave her away just as much as the rapid darting glances she cast in my direction. Her daughter's ingenuity seemed to impress her as much as my submission did. Under the hem of her tight skirt, I saw Robin press her thighs together, and my cock ached as it swelled towards her. 

“He loves it,” Melissa shrugged. “Besides, that’s the easiest way to train a man. Just like training a dog. I only put it on him an hour

ago, and look how obedient he is already. Come on, little brother. 

Show mom how you worship me.” Melissa pointed down at her feet as she spoke. Feeling Robin’s glowing eyes on me, I shifted on my knees. Both women watched, wreathed in smiles, as I bent slowly at the waist. Another chorus of laughter broke out as Robin watched me kiss her daughter’s foot right there in the living room. 

“This is crazy,” Robin said. But her eyes never left my bent body as I groveled at her daughter’s feet. 

“Makes sense to me,” Melissa giggled. “You know what boys are like. They need us to teach them, or else they start acting like animals.” 

“Well, that’s true,” Robin smiled. “Maybe if I had treated your father this way, I wouldn’t have had to go through that whole nightmare.” 

“Do you want to try?” Melissa turned on the couch as she smiled at her mother. 

“What do you mean?” But Melissa didn’t answer her mother. 

Instead, she turned back to me, a wide smile on her pretty face as she raised the remote control in her hands. 

“Slave boy, you need to worship your goddess,” she said in a stern tone while I gazed up at her from her feet that shone with my kisses. “Get over there and lick her boots like a good boy.” Robin exploded with outraged laughter, her upper body falling back against the sofa again. But Melissa’s eyes glowed with a clear challenge as she stared down at me. My knees protested as I crawled across the floor towards Robin. I could hear the older woman struggling against the mocking laughter that bubbled up inside her as she watched me kneel in front of her. Melissa’s instructions had been perfectly clear. 

Bending forward, I extended my tongue and closed my eyes. The leather of her boots was smooth and supple under my tongue, and at last robin’s laughter burst forth like a sparkling stream as I lapped pathetically at her legs. 

"Oh, that feels so weird!" Robin giggled. But I noticed she did not move away. I let my tongue slide over her boots, my head creeping slowly higher towards the bare skin of her thigh beneath the hem of her skirt. My cock was throbbing as though it was ready to burst as I groveled before my stepmother. 

“It’s where slave boys belong,” Melissa said. “Licking the boots of their superiors.” The sofa groaned beside Robin as Melissa stood. 

I felt the vibration of her footsteps on the floor as she stood beside me. Her long hair tickled my bare shoulder as she bent over me, and I felt her hand against my head as she seized a handful of my air. I blinked in the light as she yanked my head upwards, making e rise on my knees to see Robin’s beautiful face smiling down at me. Her eyes were glittering in the same way her daughter’s did. The two women’s obvious delight was doing nothing to assuage the lust I felt deep In my body. 

“You think he’s been a good boy, Goddess?” Melissa smiled as she spoke, and Robin raised a hand, horizontally in the air, waving it from side to side in a gesture that suggested she was undecided. 

Melissa’s smile was chilling. 

“Well, I guess it wasn’t bad,” she said. “He’s still in training, after all. And he looks about ready to cum, don’t you think?” Robin laughed out loud, outraged and amused by her daughter’s forwardness. But Melissa didn’t wait for any reply. Releasing my air, she turned and stepped over her mother’s feet. Pulling up the front of her skirt, she pulled my face between her legs. She wore no underwear, and I groaned in desire as I ran my tongue over the wetness of her lips. Melissa groaned too, sighing happily at the feel of my mouth against her dripping sex as I craned my neck to reach her and lapped willingly at her pussy. 

"This is about all he's good for," Melissa said above me as I kneeled with my head under her skirt. "And even that needs work. 

But he'll get good at it, once I'm done with him." A sudden buzzing behind my balls made me jump, and I moaned as the shock collar did its evil job. The shock Melissa had given me was mild, just

enough to remind me that she could do worse if she chose to. In the helpless position I was in, it was more than enough to make me lick her pussy with greater effort, and soon she was mewling and sighing in delight. Not that that stopped her from continuing to shock my balls at odd intervals as I licked her. And every cry of shock and pain I made only caused Melissa's pleasure to grow, her body vibrating with a pleasure that harmonized with my pain. 

Even with all the sensations that were flooding my body, threatening to overwhelm me, I felt something hard against my thighs. The sharp heel of Robin’s tall boot, sliding over my skin in a way I was sure would leave a mark. The toe of the glossy boot I had just licked tapped against my erection, and I moaned again as my sexy stepmother began to rub her foot against the shaft of my cock. 

Desperate for sensation, I bucked my hips back and forth, rubbing myself against Robin’s foot while I licked her daughter and my balls buzzed with electricity. 

“Look at him,” I heard Robin chuckle. “he’s rubbing his cock against my foot like a little bootfucker!” 

“I told you,” Melissa panted, her voice deepened by a growl of pleasure. “He’s a little perv. He loves this stuff. All he’s good for is serving us however we see fit.” I groaned as the shock collar buzzed again, and Robin cackled in delight. As Melissa moaned above me, I could feel my own pleasure mounting. Despite the irregular shocks, I thought at first. But as the shocks continued and Robin’s foot kept working its magic on my writhing body, I came to realize that it was the shocks themselves that were pushing me to the limit of my endurance. 

“Oh fuck,” Melissa moaned above me in a voice I knew. I could feel her pussy trembling against my lips, and I knew what came next. 

With a loud cry, Melissa came, releasing a flood of her juices into my eager mouth as I slurped and swallowed. The nectar of her cum tasted like heaven to me, and I drank it down desperately, using my tongue to probe for more between the lips that convulsed around my organ. The electric shocks were coming thick and fast now as

Melissa’s thumb squeezed the remote, and Robin ground her boot against me, her sharp heel threateningly close to my aching balls, and I cried into Melissa’s pussy as I came. Melissa laughed as she watched me lose control, spurting my cum in a hot river over her mother’s black boot. Sated, she released my head and stepped away, her face flushed with ecstasy as she looked over the scene she had created. 

I felt dizzy. My cock, slowly softening as my orgasm receded, lay across the top of one of Robin's boots. A huge splash of white cum clung to the leather of her foot and shin, dripping slowly down to the floor as she sat with her legs crossed and her arms folded under her breasts. My sexy stepmother stared at me with a look of delight and amazement glowing in her pretty eyes. 

“Quite the mess you’ve made,” she grinned. “You’re right, Melissa. This little slave boy really does want to be our bitch.” 


    




 
 
    4. Trained By His Step Mother 
 
      
    

I’d never had an orgasm like that before. I mean, I’m not going to claim that I have a ton of sexual experience anyway. I wasn’t exactly the coolest kid in high school, and when Melissa rejected me, what little confidence I had was decimated, along with much of my social standing. I was hardly inundated with offers from girls after that. Until Melissa and Robin moved in with my dad and me and my stepsister began to pull me into her twisted little games, most of my sexual experience was confined to lonely fantasies and internet porn. But even in my wildest imaginings, I had never pictured a scene quite like the one I know found myself drawn into. As my lust subsided, the growling monster placated for now by the afterglow of orgasm, my shame rose. I felt utterly humiliated, kneeling on the floor at my stepmother’s feet with my cock slowly dripping the last sad remnants of my cum out onto the floor in front of her. She sat on the sofa above me like a queen on her throne, and a slight smile shone on her pink lips, and her gorgeous green-brown eyes, the same eyes as her daughter had, pierced me to the heart as she stared me down. It was too much. My heart beat slowly in my chest like a mule trying to kick its way out of the prison of my ribs. I could feel Melissa’s juices cooling on my cheeks in the living room air, and that only added to the burning sense of humiliation I felt as I kneeled before the two women, mother and daughter, with my hands cuffed behind my back and my cock dripping. It was hard to imagine ever feeling lower and more disgraced than I was at that moment. 

But then, I never had Melissa’s imagination. 

"You're just going to get your filth all over my mom's boots like that?" Her tone was harsh, despite the orgasm I knew I had just given her. That was twice in a single morning that I had brought my

stepsister to orgasm with my mouth, but if anything, it only seemed to make her even crueler and more demanding. I turned my head towards her, cringing with shame as my cheeks glowed bright red, and saw her standing above me, her hands on her hips, her skirt lowered again to hide her nudity as she loomed above me. She raised an eyebrow, and I trembled inside. She looked so high and haughty, so proud and dominant. And I knew the cost of disobeying her. Melissa still held the remote control of the shock collar in her hand. With nothing more than the push of a button, she could inflict tremendous pain on me. We both knew she was more than capable of it. 

But as I stared up at her, trying and failing to ignore the barely suppressed laughter of Robin sitting on the sofa in front of me, I found myself frozen to the spot. My mouth opened and closed, but the power of speech seemed to have left me. I didn’t know what she wanted, other than to humiliate me for her own pleasure. I was terrified of Melissa. I still am. But the really scary part was how badly I wanted her. 

“Go on,” Melissa finally said, and each word she spoke seemed to echo in my brain with the leaden weight of a tombstone. “Clean up your cum.” 

“Melissa!” Robin was scandalized. But I heard the laughter in her voice. It wasn’t in protest that she cried out, but mere surprise. 

While my heart tumbled in my chest, Melissa stood above me, smiling slightly now as she stared at me kneeling at her feet. Slowly, slowly, she lifted the hand that held the remote control. 

"Please, Miss Melissa," I babbled, only just remembering to use her title in time. "Please - untie me. I promise I won't try to escape, I swear." Melissa's lips parted in a broad grin now as I begged. In the back of my mind, I knew what she wanted, and horror and revulsion clawed at my heart while I pleaded with my kinky stepsister. Just out of my line of sight, I could hear Robin trying not to cackle with amusement. Her tall black boots shone in my peripheral vision, white streaks of my cum still showing on the glossy black material where I

had lost control of myself. Yes, I knew what Melissa wanted. I could hardly bring myself even to acknowledge it. But I knew where all this was headed. And I knew there was almost nothing I could do to stop it. 

“Are you arguing with me, slave boy?” Melissa’s voice dripped with menace. She seemed to grow taller as she spoke, looming over me while I shrank down to nothing on the floor in front of her. So hard to reconcile the dominant goddess standing in front of me with the sweet, pretty girl I had had such a crush on in high school. But they were one and the same, two sides of the same irresistible coin. 

For all the countless hours I had spent fantasizing about being with Melissa, I had never thought it would actually happen after that first crushing rejection. And I never in my wildest dreams thought it would be anything like this. 

“No, Miss Melissa,” I hurriedly panted. I didn’t need more than the tone of her voice to know that talking back would most definitely be frowned on. Intense feelings of shame and fear and disgust and desire warred inside me, and my whole body trembled with the effort of trying to contain so many conflicting thoughts. But Melissa seemed to have no such doubts. Her thumb hovered over the buttons of the remote control in her hand, and my nerve broke. With the heavy movements of a man walking towards his own execution, I turned on my knees to face Robin again. 

Robin’s eyes were glowing as she stared down at me over her long legs. Two whirlpools of warm brown flecked with emerald green watched as I shuffled forward and bent my face down towards her feet. My stomach churned. I hesitated, and both women laughed out loud as I yelped and jumped in surprise and fear at the sudden buzzing of the shock collar strapped to my testicles. Melissa had shown an uncharacteristic level of mercy; the shock was not the full force ten I had feared, but a far milder setting. A mere prod to get on with it, a reminder of what she could do to me if she so chose. I closed my eyes as I breathed in the faint scent of the leather of Robin’s boots, mixed with the smell of my own cum. My blind tongue

found the slick leather of her boot, and I heard a soft sigh rise from Robin’s throat at the sensation. The air crackled around us. My tongue moved up her boot, and I grimaced as I felt the wetness of my ejaculate. 

“That’s it,” Melissa purred behind me. “Lap it all up. That’s how slave boys cum from now on.” Robin chuckled above me as I reluctantly swallowed. The shame of what I was doing was practically a presence in the room with us, like a great weight that had settled on my shoulders, trying to push me downwards to the floor. I could hear the two women, my beautiful stepsister and her equally beautiful mother, trying not to laugh as they watched me debase myself. And I suppose I shouldn’t have been surprised at what happened next. But I was. Surprised and deeply ashamed, as I felt my cock begin to harden again. The feel of Robin’s leather boot against my tongue and the sound of her soft laughter, the smell of her faint perfume and the warmth of her body, all worked together to get my arousal bubbling again. I felt my stomach starting to tighten as I licked the remnants of my orgasm off the boots of my stepmother, completely humiliated yet desperate for more. 

“You have this boy whipped already,” Robin purred. I heard the springs of the sofa sigh as she reclined, leaning back against the cushions while she accepted my worship. The sound of Melissa’s satisfied laughter pierced me to the core as I swallowed down my cum. My cock was throbbing now, making the shock collar grow tighter around my genitals as I licked and lapped. 

“It’s too easy,” Melissa chuckled. “He wants me so bad, he was already halfway to being my slave, even back in high school. It just took me a while to realize what I could use him for.” 

“So how long has this been going on for?” I continued to clean Robin’s boots with my tongue while the women talked above my bowed back as though I wasn’t even there. 

“A couple of months,” Melissa said. “As you can see, he still has a lot to learn. But he’s coming along. I figure it’s like training a pet. 

Men aren’t all that bright, but they can learn with the proper encouragement.” Both women laughed at that. 

“I have to say, I’m shocked,” Robin went on. “The thought of you two…but I guess if it makes you both happy. I don’t know how Peter would feel about it, but you’re both adults now. It’s definitely…

unusual, but it’s your life.” 

"It's just a bit of fun," Melissa explained. "You know how it is. 

Some boys just need to be put in their place. Don't tell me you never tried it." I heard the slow intake of Robin's breath before she let out a long sigh. She seemed to be thinking. 

“I tried a few things in my time,” she said at last. “The odd kinky game, here and there. Nothing like this though. I envy your generation sometimes. We were so much more repressed than you.” 

“Never had a guy lick his cum off your boots?” I could hear the smile in Melissa’s voice as she spoke, and the matching one in Robin’s when she replied. 

“Never,” she said. 

"First time for everything, I guess. How are you doing down there, boot licker?" I felt the vibration of Melissa's footsteps through the floor as she stepped towards me. Her fingers pushed through my short hair as she seized a fistful and raised my head towards her. 

She and her mother looked so alike, the same dark beauty separated by years that had been incredibly kind to Robin, and my cock throbbed again as the two of them smiled down at me. 

"Fine, Miss Melissa." There didn't seem to be much else to say. I knew that my young mistress didn't want to hear any complaints from me. Beneath me, her mother's boots shone with a faint coat of my saliva, the black leather glistening wetly. No trace of my cum remained on robins legs. I had seen to that. My stomach churned in revulsion at what I had done, but my disgust did nothing to alleviate the rampant lust that echoed through my body as the two women smiled at me. I was caught in the web of their beauty and their

power, and it was more than the fear of Melissa's punishment that kept me on my knees. 

“Good,” Melissa said brusquely. “So you can follow directions. 

That’s going to come in handy.” 

"Look at this!" Robin's giggle belied her age as she peered down at my body. The high heel of her boot glittered in the light as she lifted one foot from the floor, and I couldn't help groaning as her foot tapped against the underside of my cock. "He's hard again already," 

Robin went on, and I almost blushed at the faint note of admiration in her voice. "I forgot what young cock is like." 

“It’s a shame it’s not more use,” Melissa sneered, and now I did blush, my cheeks burning crimson again as Melissa humiliated me further. “It’s not much of a cock, really, is it? It’s a good thing we can find other uses for him.” 

“Have the two of you…had sex?” Robin said, lowering her voice unnecessarily on the final two words. In all the space of my father’s house, there was no one to hear but the three of us. 

“A couple of times,” Melissa said casually, as though there was nothing more normal in the world. “It’s nothing special though. To be honest, I prefer making him go down on me. He’s slowly getting better with his mouth. Maybe after some more training, he won’t need that useless cock at all.” 

While all this was going on, I was struggling to maintain what little composure I had left. Robin was staring right at me the whole time her daughter spoke, and I was afraid of getting lost in the swirling depths of her beautiful eyes. She sat with both hands on the sofa on either side of her, leaning slightly forward, and the rounded shape of her full breasts that were visible under her green shirt made my stomach burn with desire. The wide leather belt she wore emphasized the narrowness of her waist above the spread of her feminine hips in the tight black skirt she wore. T’s not like I’d been oblivious to the beauty of my stepmother before. It’s just that I had been so caught up in my attraction to Melissa that I didn’t think too

much about it. But now I was confronted with the raw sex appeal of my father’s wife, and it was killing me. My cock raged as she continued to tease it with her bobbing foot, and I gritted my teeth against the wave of pleasure that rose inside me. Even as my balls grew tight between my legs, I knew the last thing I wanted to do was to cum again in front of these women. The taste of my own semen was still in my throat, and I knew that Melissa would make me clean her mother’s boots again if I was to lose control. 

“Poor thing,” Robin cooed as she smiled down at me. In its way, her pity was even more humiliating than Melissa’s cruelty. “I’m sure he’s not that bad. He probably just needs a little more practice. Lots of men aren’t that great when they’re young. They’re always in a hurry to get to the end, and don’t pay attention to the journey.” 

“Well this one’s definitely like that,” Melissa giggled. “Way too quick on the draw, if you ask me.” 

“Is that so?” I sighed as Robin lowered her foot away from my trembling cock. The couch creaked again as she leaned further forward, and the deep view down the low V neck of her shirt combined with the feel of her hand on my cock as she leaned forward to make me tremble with desire. “Do you cum too quick for my daughter’s needs? That’s not very polite, you know. Every young man should learn to put a woman’s pleasure first.” The blood roared in my ears as I struggled against every natural impulse in my body. 

Robin’s practiced hand slid up and down my cock, her fingers drawing bright sparks of pleasure from my hot skin, and I moaned and groaned loudly as she toyed with me expertly. I felt my stepmom’s grip tighten, and Robin grinned as she tugged on my cock. 

"Stand up," she said softly. Awkwardly, I rose to my feet, moving carefully while Robin kept a grip on my throbbing manhood. From the corner of my eye, I could feel Melissa watching me, a white sliver of her teeth showing above her dark lip as she grinned. Robin's eyes traveled up and down my body, and she grinned broadly as she took in the sight of me standing naked before her with my hard cock in

her hand. My chest rose and fell rapidly as I breathed, trying with every ounce of willpower I had not to cum as Robin toyed with my cock. 

“It’s very important to me that the two of you get along,” Robin said slowly. Her voice was a low purr as she spoke, and even through the heat haze of my own desire, I found myself wondering if she, too, was getting turned on. The thought was irresistible. Robin chuckled quietly as she felt my cock surge in her hand. 

“You need to keep your stepsister happy,” Robin went on. “That means learning to please her properly. Understand?” 

“Yes, Goddess,” I panted, and Robin smiled again at the sound of the title she had given herself. Her hand continued to stroke my cock as she grinned up at me, and my eyes darted over her gorgeous body, tightly wrapped in her elegant clothes and sexy boots, while my whole body shuddered and shook. 

The couch seemed to sigh in disappointment as Robin stood. 

The dark material of her skirt clung to her thighs as she smoothed it down over her legs, releasing my cock as she did so. The sound of her boot heels echoed on the floor as she slowly paced around me, as though inspecting my naked body. In her heels, she was the same height that I was. As she stood in front of me, I could hardly bring myself to look her in the eye. 

“Yes,” she said at last. “You definitely need to be trained. You’re right, Melissa. Some boys just need instruction.” Melissa giggled as her mother reached out a hand towards her. Robin didn’t need to say a word. Without prompting, Melissa handed over the remote control of the shock collar to her mother. The look of sinister delight on Robin’s face as she took it sent a shiver racing along my spine. 

The shock collar buzzed against my balls, and I cried out in pain as my muscles tightened with electricity. It wasn’t the highest setting, the deep agony that I knew the small plastic box strapped to my balls could produce. But it was stronger than the gentle promptings Melissa had been giving me. Robin howled with laughter as I howled

with pain, and the amusement of the two women only fed my shame and my lust as I writhed before them. 

“Tell the truth, Ben,” Robin said. There was no way not to notice the predatory gleam in her eye as she peered into my face. “You want to fuck my daughter, don’t you?” 

“Yes, Goddess.” That was an easy confession to make. We all knew it, even if my rock-hard cock hadn’t given away my arousal. My desire for Melissa was the engine behind everything else that had happened. And after all they had made me do so far, admitting my attraction was hardly a great trial. 

"What about me? Do you want to fuck me, too?" Robin's finger danced over the tip of my cock, teasing me with her touch while I sighed and moaned. 

“Yes, Goddess,” I confessed, and cried out again as the shock collar buzzed against my balls. 

“Naughty boy,” Robin sneered, although I could see the deep delight that shone in her eyes at my admission. “Thinking dirty thoughts about your stepmother. You need to be punished for that, young man.” The shock collar buzzed again, and I felt a burning sensation as Robin turned up the power. We were getting dangerously close to the higher levels the device was capable of, and I panted in fear as well as lust as the pain slowly subsided. 

“But we can get to that later,” Robin smirked. “Right now, I’m going to teach you to fuck.” Melissa’s eyes darted towards her mother as a look of surprise and delight bloomed on her face. Robin turned to face her daughter, and the two women grinned at each other deviously. 

“Lie down on the couch, honey,” Robin said. “Let’s see if we can teach this boy to put your pleasure first.” 

Melissa wasted no time. Hiking up her skirt, she rolled it up around her waist as she lay down on the sofa her mother had just vacated. Taking hold of my cock again, Robin used it just as her daughter had, like a leash to move me to where she wanted. 

“Down,”Robin ordered, and I climbed onto the couch where she pointed at it, between Melissa’s spread legs. The sight of Melissa’s pussy, wet and dripping and ready for sex, made my cock throb all the more as Robin released it. 

“You know what to do,” Robin grinned as she stood above us, remote control in hand. “Get to work.” It was Melissa’s turn to gasp in surprise and delight as her mother took control. I inched forward on the couch, and Melissa took my cock in her hand, sliding her hips down the sofa towards me as she fed my cock between her wet lips. 

I felt her moan in pleasure, and I moaned myself as I felt the soft wet walls of her sex grip my cock tightly. 

“Move those hips,” Robin said. “Nice and slow to start with. Get her warmed up.” Melissa’s wild laughter turned into a cry of desire as I began to slide my cock in and out of her. The handcuffs that pinned my arms behind my back made it difficult to keep my balance, but I did my best as I plunged my manhood in and out of Melissa’s wet pussy while her mother watched. 

Lost in pleasure as I was, it took a moment for me even to notice the sensation at the back of my balls. I cried out in pain as Robin shocked me again, not hard, but enough to count. Melissa howled in pleasure at the feeling of my cock as the electricity made it vibrate inside her. Standing above us, Robin grinned down at the two of us with a look of utter glee on her beautiful face. 

“Does that feel good, honey?” Robin asked. “When I shock him like that?” 

"Mmm-hmm," Melissa moaned, her dark hair swirling around her flushed face as she nodded. Her cry merged with mine as I felt the insistent buzzing again, making my body tighten as the electricity flowed through it. My pain had become Melissa's pleasure in the most direct way possible, and both mother and daughter seemed to take great joy in that fact as they alternately pleasured and tortured me. Robin looked more like a goddess than ever as she stood over us, her eyes burning with newfound power. She studied my body the way a cat studies its prey, and as I felt my orgasm beginning to swell

up from the pit of my stomach, the shock collar buzzed again. 

Melissa screamed at the sensation of me being shocked while my cock was inside her, but the pain was just enough to make my orgasm subside. I gasped as I realized what Robin was up to. With a skill honed by experience, she could tell when I was about to cum. 

And she used the electric shock of the collar to stop my orgasm in its tracks. In total awe of her power and perversity, I fucked her daughter while she watched, and Melissa's screams filled the air in the living room as I pounded her into the sofa. Her pussy spasmed, and I groaned as I felt the wet walls grow tighter around me, gripping my cock like a fist as she howled her way towards orgasm. The shock collar buzzed again, and the feeling of me writhing in pain sent Melissa over the edge. I felt her cum, drenching my cock and balls in her fluids while my own orgasm faded away. 

“Thank her,” Robin demanded over the sound of her daughter’s pleasure. “Thank her every time she cums. Thank her for gracing your worthless cock with her cum.” 

“Thank you, Miss Melissa,” I panted through the pain and pleasure that warred inside me. “Thank you for cumming.” 

“Oh my God!” Melissa screamed. Her pussy continued to contract around my cock, and her orgasm seemed endless as she basked in limitless waves of pleasure. My balls throbbed with the orgasm that I was denied over and over again, forced to endure Melissa’s selfish pleasure while my own was continually denied. And as Melissa slowly, slowly regained some measure of control over herself, I cried out again as I felt another jolt of pain from the shock collar. 

“Don’t get lazy,” Robin warned, while Melissa laughed deliriously beneath me. “Keep fucking her just like that. Every time you slow down, I’m going to fry your useless little balls. And we’re not going to stop until your stepsister is completely satisfied. Got it?” 



“Yes Goddess,” I panted. And the loud laughter of the women was my reward as I shifted my weight on the couch, pressing my

body against Melissa’s beauty as I moved my hips back and forth. I was totally helpless, totally overcome, totally enraptured by the cruelty and the beauty of the two women I shared my home with. 

And I knew, even as I fucked my stepsister under my stepmom’s watchful eye, that my humiliation and submission and servitude to these two powerful beauties had only just begun. 


    




 
 
    5. Used By His Step Mother 
 
      
    

“Oh my God!” 

Melissa’s gasp was loud and long, drawn out of her body as though against her will. I felt her shudder and shake. I felt every tiny tremor of her body, every muscle that spasmed in utter pleasure. I moaned right along with her, our voices merging in the music of sex as our bodies moved together. But while hers was a cry of nearly unbearable pleasure, mine was a dull groan of utter frustration. I could feel everything, her pussy spasming around my cock for what felt like the hundredth time, gripping my manhood and squeezing while my nerves danced in pleasure. But I had still not cum. 

Clumsy with pleasure, Melissa flailed at me, pushing me away from her with her foot. She gasped again as she felt my cock sliding out of her, my swollen head pushing her dripping lips apart one last time before I vacated her pulsing pussy. She lay back on the couch, her brow glistening with sweat as stray strands of her hair clung to the shining skin. Her eyes were glassy with pleasure, her lips parted around the dark cavern of her mouth. She looked up at me as though she had never seen me before, as though she wasn’t seeing me now, but was looking right through me. Wherever my stepsister had gone, I couldn’t follow. Her pleasure made her alone, cut off from the world that she remained in physically while her trembling heart retreated into some unnamed realm of bliss. 

I kneeled on the sofa between her parted legs and tried to regain my breath. Silver flacks danced in the corners of my vision. 

Melissa lay with her knees bent, her gray skirt bunched up around her thighs, her breasts rising and falling in the tight confines of her tank top as she panted with bliss. Between my own legs, my cock still raged, hard and dripping with the juices of Melissa's many orgasms. I don't know if it was the situation that I was in, my lust

tuned to a near impossible pitch by constant denial, but I was sure that Melissa had never looked as ravishingly beautiful, as impossibly desirable, as she did at that moment, staring up at me from the living room sofa with a faraway look in her beautiful eyes. 

But I wasn’t given long to enjoy it. 

Robin’s boots thumped on the floor as she stepped towards the sofa. I felt her grip the short chain of the handcuffs that held my hands locked behind me back. A faint and dreamy smile bloomed on Melissa’s face as she watched the proceedings. Robin pulled on the chain, and I rose unsteadily to my feet, my hard cock swaying desperately from side to side as I moved. Robin pulled me away from the sofa, and I felt her hand on my shoulder as she pushed down. I knew exactly what she wanted. Suppressing a sigh, I sank again to my knees at the side of the couch. These women knew what they wanted. 

“Not bad,” Robin said grudgingly. She stood in front of me with one hand on her hip, the other still holding the remote control of the shock collar her daughter had attached to my balls. Her tall boots shone in the light, and the memory of a peculiar taste rose in the back of my throat, my cheeks reddening once again at the memory of being forced to lick my own cum from those same boots. And yet, as my cock raged relentlessly, denied the orgasm I should have had as I fucked Melissa, I knew that I would do it again if asked. I would do anything if it meant I got to cum again and relieve this fearsome pressure I could feel in the pit of my stomach, the dull ache in my swollen balls. But as I gazed up at Robin, standing above me in an attitude of complete power, I knew it wasn’t up to me. 

"I love this thing," Robin smiled, waving the small plastic remote in her hand. "I never knew it could be so easy to train a man. My life would have been a lot easier over the years if I'd known, that's for sure. Still, better late than never." Robin took a step backward and bent at the waist, her hands gripping her knees and her dark hair falling around her face as she bent down towards me. I tried to resist the urge to look down the low neck of her top as she studied my

face, that same sinister smile playing on her full lips as she stared at me. 

"Do you really need those handcuffs?" she said teasingly. 

"There's some stuff I want you to do that you'll need your hands for. 

If I take those cuffs off, are you going to be a good boy?" 

“Yes Goddess,” I panted. I knew the deal by now. I knew what these women wanted to hear. I wasn’t there to argue with them, to offer opinions or make demands. They wanted me to obey. They wanted me to submit. In the dark depths of my soul, I wanted the same thing, even as the shame of it roasted my shuddering heart. 

So I told Robin what she wanted to hear. I called her Goddess, the way she demanded, and as she grinned down at me, totally in control and outrageously desirable, it hardly seemed like a stretch. 

My stepmother was undeniably beautiful, and in the full flush of her sexual power, she was impossible to resist. Robin’s smile grew wider as I spoke. 

"Good," she said. "That means no touching that worthless cock of yours, no matter how much you want to. I know what you boys are like with your little thingies, but I want you hard and horny until I say otherwise. Or else you know what happens." Robin didn't need to clarify. Of course, I knew what was at stake. There was still a dull ache in my balls from the countless electrical shocks she had given me while I fucked her daughter using the pain to keep me from reaching orgasm. But all the same, Robin's hand moved over the remote, and I groaned as the shock collar buzzed again against my balls. Just a low level shock this time, more jarring than painful, but more than enough to remind me what she was capable of. 

“Yes Goddess,” I gasped again, doing my best to ignore the faint chuckle that came from Melissa as she watched her mother dominate me. Robin had taken to her newfound power with shocking ease. She had been vague about what she had done in the past when Melissa asked her, but the impression I got had been that she had never taken things as far as Melissa did with me. Yet Robin was taking to all this like a natural. I watched her hair tumble over her

shoulders as she straightened up again, sweeping her dark tresses away from her face as she circled around to stand behind me. 

“Stand up,” she ordered. I rose clumsily to my feet. My entire body was still shaking with suppressed pleasure, the need to cum like a great weight that I struggled under as I stood. Robin’s hands moved against my wrists, and I felt the pressure in my shoulders disappear as she removed the handcuffs. In the heat of the moment, in the depths of my desire, I hadn’t noticed the pain the cuffs were causing until they were removed. Now I rubbed my wrists to get the blood flowing again while Robin circled back around to stand in front of me again. 

"I think we're going to make you our houseboy for the day," she said slowly, as though the thought was just occurring to her. I did my best to suppress another shudder of delight and desire as she ran a single finger slowly down my chest, teasing me mercilessly as her hand drifted slowly down my body. "You're going to do what you're told, and treat us the way we deserve to be treated. You'll wait on us hand and foot. Got it?" 

“Yes, Goddess,” I sighed. The way she said it, her voice dripping with honey, made serving her and Melissa sound like the sexiest thing in the world. Her fingers danced over the skin of my stomach, and my cock lurched as though it was trying to reach her, trying to touch her hand that had brought me so much pleasure, but not quite enough. I felt the hot rush of Robin’s breath as she laughed softly, amused by my obvious desire as I stood trembling in front of her. It was all I could do not to groan in disappointment as she stepped away from me, her hand lifting away from my hungry body as she turned and made her way back to the sofa. Melissa sat up, pulling her skirt down to cover her nakedness while her mother smoothed her own skirt over her hips before sitting down beside her daughter. 

“Now go make us some sandwiches,” Robin said firmly. 

“Training a slave boy like you is hungry work. Bring them to us in here.” Melissa giggled, and Robin’s smiling lips twitched. I blinked. I knew better than to question my new mistress. Especially when she

had the remote control in her hand. So without a word, I turned and made my way to the kitchen. As I retreated through the open door that led to the kitchen, I heard a gale of feminine laughter at my expense, and my cheeks burned even as my cock throbbed. It was a physical process I was getting very familiar with. 

Cold air poured forth as I opened the door of the fridge. Being naked and erect in our kitchen was a new experience for me and not one I necessarily welcomed. My dad was out of town, and in all the sprawling house we shared, there was only the three of us. But in the faint part of my mind that wasn't completely overthrown by sexual desire, I knew that I was never going to be able to forget this moment. Every time I went to the fridge in my own house from now on, I would remember how Melissa and Robin had so easily made me into their horny sex slave. And my bulging cock refused to go down. Robin needn't have worried about that. My manhood swayed from side to side as I fetched cheese and mayonnaise and cold cuts from the fridge, undeterred by the mundane act of making sandwiches. Of course, as I was only just learning then, anything can become a sexual act in the right circumstances. Knowing that I was serving Melissa and Robin made my task feel like some kind of bizarre foreplay. Still, I did my best with the sandwiches I made for them. Robin's little reminders were unnecessary. I knew the danger I was in. I knew what would happen if I didn't please these women in every way. 

Setting each sandwich on a plate, I sliced them diagonally before picking one up in each hand. It never even occurred to me to make one for myself. Amazing how easily I took to this subservient role. It didn’t matter anyway, I told myself as I made my way back to the living room with my cock swaying with every step. The only hunger I was feeling had nothing at all to do with food. 

From the sofa, the two women watched me approach. Their eyes were the same, a golden brown flecked with random spots of glittering emerald green, and their smiles were the same too as they watched me approach. Robin sat with her legs crossed, her meshed

fingers on one knee as she sat at the edge of the cushion. Melissa had propped herself up against the cushions, still looking tired from our exertions. My cock throbbed again at the sight of her, but I tried to put sex out of my mind as I handed the ladies their sandwiches. 

An impossible task, in the state I was in. 

Robin took the plate I offered her, and Melissa did the same. I could almost see wheels turning in my stepmom’s brain as she concocted some new humiliation for me. Her smile was both chilling and arousing as she pointed to the floor in front of her. 

"Get down," she ordered. "On your hands and knees. Face that way." I did as I was told, my movements soundtracked by Melissa's laughter as she watched me crouch on the floor, facing the window of the living room. I felt the coolness of a plate at the base of my spine, and then another at my shoulders as Melissa leaned forward. 

My cheeks burned as I realized that they were using me as a table. 

But I held as still as I could, even when Robin sat closer to me and the leather of her boots brushed against my stomach. Even when she raised a foot idly, almost absentmindedly, and ran it along the underside of my straining cock. A long gasp hissed between my teeth as fresh feelings of pleasure rose along my spine, but I held still while the women ate their lunch off me. For a few minutes, only the sound of chewing could be heard above the blood that roared in my ears. 

"Mmm. Not bad," Robin said finally. I felt her set the plate down on my back again, and the sofa creaked slightly as she sat back. Her skirt whispered over her thighs as she raised one foot, then the other, and I felt the weight of her legs on my back as she put her feet up on my ass. Her boot heel scraped my skin slightly as she moved her feet, but I said nothing. I simply stared at the floor, trying not to think about how ridiculous I must look, being used as human furniture by my stepmom. Trying and failing. A moment later, I felt Melissa put her own plate down on me, and then she, too, put her feet up just like her mother. 

“I could really get used to this,” Robin said. I didn’t need to see her pretty face to know that she was grinning happily. I could hear it in her voice. 

“No doubt,” Melissa replied. “We should do this whenever Peter’s away.” Robin laughed. 

“Peter’s away a lot,” she said. 

“It must get lonely.” 

“Sometimes,” Robin said. “But I have you.” 

“Aww, Mom,” Melissa said. “that’s sweet. But you know what I mean.” 

"Well, I knew what Peter did for a living before I married him," 

Robin said. "This is what I signed up for. Well, maybe not exactly this." I grunted as Robin prodded me with the sharp heel of her boot, and the two of them laughed together. 

“Well, this could help you out. If you’re ever….lonely.” Melissa’s words hung in the air as she spoke them. I tried not to move a muscle, but my ears pricked up. Was she offering me to her mother as some kind of sex toy? The thought of being with Robin was intoxicating, and my cock surged and throbbed beneath me at the mere idea. And being offered like this, as though I was an object, as though my own thoughts and feelings counted for nothing, only made the idea more exciting to me. It’s not as though I would have declined if I had been asked, anyway. 

“Maybe,” Robin said at last, and my hear spasmed in my chest. I heard her lean forward again, the weight of her boots lifting from my back as she moved, and I felt her take the plates off me. The dishes rattled as she stacked one on top of the other, and I jumped as Robin, without any warning, delivered a stinging slap to my bare ass. 

Melissa cackled as she lifted her own feet off my shoulders. 

“Go wash these plates,” Robin ordered, suddenly all business as I rose on my knees to take them from her. “And when you’re

done, get the dustpan and brush from under the sink and bring it in here.” 

“Yes, Goddess.” The women smirked as I took the plates and hurried into the kitchen. It took only seconds to wash them in the sink, wiping away the few crumbs that had stuck to them. Then I fetched the small brush and pan as I had been asked to do and returned to face the sly smiles of my mistresses. 

“I want you to sweep the floor,” Robin said as I reappeared in the doorway. “On your hands and knees, so we can watch you crawling around. I want this place spotless when you’re done.” 

Melissa chuckled, her eyes on me while she listened to her mother. I simply nodded, trying to hide my disappointment. Being a sex slave was one thing. Being some kind of domestic servant was a far less enticing proposition. But I was in no position to argue. The remote for the shock collar lay on the sofa beside Robin, and I knew what she would do if I talked back. So I dropped to the floor again, brush in hand, and began to sweep under the gaze of the four most beautiful eyes I had ever seen. 

It took a long time. Our living room was big, and the brush was small. My knees protested after a while, but I didn't complain as I crawled around the floor. And all the while, my cock stayed rock hard, throbbing with desire as though on the very edge of orgasm. 

Time and again, I found myself thinking about reaching down and touching myself to relieve the fearsome pressure of desire I felt. But I would never dare. I could only imagine the terror of Robin's wrath if I were to disobey her so flagrantly. I had started that morning as Melissa's slave, but already, Robin seemed to be in charge. Ever since she had taken the remote control from her daughter, she had become the prime driver of all that took place between us. And I was feeling a desire for my stepmother unlike any I had felt before. I had been lusting after Melissa for years, on and off. This attraction to Robin was new, and all the more powerful for that. She looked so powerful, so elegant yet sexy as she sat on the sofa in her provocative outfit. The cut of her skirt was perfect, hugging her

thighs as she moved, and her tall boots gave her an air of power and dominance that played beautifully with her otherwise feminine outfit. 

The broad leather belt around her waist accentuated her hourglass figure, and the shape of her large breasts under her green shirt was enough to drive me to distraction. I found myself sneaking glances at her and at Melissa as I crawled around the floor, gathering up dust with the brush in my hand. Once or twice, Robin caught me looking, and the smile on her lovely face in those moments sent a thrill racing through my body as though she had pressed the button on the remote beside her. The awful truth was that looking the way they did, these women hardly needed the shock collar to make me their slave. 

Their beauty was weapon enough. 

The TV crackled and blared in the background. Melissa had switched it on at some point while I was absorbed in my cleaning. My humiliation only increased as the women mostly ignored me, watching TV while I crawled around naked in front of them. My cock ached with the pressure of unrelieved arousal. The air around us seemed to crackle with unspoken lust, unless it was simply the sparks of desire in my own brain. 

The sofa creaked. Without a word, Melissa rose to her feet and made her way across the living room. From the corner of my eye, I watched as she disappeared through the doorway that led towards the stairs. Now it was just Robin and me in the room together. 

Sweeping the floor like this was slow work. But minute by minute, I got the job done. My knees were grimy with dust that clung to my skin as I crawled around, reaching under furniture, painfully conscious of my exposure as I worked. Robin was no longer watching TV. Looking up, I saw those gorgeous eyes on me once again. She was no longer smiling. On my stepmother’s face, I saw a look of cold calculation. 

“Put that brush down and come here,” she said. Her voice was quiet, but her blazing eyes made her words seem like a growl coming from the back of some lightless cave, a sound to raise the

hairs on the back of the neck. I put the brush down and crawled towards Robin on my hands and knees. She watched me come. 

As I approached, she stood. The sound of her leather boots creaking as she moved tugged at my inflamed nerves as I gazed up at her. She turned, facing away from me as I I kneeled at her feet. 

“Take off my skirt,” she said, in the same quiet voice that had commanded me to come to her. I gulped. Robin wasn’t even looking at me. Her dark hair shone like silk as it fell down her back, and the round shape of her buttocks swelled under the skirt’s back fabric. My hands trembled uncontrollably as I reached for the small zipper at the back of the garment. Carefully, as though I might break it, I drew the zipper down. The black fabric of my stepmother’s panties showed in the widening gap as the skirt came open. Her warm flesh made the hunger growl inside me as I glimpsed it, her thong panties exposing her gorgeous ass to me as her skirt slid down her thighs. 

The fabric whispered over her boots, and Robin stepped out of her skirt gracefully, standing with her feet slightly apart and her back still to me. 

“Now my panties,” Robin ordered, without so much as looking at me. She had to feel the shaking of my hands against her hips as I reached for her underwear and drew it slowly down. My cheek pressed against the soft skin of her ass for a moment, and I closed my eyes in utter bliss as I felt the warmth of her body. My cock surged as I pulled her panties all the way down, and she lifted her feet one at a time as I removed her underwear and set them on the floor beside me. Robin reached for the hem of her shirt and pulled it up over her head, tossing it aside on the sofa. Now she stood in front of my naked but for her boots and a lacy black bra. Still she didn’t turn towards me. I waited, my heart pounding in my ears as I kneeled behind her. Her high heels thumped on the floor I had just swept as she widened her stance. 

"Lick my pussy, little boy," she said in the same dark voice she had used to summon me to her. "Make me cum." I couldn't restrain the gasp of delight that rose from my throat as I moved towards her. 

The heels of her boots pressed against my knees, and I felt the strength of her body as my hands caressed her thighs. Her ass enveloped my face as I craned my neck, extending my tongue as far as I was able as I reached for her sex. My cock throbbed as I heard Robin groan, and I tasted her as I pressed my face harder against her. She tasted different to the taste of Melissa that I had become familiar with, but she was no less delicious, and I moaned again as I plunged my tongue between her silken folds. Robin moaned too, feeling my nose disappear between the flawless cheeks of her ass as the smell of her swept over me and took me away. 

"That's right," she gasped, her voice now dripping with passion. 

From where I was, I could no longer see her as I pressed my face against her ass, but I felt her hand on the back of my head as she reached around herself, forcing me harder against her. "Lick my pussy. Get that fucking face in there, you whore. My own personal brown-noser." Robin laughed, but her laughter merged with a long moan of delight as I tongued her pussy. I could feel her wetness growing, and it inspired me to greater efforts as I licked and kissed. I held her thighs in my hands, pressing my face as hard against her as I could, and Robin squealed in delight as my busy tongue ran over both her pussy and her ass. 

I groaned in pain at the sudden buzzing of the shock collar behind my balls, and Robin shrieked at the feeling of my voice. 

Unable to fight the desire inside me, I inched forward, and my hard cock found the leather of one of her boots. Groaning know in pleasure rather than pain, I rubbed my shaft against her leg, licking her pussy and ass with even more enthusiasm as my pleasure mounted. 

And Robin’s pleasure was obvious. She moaned and groaned, she screamed and cried, and I could feel her pussy twitching against my tongue as her orgasm approached. Her fingers pressed hard against the back of my skull, brushing my face against her ass as she ground herself back against me, losing herself in sheer sensation while I kneeled below her. With a shriek, Robin reached

her climax, and I tasted the hot flood of her juices as they poured out over my tongue. I drank her down desperately, my face buried in her ass as I licked and swallowed and licked again, thirsty for every drop I could get. 

And as Robin came on my face, my cock rubbed hard against her leg. My teased balls tightened against my body, and I gasped as I felt myself plunge over the tipping point. My cock throbbed and spasmed, and I cried out against my stepmother’s ass as I finally reached orgasm. Hot streams of cum launched themselves from my cock, spattering over the sofa, Robin’s boots, the floor at her feet. 

Robin howled with delight as she watched my cum, my desire melting into a puddle at her feet like a tribute to the goddess that she was. 

"You dirty little bootfucker." Robin released her hold on the back of my head and shoved my face away from her as she turned. I could feel the residue of her cum on my chin, the sweat of her ass cooling on my cheeks as I gazed up at her. Shame flowed through me again, stronger now that I had cum, and Robin sneered down at me with her beautiful eyes ablaze. "We're going to have to teach you to control yourself better," she said. "I don't remember giving you permission to cum. And just look at the mess you've made." She was right. Her boots were streaked with my ejaculate, and so was the floor she stood on as she loomed over me. While my cock continued to drip semen onto the floor, Robin sat on the sofa, crossing her legs to deprive me of the sight of the pussy I had just so happily worshiped. Her face was flushed with pleasure, and the dark grin she directed at me almost froze my heart. 

“You know what happens next,” Robin smirked. “Time to clean up your mess, slave boy.” 


    




 
 
    6. Taken By His Step Mother 
 
      
    

Robin's slow smile was a sight to behold. It would be ridiculous to talk about love right now; after all, this isn't a love story. I guess that I do love Robin, in a way. Same as I love Melissa. But this wasn't that. This was sexual attraction. Blame it on my youth, but I never until that point realized just how powerful that could be. As I kneeled on the floor of my living room, staring up at my stepmom as she slumped back against the couch cushions, I felt myself awash in powerful feelings. I wouldn't call it love, exactly. That would be absurd. But the attraction I felt and still feel, towards both Robin and Melissa, was so strong that it felt like more than mere sexual desire. 

Still a teenager, the closest I had come to real love at that point was my high school infatuation with Melissa. But this was more than that. 

Or at least different, anyway. Darker. A fugitive need that flees from the light. Whatever it was, I was deep in its grip. And it was strong enough to transform the women sprawling on the couch above me. 

They gave themselves titles to add to my humiliation, but the truth was that they actually looked like goddesses. At least to me. 

Robin's bright eyes glowed from under artificially darkened lids as she looked down at me. Her beautiful face belied her years as a sly smile danced over her pink lips. It was a smile of conquest, and a smile of secret delight. A smile that said she couldn't believe what was happening, and yet was utterly delighted by it. It was a smile that pierced my heart with ten thousand arrows as I stared up from my humble position at an absolute beauty that took my breath from me. 

Not that her face as the only place I looked. Robin's legs lay slackly open, and between the thighs that she had anointed with the nectar of her orgasm, I could see her pussy, damp and dripping. The swollen lips and soft pink flesh spoke of irresistible pleasure as they glistened in the daytime light. And the absolute wrongness of the

situation we were all in, the certain knowledge that we should not even be thinking about what the three of us had done together only fed the raging fire in my stomach. I had just cum, and my heart was still beating hard as I tried to recover. My limbs felt like plastic begs full of jelly, boneless and weak. It was all I could do to stay up on my knees without flopping to the floor. But like some sea creature that collapses under its own weight without the support of the water it breathes, I was given form by my desire for the two women in front of me, mother and daughter. My need for them gave me shape. 

And yet, as I kneeled on the floor at Robin's feet and white streaks of my cum cooled on her tall black boots, it wasn't just lust that I felt. Far from it. Shame rolled over me in hot red waves, and I cringed inwardly at the thought of all that I had done, and all these two women were going to make me do. Fear raced on scurrying feet through my struggling mind. Robin terrified me, maybe even more than Melissa did. The fact that I wanted them both so badly only made it worse. 

Robin's last words hung in the air. The living room reeked of sex, the air awash with powerful hormones and the pale ghosts of outrageous pleasure. I knew what she wanted. I had already done it once, an act so disgusting and degrading that it had never so much as crossed my mind before that day. And there I was, forced to contemplate it again. Even in the depths of my shame and humiliation, some part of me had to admire the cunning of Melissa and Robin. It was just in moments like this, just after I had cum, that my desire to obey them was at its lowest ebb. And it was just then that they decided to humiliate me the most. It was like a test of my obedience, or of the power they held over me. Except that was never in question. How could it be, after all they had seen me do? 

Still, I waited. Perhaps some part of me hoped that Robin wasn't entirely serious. Maybe if I waited, she would relent, change her mind, have me do something else for her. Anything. I would have crawled over broken glass to be allowed to lick her pussy to orgasm

again. But as Robin raised one eyebrow in expectation, my heart sank. My stepmother, it seemed, wasn't joking. Not at all. 

My muscles suddenly seized. Such a strange feeling, to have one's body out of control. Perhaps that's the way it is for all of us, in one way or another. But as my cry of pain filled the air and I collapsed on the floor while powerful tremors raced through me, I was given a stark reminder of how little choice I had in what was going to happen. Pain gripped my tortured balls like a fist, and I clenched my teeth as the electric shock collar strapped to my scrotum sent waves of agony thundering through me. 

"He doesn't take instructions very well, does he?" 

"He needs more training, that's for sure." Melissa and her mother giggled as I writhed in pain on the floor at their feet. Finally, Robin lifted her thumb from the button on the remote control she held in her hand. The pain stopped as suddenly as it had started. 

Gasping for air, I struggled back up to my knees. Inwardly, I felt mad at myself for testing the rules and causing myself so much pain, and it took a moment for me to realize how deeply I was already internalizing the position of dominance the women held over me. It was already starting to feel normal. It was beginning to feel right. As though my proper place was right where I was, kneeling naked on the floor at their feet. I knew it was insane. But I couldn't control what I felt. The orgasms I had had that morning, even without any actual sex, were some of the most powerful of my life. The craven part of my brain was already trying to justify the power the women had over me. 

"Clean up your mess, bootfucker," Robin ordered, slowly mouthing each syllable as she stared down at me. I knew exactly what was expected of me. And I knew that resisting would only bring me greater pain. I had no choice. I repeated it over and over again in my head like a mantra, as though that would somehow make what I had to do easier to bear.  You have no choice. You have no choice. 

The bright giggle Melissa made as I lowered my head down to Robin's feet only made things harder. 

"That's it," Robin said in a low voice, a near growl that raised the fine hairs on the back of my neck. "That's a good little bootlicker." 

And I fitted my actions to her words as I ran my tongue over the soft leather of her boots. I closed my eyes as I encountered the slickness of my own cum, as though that could somehow hide me from what I was doing. It didn't. But I did it anyway. While Robin and Melissa watched, laughing and gasping in delight, I lapped my own semen from my stepmom's boots for the second time that morning. 

"What are we going to do with this little bitch?" Robin's question seemed rhetorical as she leaned back against the sofa. Her thighs still yawned apart, and as I went about my allotted task, I continued to sneak rapid glances at her dripping pussy, dominating my field of vision as I stared up at her. It could only add to my shame to feel my cock twitch at the sight while I debased myself. But my feelings couldn't change the physical facts. I was getting turned on again. 

Stubbornly, unbelievably, my cock was hardening as I cleaned the residue of my last orgasm from Robin's boots. The women didn't seem to have noticed yet. But I knew that it was only a matter of time before they did. Naked as I was, I could do nothing to hide my state of arousal. Utterly humbled and disgraced beyond belief, I went on licking while Melissa and Robin talked. 

"I dunno," Melissa shrugged. "Whatever we want. Keep him as our slave boy until we get bored of him. I mean, he has his uses." 

"He certainly does," Robin agreed. I could feel her eyes staring down at me as I focused on cleaning her boots with my tongue. "I never realized men could be so useful." A faint chuckle rose from Melisa at that, and my cheeks burned redly. 

"It's not like he's going to say no," Melisa went on. "He loves it. 

Even when he whines, you know that he secretly just wants to be made to do as he's told. That's what makes this work. He knows that all a guy like him can do for women like us is be our slave." It was Robin's turn to chuckle. "Think about it," Melissa went on. "He'll do whatever he's told. We'll never have to cook or clean or tidy the

house again. Whenever Peter's not around, we can have him like this, serving us naked in any way we choose. It's pretty awesome." 

"I feel like I should feel mean," Robin said, shifting her body a little on the sofa as I worked my way slowly up her shining boots, 

"but I don't, really." 

"You shouldn't," Melissa grinned. "This is all guys like him are good for. Trust me. They're happier this way." 

"How many guys have you done this with?" Robin's dark hair shone on her shoulders as she turned her face towards her daughter. Her faint smile belied her serious tone, and Melissa smiled back as she shrugged. 

"A few," she said. "I used to have a guy back in high school that did all my homework for me, and I never even kissed him. He's still stalking me on social media. He has a girlfriend now, but he's always liking my pictures and watching what I do." 

"Oh my God," Robin said. "I've raised a tease." 

"Everyone uses what they've got. Guys have been treating women like shit forever. I just use the fact that boys want to fuck me to get what I want. It's not like I make them do anything they don't already want to do." 

"That's true," Robin said in a voice that dripped with happiness. 

"I thought I could never do this kind of thing with a guy, but look how much he gets into it. I don't really get it, but I guess you're right. 

Some guys just need to be treated this way." My cheeks flamed crimson as I listened to Robin speak, and my blush rose all the way to my ears. What they were saying was true - that was the worst part. I would never have dared to raise my voice or to say a word to defend myself. But even if I had, the bitter truth was that I knew there was nothing I could say. My own body betrayed me. I had no idea why, or how. But I enjoyed being treated this way, even when I hated it. Especially when I hated it. 

Robin's boots were shining with my saliva from toe to knee by the time I finished. And my cock was raging. As though I had never

cum in my life, let alone a few minutes before, my organ stood out proud and ready, rising up towards the ceiling as though desperate to prove itself. Robin's smile chilled my heart as she stared down at me. 

“Such a lucky boy,” Robin said, and her tone was indisputably one of mockery as she beamed down at me. “Having two sexy mistresses to serve. You must be in heaven.” I gave no reply as Robin slowly raised one foot. The sharp heel of her boot pressed into the skin of my shoulder as she pushed me slowly but firmly backward. My eyes drifted between her legs again, and the sight of her still-damp pussy made desire growl within me as I looked at her. 

But Robin kept pushing, inching forward on the couch as she applied more pressure to my shoulder, and it was only a matter of time before I lost my balance. I fell backward onto the floor, my cock swaying clumsily between my legs, and the two women laughed at the sight as I sat on the floor of the living room. Robin straightened up, and the damp leather of her boots creak as she rose to her feet. 

Her tall heels exaggerated her stride as she took a step towards me, her hips swinging from side to side in a way my frustrated lust could not ignore, and her pussy glistened as she stood over me. Perfectly poised, she raised her foot again, and I felt her heel in almost the exact same place on my shoulder. The muscle of her thigh shifted under her smooth skin, and Robin used her weight to push me down towards the floor, pinning me there with her foot on my shoulder. Her face seemed to radiate triumph and confidence as she stood over me, and I gazed up at her open-mouthed while my cock throbbed with unutterable need. 

“Now you just lie there, bootfucker,” Robin said mockingly. 

“You’re not here for your conversation. And don’t you dare touch me unless I tell you to. You know what will happen if you piss me off.” As she spoke, Robin raised the hand that still held the remote control to my shock collar. As though the lingering pain in my balls wasn’t more than enough to remind me of the price of disobedience. Robin grinned as I nodded rapidly. 

“Yes, Goddess,” I panted. Robin’s self-appointed title seemed unerringly accurate as she stood above me in all the glory of her beauty and arousal. Lifting her foot from my shoulder, she spread her legs, standing with her feet on either side of my hips. And while I gazed up in rapture at the vision of beauty that she was, Robin bent her knees and nimbly lowered herself down on top of me. She placed her hands on my chest as she straddled me, and I groaned involuntarily as I felt the head of my cock pressed against the wet entrance to her pussy. Robin’s hair hung like a dark curtain around her smiling face as she reached between her legs with one hand. I groaned again as she touched my cock, and felt the wet walls of her pussy closing around my cock as she guided me inside herself. 

Robin groaned too, a quiet yet highly erotic sound of utter pleasure. 

My hands clenched into fists by my sides as I resisted the urge to reach out and touch her. I longed to hold her hips in my hands, to rise up from the floor and drive my cock as deep inside her as it would go. But the weight of Robin on top of me caused the shock collar to press against my skin, reminding me of the danger I was still in. While Robin settled down on top of me, I kept still warring against every natural instinct of my body to obey her commands. My cock was inside my stepmom at last, and the delicious wrongness of it all fanned the dark flames that raged under my roasting heart. 

Robin’s eyes sparkled as she smiled down at me. My cock was buried in her fully now, and she removed her hand from between us, placing it back on my chest. I could feel the remote control in her other hand pressing against my skin, and for a moment, just a moment, I allowed myself to imagine tearing it out of her hand. That was as close as I was going to get to actually doing it, though. 

Something in the way Robin so easily controlled me made me feel like it was impossible to disobey her, shock collar or not. Besides, as pleasure erupted from my cock to roll upwards along my spine and explode in my fevered brain like a shower of sparks, I knew I would do nothing to ruin this moment. I was having sex with my stepmother, and the feel of her pussy tightly gripping my cock was

incredible. It was that, more than any fear of another electrical shock, that kept me where she wanted me. 

“Fuck,” Robin gasped as she moved her hips back and forth, riding my cock on the living room floor. “Making you our bitch has gotten me so excited. You better not cum until I’m satisfied.” 

“Yes Goddess,” I panted, although I had no idea how I could possibly hope to hold out. Even after the orgasms I had had, the pleasure that was sweeping over my body now was almost too much to be endured. My balls were filling again, and my cock twitched madly inside Robin’s pussy. My breathing was shallow as I tried to control myself. The sight of her, my beautiful stepmother, her full breasts swaying back and forth under her green shirt as she rode rhythmically on top of me while her pulsing pussy squeezed my cock

- it was too much to stand. My fingernails bit into my palms, and my teeth creaked as I clenched them against the moans of desperate pleasure that rose in my throat. 

Suddenly Robin shrieked, and I cried out at the exact same time. My back arched, partially lifting her from the floor before I fell back again underneath her. Robin had shocked my cock, without warning or mercy, and the pain bloomed in the depths of my stomach, lancing through me as I writhed beneath her. The feel of my body vibrating beneath her had given Robin a bright burst of pleasure, while the pain had reduced what had felt like an imminent orgasm to merely a dull rumble of desire. Robin had learned well what the shock collar could do. The same trick that had been so effective while I had had sex with Melissa was working again, and now it was Robin who got to feel the pleasure that was created by the feel of my cock buzzing inside her body like a toy. 

“Oh my God,” Robin gasped, her eyes sparking and crackling with electricity of their own as she gazed down at me. “That feels so fucking good. I love this thing!” I cried out as she subjected me to another shock, just a small one, the kind that made me jump more from surprise than pain. Behind Robin, I heard Melissa cackle with laughter as she stood. 

“I know, right?” she grinned. “Such a good idea. I think we’re going to have this boy trained to be our personal fuck toy in no time.” 

Melissa’s pretty face came into view over Robin’s shoulder as she walked towards us. Her beautiful bi-colored eyes shone with the same sexual energy as her mother’s. Melissa was in a similar state of undress to her mother, her skirt and panties and tank top discarded, only her push-up bra still on her body as she stood over me. Her feet were beside my head as she turned, her red shoes clicking on the floor loudly as she placed her feet either side of my head. Bending her knees just as her mother had done, Melissa lowered herself down on top of me. The sight of her pussy filled my vision as she crouched above me, the wet flesh between her thighs endlessly appealing as it descended on me. But Melissa paused just above me, her dripping sex just out of reach even as I raised my head towards it. Robin kept bouncing up and down on my cock while this was going on, and I groaned a loud cry of pleasure and frustration as my searching tongue failed to make contact with my step sister’s pussy. 

“You’re going to use your tongue to spell out some words on my pussy,” Melissa explained. I heard Robin sob with joy as Melissa spoke, and I watched her fingers glide over and between her quivering lips. The smell of her arousal was driving me crazy as I lay beneath the two women, humbled and used. Melissa’s other hand held me by the throat as she squatted above me. “We’ll start with…I am Melissa’s humble slaveboy. Got it.” 

“Yes, Miss Melissa,” I said, or tried to say. Before all the words had left my mouth, Melissa sank down on top of me, gripping my head with her thighs. I groaned at the taste of her as my tongue finally made contact with the plushy lips of her womanhood, and the soft sigh of pleasure Melissa gave as I licked her made my cock throb urgently inside her mother. My tongue moved as I went to work, spelling out the letters of the phrase Melissa had demanded. 

My tongue swirled over her lips and clit, and Melissa wiggled in delight as she sat on my face, already gasping and panting in pleasure. The word Melissa, with its long deep L and two quick S

shapes, seemed to be a particular highlight for her as my tongue danced over her sex. I had made it as far as the B in slaveboy when my body stiffened with electricity again, and both women shrieked in delight as I writhed beneath them. I don’t know if it was the way my cock surged and throbbed inside her tight pussy, but Robin seemed to have an uncanny sense for when I was approaching orgasm and needed to be shocked out of it. Maybe it was just the experience of sex that comes from being a sexy older woman. In any case, my stepmother was playing me like an instrument while she and Melissa used my body to get themselves off. I groaned as I felt Robin’s pussy grow even tighter around my cock, and her screams filled the air as she reached her orgasm, her pussy vibrating madly around my temporarily numbed member. 

I felt Melissa’s hand move over my chest. Unable to see anything, buried in her sex as I was, I could feel her take her mother’s hand. The one that held the shock collar remote. And I howled against Melissa’s pussy as she shocked me again. 

“Now spell, ‘I love being my sister’s bitch’” Melissa demanded. 

Robin moaned with outraged desire, her voice thick with the orgasm she had had. I could feel the juices of her arousal still flowing over my hard cock that stayed buried inside her, and as I began to lick Melissa, Robin began to move again. She continued riding me while I ate Melissa out, her boots pressed against my sides as her pussy slid up and down my shaft. It was utter heaven, and yet at the same time such incredible torture. I wanted nothing more than to cum, and yet I wanted this outrageous experience to go on forever. By this point, I was no stranger to the art of holding two totally conflicting emotions in my heart at once. But this was the most thrilling example yet of the ludicrous positions Melissa could manipulate me into. 

Overpowered by the complimentary sensations of my cock and my tongue, I lost myself entirely in Robin and Melissa, devoting myself entirely to their pleasure while they doled out pain in random doses, keeping me hard without release. Keeping me submissive to their whims. 

I couldn’t even hazard a guess how long it went on for. My tongue ached from pleasuring Melissa as she forced me to spell out humiliating phrases on her quivering pussy. My face was wet with her running juices as I lay beneath her, my mouth filled with the taste of her. My cock ached too. Robin had been getting more and more aggressive, riding me harder as her pleasure took over, and at times it felt her spasming pussy would tear my cock away from my body. 

That’s to say nothing of the burning pain in my balls as the woman shocked me over and over again, making me writhe and moan for their sadistic pleasure. All I know is that it went on a long time. I didn’t count the orgasms Melissa and Robin had from me; I was too lost in the moment for any such quantifying. But there were plenty. I couldn’t fail to feel the way Robin’s pussy clenched my cock or the way Melissa’s sex spasmed against my lips. I was drenched in their cum, and still, these selfish beauties wanted more. And all I could do was give it to them. 

Finally, after another orgasm that seemed to leave Robin exhausted, her body sinking down on top of me as she relaxed, I heard the words that I had been dying to hear. 

“Ok, bootfucker,” Robin gasped while Melissa giggled at my mocking title, “you can cum.” My chest heaved as I panted, babbling muffled thanks against Melissa’s quivering pussy. Robin moved up and down on top of my cock, slowly this time, her dripping pussy gripping my cock from base to tip as though milking me of every drop of cum I could produce. It didn’t take long. Without the almost constant electrical shocks and the bright bursts of pain they produced that muted my pleasure, I was soon on the edge of what I knew would be a massive climax. I grunted and groaned, I howled and thrashed, and it was all the woman could do to stay on top of me as I shuddered and bucked uncontrollably. With a loud cry, I came, my surging cock swelling as I emptied myself into Robin’s wet pussy. 

I heard my stepmother purr in delight as she felt me filling her with the hot seed she had teased out of my balls. All the wild excitement of the long and strange morning culminated in that orgasm, and I felt

dizzy as semen erupted out of my body, launched into Robin by the intense contractions of my hungry cock. 

Robin settled down on top of me, no longer moving except for her pussy that still trembled and twitched around my cock. Melissa rose, and I felt the air on my skin that was glazed with her juices as she stood above me. I raised my face to see Robin smiling down at me, her hands still on my chest and the remote control still in her hand. 

“What a naughty little boy,” she smirked. “Cumming inside your stepmom like that. We’re going to have to keep this our little secret, aren’t we?” 

Numbly, I nodded. Swept up as I had been in overwhelming desire, the thought of discovery had never crossed my mind. But now it rose up blackly in my heart, clutching at my throat with dark talons. No one would believe that I had been forced into this. You only had to look at Robin and Melissa to know that any guy would be dying to fuck them. Especially one like me. I would get all the blame, and these two dominant women would seem like victims. 

“So you’re going to have to be very nice to us if you want this to go on,” Robin said. “From now on, whenever your father is away on business, you will wear this shock collar and nothing else unless otherwise instructed. You will address us with respect and do as you are told without question. Otherwise - well, you know what will happen to you.” 

“Yes Goddess,” I gasped. There was nothing in Robin’s shining eyes that even hinted that she was anything other than completely serious about what she proposed. For a long moment, she studied me, her green-brown eyes seeming to bore into mine as she sat on top of me with my cock softening inside her. 

“Good,” she said at last. “Now, you have a job to do.” Slowly, Robin stood. My cock slipped easily out of her wet pussy as she rose above me. I could see the mess of our mingled juices as she stepped over me, towards where Melissa stood. Robin’s boots

thumped the floor on either side of my head as she stood over me. 

My stomach boiled with a mix of revulsion and desire as she began to lower herself carefully towards my weary mouth. 

“You know what to do, bitch boy,” she grinned as her soaked pussy filled my vision. “Clean up the mess you made.” 


    


 
                
            
  

 
 
    Living With A Mistress: Parts 7-12 
 
    7. Given To His Step Mother 
 
      
 
    There was no way things could just go back to being normal, of course. In fact, things hadn't been normal ever since Melissa and her mom moved in with my dad and me. It wasn't long after that that my old high school crush began to dominate me. And she showed no signs of stopping anytime soon. That, I supposed, was what was normal now. The new normal, they call it. 
 
    But now normality had changed again. My whole world was in flux. Melissa had shown her mother what was going on, and her mother had liked it. Now, instead of carrying on a clandestine kinky relationship with my stepsister, I was doing it with both her and my stepmother. The only person in the household who remained oblivious was my dad. 
 
    When he returned from his business trip, we played the happy blended family. For his sake. Sometimes, in the dark spaces of a sleepless night, I felt bad about what was going on behind his back. I was cheating with my father’s wife, at least in some sense. But it wasn’t like I had much choice in the matter. And it was hardly a love affair. It was purely and deeply sexual. I was like an object to Robin, a toy for her to play with. And even thinking about that, thinking about how she used me for her own twisted pleasure, turned a night of agonized reflection into one of frantic self-pleasure. 
 
    Melissa and Robin were in my blood now. They lived in the dark spaces behind my heart, the ones that blossomed in the lonely nights that followed our kinky adventure. I couldn't forget what they had done to me. I couldn't forget the way they looked, the wicked glow in their eyes that looked so much alike as they gloated over me. It was terrifying, and it was wonderful. Sometimes I wondered if these kinky games with the two women I lived with had ruined me for ordinary sex from that point forward, but I couldn't bring myself to really care. It didn't matter. I was at once incredibly frustrated and deeply fulfilled in a way I couldn't explain. 
 
    I was learning to live with contradictions like that. My new life seemed full of them. Like how freeing it was to submit to the will of another. How thrilling it was not to know what was coming next. How desperately I longed to be made to suffer the agonies or arousal and denial again. 
 
    But as long as my father was around, the girls left me alone. Now and again, I might catch one or the other of them looking at me from a corner of her gorgeous eyes, and a tremor would race along my spine as she quickly looked away. So quickly I wondered if I was imagining the whole thing. At times I felt as though I was losing my mind. It seemed impossible to believe what had happened to me. That I had been humiliated and fucked with by my sexy stepsister and stepmom, two women that ordinarily wouldn't give a guy like me a moment's thought - it seemed too far-fetched to be real. As though I had dreamed the whole thing up as some wild sexual fantasy, something I wanted so badly I had made myself believe that it actually happened. 
 
    But when my father announced he would soon be heading out of town for another business trip, I knew what it meant. The women had been quite clear about that. 
 
    I tried to keep my face impassive. I tried to stay calm, casually munching y cereal as I wordlessly nodded. My father had spent most of my childhood traveling the country and the world. These trips were nothing new. Any big reaction on my part would be out of character. So I just nodded and tried to pretend that I didn't feel the air change around the breakfast table, crackling with tension as the same thought blossomed at once in multiple minds. But no one said anything. They didn't have to. 
 
    My father left for the airport early in the morning. I was asleep when he left, and only woke up when I heard the front door close as Robin returned from taking him to the airport. As soon as I opened my eyes and returned to consciousness, my stomach began to flutter and bubble with nervousness. Nothing had been said. Not one word. But I had caught the look in the eye of Robin and Melissa after my dad had announced he would be going away. One thing you couldn’t say about the women in my life was that they didn’t make it clear what they wanted. I knew the rules. Every word they had said as the two of them worked together to dominate me last time my father was away was practically carved into my heart. I knew what I had to do. But I was scared to do it. 
 
    Still, I couldn’t spend all day in bed, either. 
 
    I got up and made my way to the bathroom. The water of the shower helped to wash away the tiredness that still clung to me as I moved and stretched. At my age, chances were good I would have woken up with an erection anyway, but the hard-on I had that morning was particularly reluctant to go down. Desire was bubbling away in my chest, mixing deliciously with the nervousness I felt, and my cock stood out from my body, hard and ready. Images of the last time this had happened, of Robin and Melissa, floated through my brain, and before I knew what was happening, I felt my hand straying towards my cock. But I stopped myself. I'm still not sure why. Some vague idea, maybe, that the women would not approve. Even though they would never know. I cringed inwardly at the clear evidence of just how much I had internalized their power over me. But I did it anyway. I showered with an erection I did my best to pretend wasn't there and stepped out of the shower to dry myself off. Taking a deep breath, I gathered up my discarded clothes and stepped out into the hallway. 
 
    The house was quiet. Robin was somewhere downstairs, but I heard no movement from the lower level of the house. The door to Melissa’s room was still shut. My hard cock swayed with every step as I hurried down the hallway, my boxer shorts balled up in my hand. There didn’t seem to be any point in putting them back on after my shower. My cheeks burned with embarrassment as I mentally conceded that my erect cock was nothing my stepsister and stepmom hadn’t seen before.  
 
    Back in my room, I tossed my underwear in the laundry hamper and closed the door behind me. One last bit of control before I surrendered completely. Privacy was a luxury I no longer got to enjoy when my father wasn’t around. On bare feet, I crept over to the bookshelf in the corner of my room. My hands trembled as I reached for a dark blue book. 
 
    It was a little theatrical, maybe. But I couldn’t think of a better hiding place. And I wanted very much for my father not to find what I had hidden. The sharp blade of a box cutter had done a fine job of cutting away the pages of the thick book to make a hollow space inside. Lifting the book down from the shelf, I lifted its hard cover to reveal the black plastic of the shock collar. Melissa had ordered me to keep it safe. 
 
    I'd thought about getting rid of it, of course. Throwing the hateful thing away, as though that could possibly remove the control that the women had over me. In the crazed creativity of a typically sleepless night, I had thought of removing the batteries. By carefully watching when the women used the remote, I could pretend that the collar was shocking me but avoid the actual pain. But the flaw in my plan became apparent when I realized I would have no way of knowing how strong a shock to simulate. Besides, the battery compartment was closed with tiny screws that no tool I owned could turn. 
 
    No, I was stuck with the collar, and the power it gave to whoever held the remote that controlled it. That wasn't me, of course. Melissa hadn't let me keep that. 
 
    My trembling hands were clumsy as I wrapped the collar around myself. Something told me that either Robin or Melissa would be checking my work, making sure I had done it right. The cool metal of the contacts pressed against the back of my scrotum as I tightened the nylon strap around myself, and I shivered in anticipation. My cock surged. With the collar fastened in place, I was as ready as I was ever going to be.  
 
    Breathing another deep breath, I stepped out into the hallway. The step at the top of the stairs creaked just a little as I stepped on it, the way it always did. The curved staircase seemed to stretch on forever as I descended, walking with the leaden tread of a man heading to his execution. But no convict ever climbed the scaffold with the same wild excitement as I felt as I went down to meet my stepmother. I was terrified of what Robin was going to do to me. But part of me - the part that throbbed between my legs and strained forward into the air like a dog fighting against its leash - wanted this desperately. 
 
    As I reached the bottom of the stairs, I heard movement in the kitchen. I headed down the hallway, into a sun-filled space of gleaming appliances and glossy countertops. 
 
    Robin turned. The light from the window behind her caught on red threads in the net of her lustrous hair and shone there like trapped flame. Fine lines appeared at the corners of her eyes. Her pink lips spread in a slow smile, and her eyes, those deep pools of green flecked with haphazard circles of warm brown, shone with delight as she looked me up and down. The expression on her mobile face cycled through surprise to wonder to delight to amusement as she saw me standing in front of her, naked and aroused, breathing heavily and not saying a word. 
 
    Robin's long legs were encased in a pair of jeans so tight they looked as though they had been painted on. Tall black pumps on her feet added to her height as she turned, her shoes scraping quietly on the tiles of the kitchen floor. The forest green of the T-shirt she wore recalled the shirt she had worn last time we played this way, and my cock pulsed at the memory. It brought out her eyes beautifully, helped by the faint coppery dusting of makeup on her eyelids. My stepmother was gorgeous, ravishingly so, and in the aroused state I was in, seeing her even in what for Robin amounted to a very casual look was enough to take my breath away. 
 
    But then, my appearance had clearly made an impact on her, too. Even if it wasn't the same as the one she made on me. 
 
    "Oh my God!" Robin spluttered, and her teeth showed in a white crescent between her parted lips as she bubbled with laughter. Her breasts strained against the front of her shirt as she laughed at me, and my heart raced as I cringed inwardly. "You actually did it! I can't believe it!" A feeling close to panic gripped the base of my spine. Had disobedience been an option after all? There had been no reason to think these women were anything less than completely serious when they gave me my instructions. But perhaps in the heat of the moment, they had let themselves get carried away in their dominant roles. Maybe I could have acted like nothing had happened and gotten away with it. Did I even want that to be true? 
 
    It didn’t matter. Robin’s high heels made an echoing sound on the floor as she stepped briskly past me. Standing in the door that led to the hallway and the staircase, she raised her head towards the ceiling. 
 
    “Melissa!” she yelled. 
 
    “Yeah?” My step sister’s voice, muffled by distance and by her still-closed bedroom door, drifted through the house towards us. 
 
    "Your brother's down here naked! You gotta see this!" I cringed at the use of the word ‘brother' that Robin had so readily adopted from her daughter. It was true only in the broadest legal sense, but Melissa loved to call me that as though it was real. It all added, I suppose, to the twisted kinkiness of the situation she had engineered. Melissa didn't answer her mother's call, but I heard footsteps on the floor above as she climbed out of bed. She was coming. My old high school crush, the girl I had once dreamed of being with, was coming to humiliate me. My cheeks burned red again. 
 
    Robin was still smiling as she turned towards me. Her heels clicked on the floor as she walked, slowly and deliberately, placing one foot in front of the other as though she was walking a tightrope towards me. Her jeans fit her like a second skin. The shape of her body drove me to distraction with its outrageous curves, tugging at the taut strings of desire inside me. Her pretty eyes moved over my body again, and she grinned as she took in the sight of me standing before her. In her high heels, she was the same height as me. Her breath, fragrant with mint from a recent tooth brushing, was warm against my cheek as she stood in front of me. 
 
    “Where’s the remote?” she asked, her voice quiet now. She was standing close enough to me that her delicate features blurred slightly. I stiffened as her outstretched fingers lightly brushed the hot skin of my cock. My member jumped in response to her touch. She didn’t need to specify what remote she was talking about. 
 
    “I don’t know,” I said. There was just time for my step mother’s eyes to flash dangerously before I remembered the correct term to use. “Goddess,” I quickly added, infinitely relieved as the smile returned to Robin’s face.  
 
    “My mean old daughter must have it,” Robin purred. Her eyes were locked onto mine, and I felt once again a sensation close to drowning as those brown-green whirlpools drew me in. And all the time, Robin’s hand moved possessively over my cock, lightly teasing me as I stood before her. My hands clenched and unclenched at my sides as I tried to resist the urge to take her in my arms and press that incredible body against myself. Even the smell of her, toothpaste and shampoo and perfume, was driving me to distraction. 
 
    "Maybe we won't need it," Robin said, studying my face as she spoke. "If you're a good boy and do as you're told, we won't have to shock your little balls, will we? Are you going to be a good boy for us?" 
 
    “Yes, Goddess,” I panted. The erection I had woken up with was harder than ever, hard enough to drive nails with, and Robin’s careful hand was keeping me writhing on the brink of release. I knew what happened when I lost control, when I humiliated myself by cumming from something as simple as the touch of my step mother’s hand. But it took every fiber of my being to resist the terrible pull of lust I could feel inside me. 
 
    “Good,” Robin smiled, “that’s good. I have lots I want to get down around the house today, and having a slave boy will really make it easy on me. If you’re really, really good, you might even get a reward. You’d like a reward, wouldn’t you?” 
 
    “Yes Goddess,” I gasped. Robin’s words were soft and low, like a hypnotist weaving her spell around me. And I felt myself falling into submission to her, wanting desperately to please her.  
 
    All at once, the spell shattered. I cried out at a sudden but familiar jolt that made my body convulse. Robin stepped back, her look of surprise quickly turning to one of amusement as I doubled over instinctively, trying to protect myself from something I knew I couldn’t. Loud laughter rolled towards me from the hallway at the bottom of the stairs, mocking my pain as the electric shock collar buzzed against my balls. Melissa had arrived. 
 
    "So he's wearing it, then," my step-sister smirked as she appeared in the doorway of the kitchen behind her mother. "That's good." Melissa's eyes, the same beautiful mix of colors as her mother's, were on me as she spoke. Her dark hair tumbled over her shoulders, its rich brown color making her eyes stand out all the more. She looked so much like her mother, the same flawless beauty displayed before me in two different stages of life, like May and September occurring at once. Robin looked younger than her years, and her body especially would be the envy of women half her age. But the fine lines that crinkled the skin at the corners of eyes and mouth as she laughed lent a kind of gravitas to the feminine beauty that Melissa had fortunately inherited. It was like having the same gorgeous women at two different but equally beautiful stages of her life standing in front of me. Enough to turn the head of any man, even if he wasn't trying to recover from an electric shock to his testicles. 
 
    "Morning, bro," Melissa smirked as she stepped into the kitchen. She wore her hair swept over to one side, artfully pinned in place. One slender shoulder was exposed by the asymmetrical T-shirt she wore. The black fabric glittered with rhinestones as it hugged her flat stomach, clinging tightly where her boobs swelled underneath it. The denim mini skirt she wore enhanced the impression of youthful beauty that emanated from her, the high hem showing several inches of her toned thighs as she walked towards me. Brown leather ankle boots with a towering square heel kept the muscles in her legs taut and visible, and the platform of the lace-up boots made her even taller than her mother as she stood beside Robin. Under two pairs of glowing eyes, I could feel myself wilting like a weed under a bright summer sun. 
 
    “Can you believe he came downstairs like this? Without being told?” Robin grinned at Melissa, who smiled back at her. 
 
    “Of course,” she said. “I told you. Some boys are just natural-born bitches. They need to be controlled by us.” 
 
    “I guess you’re right,” Robin murmured, while her eyes moved up and down over my body again. 
 
    “Is this how you greet us, bitch boy?” Melissa suddenly snapped at me, the smile vanishing from her face as though it had never been. I cringed as she raised the hand that held the remote control of the shock collar while fear tore at my insides. Thinking fast, I dropped to my knees on the kitchen floor in front of them. A faint smirk showed on Melissa’s face as I peered up imploringly at the two women who now towered above me. 
 
    “Better,” Melissa said. Her skirt swayed as she shifted her weight, placing one foot out in front of her. With a giggle that belied her age, Robin did the same. I knew what they wanted. Shame shrieked in my boiling blood as I crawled forward, placing my hands on the cool tiles of the kitchen floor as I bowed my face to their feet. I heard Melissa chuckle as I pressed my lips to the toe of her boot, humbly kissing her foot as though it was a holy relic. Then I performed the same obsequious act for her mother. 
 
    “There,” Melissa said smugly. “That wasn’t so hard, was it?” Without waiting for an answer as I groveled before them, she turned to her mother and held out the remote control. “I can’t stay and play with you guys,” she said. “I’m meeting some friends downtown.” 
 
    “Oh, ok,” Robin replied as she took the remote from Melissa. “Well, have fun.” 
 
    “You too,” Melissa grinned darkly. Her smile found its echo on her mother’s face. 
 
    “Oh, we will,” Robin said. “Say goodbye to your sister, bitch.” 
 
    “Goodbye, Miss Melissa,” I said, planting another kiss on her boot for good measure as I spoke. 
 
    “Bye, slave,” Melissa grinned. And then she turned away. Her heels rapped on the kitchen floor as she made her way to the front door of the house. I felt the gust of warm air from outside as she opened and closed the front door. Her car rumbled into life in the driveway. Melissa was gone. And I was alone with her mother. 
 
    “Just the two of us then,” Robin grinned. “First things first. Go upstairs and fetch the laundry hamper from my room.” My cock swung clumsily as I rose to my feet. There was no point arguing. Robin had the remote control. She had all the power she needed. 
 
    * 
 
    Robin seemed to have an inordinate amount of panties. Not that I had much basis for comparison. I’d never so much as had a steady girlfriend. I had no idea how much underwear a woman was supposed to have. But Robin certainly had a lot. And she had decided, with the unquestioning air of an empress, that I would spend my weekend morning hand washing them all.  
 
    In the laundry room, I stood in front of the large utility sink, up to my elbows in soapy water. A pile of worn panties rose on my right, on top of the washer. As I washed each pair carefully, fearful of Robin’s wrath, I hung them on a line to my left, letting them dry in the air. Robin was very particular. 
 
    The task was more than merely humiliating, although it was certainly that. Red, black, green, pink, white - my step mother’s panties came in every color of the rainbow, and in every possible style. No expert on women’s underwear, I couldn’t even make many of the garments that passed through my hands. But they all had something in common. Each pair of dirty underwear carried the divine smell of Robin’s body before I plunged it into the soapy water. 
 
    One pair, in particular, made me pause as my heart climbed into my throat. Black and lacy with a tiny bright pink bow in the front, they felt so delicate I was afraid to damage them. Unbidden, the thought of Robin wearing these panties arose in my mind. I could see it as though she was standing in front of me, her heavy breasts rising and falling as she breathed and smiled at me, her nipples fat and engorged. Her thumbs slid slowly under the waistband of the skimpy panties, pulling them away from her body, teasing me with a glimpse of her dark pubic hair before covering it up again. 
 
    My mouth watered. My cock throbbed. Away in the living room, I could still hear the quiet burbling sound of the TV. Robin had set me my task and told me not to disturb her until I was done. My heart trembled in my chest. Lust and fear went to war in the pit of my stomach, as they had so many times before. And just as on all those other occasions, lust won. 
 
    My hand trembled as I lifted Robin’s panties to my face. The smell of her flooded my nostrils as I breathed in, and at once a thousand remembered sensations fluttered around me. The ghost of her taste danced on my tongue as I recalled the way she had used my mouth. She had made me lick her pussy and her ass right there on the living room sofa, and I had loved every minute of it. The smell from my step mom’s panties brought it all back to me, as vividly as though I had rewound time and lived again in that blissful, shameful moment. 
 
    In the soft depths of the panties, I caught the faint glimmer of something against the black fabric. Some residue of Robin, some faint trace of fluid from her womanhood that had dried on the fabric. It was like gold to me. I inhaled deeply through my nose as I pressed the panties to my face, sucking air through the thin cloth so that it would carry her smell into me. I moaned in ecstasy, and my free hand found my throbbing cock. Lubricated by soapy water, my fist slid up and down my shaft, and I moaned again in utter ecstasy as I masturbated to the memory of what Robin had made me do. 
 
    Hungry for sensation in the way that only a man approaching orgasm can be, I released my cock for a moment. My other hand kept Robin’s black panties clamped over my nose and mouth while I rummaged in the pile. Fishing out another pair of underwear, I held it in my fist, using it to stroke my cock. Overwhelmed by smell and taste and memory, I was in heaven. My balls grew tight between my legs as my orgasm approached, and I grunted and groaned into Robin’s panties desperately. 
 
    I came with a loud sigh. The panties around my cock soaked up spurt after spurt of my cum as I emptied myself of a shocking load of semen. It seemed to go on forever, leaving me weak and trembling as pleasure tore through me. My legs felt like jelly. My vision blurred. I panted and gasped, leaning forward over the sink and gripping its edge to keep my balance as I dropped the stained panties to the floor. Guilt and a sense of disgrace at what I had done washed over me in the lee of my orgasm, but I couldn’t bring myself to truly care. My desire had been too much for me to handle. At least with it temporarily assuaged, I could begin to think straight. 
 
    And that's when I heard Robin clear her throat behind me. In abject terror, I turned to see her standing in the doorway of the laundry room, where two short steps led down into the small area. She had taken off her high heels, her bare feet soundless on the floor. Not that I would have heard anything anyway. Not over the sound of my own heart pounding in my ears. 
 
    “What are you doing?” Robin tossed her had as she spoke, her dark hair cascading over her shoulder while her eyes glittered malevolently. 
 
    “Ro - Goddess,” I gasped, correcting myself in time. “I - I was - I didn’t mean - “ 
 
    “Sssshhh.” Robin climbed down the steps onto the laundry room. She pressed her finger against my lips to silence me as she stood in front of me. The smell of her perfume rolled over me in an intoxicating cloud. Robin crouched in front of me, at eye level with my cock as it dripped with the last pearly drops of cum that pooled sadly on the floor at my feet. She swept up the pair of panties I had dropped and stood up again. 
 
    “You just jerked off into my panties.” It wasn’t a question. And there was no answer I could give. The truth was as plain to her as it was to me as she spread the fabric out between her fingers, studying the wet mess I had left in her underwear.  
 
    Her eyes held mine. Between us, my cum shone on the panties she held up in front of my face. The smell of sex hung in the air between us. 
 
    “You’re going to pay for that,” Robin said, in a voice that was all the more menacing for being so quiet. I simply nodded. I had no doubt that I would.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    8. Disciplined By His Step Mother 
 
    “Is it ready?” 
 
    “Almost, Goddess.” 
 
    It was a simple enough task. It was also one that made it very difficult to see any erotic potential. But it was what Robin wanted, and that was enough. She'd never quite figured out how to work the large TV in the living room. When she asked me to set it up so that she could browse the internet on the giant screen, it felt almost like a normal family interaction. 
 
    Apart from the fact that I was naked with an electric shock collar strapped to my balls, anyway. 
 
    The TV screen lit up with the home page, and I handed the remote back to Robin. The other remote, the one that controlled my shock collar and doled out pain in variable doses, was clipped to the hip-hugging waistband of my step mother’s jeans. Her face was stony as she took the TV remote back from me. Fear jangled along the tight wires of my nerves. 
 
    When Robin had caught me jerking off into a pair of her panties, she had acted decisively. It must have been a family trait; neither she nor Melissa ever seemed at a loss for what to do. Snatching the soiled panties from the floor of the laundry room, Robin had stuffed them into the tiny pocket of her jeans. My surreptitious attempts to get rid of the black panties I still held in my hand did not go unnoticed. Robin curtly commanded me to bring them as she led me towards the living room. While shame and deep embarrassment gnawed at me internally, I followed wordlessly beyond her. My dropping cock swung between my legs with every step, temporarily drained. I knew it wouldn't last long. Robin turned me on so much, and never more so than when she was so dominant. My erection would be back just as soon as my body recovered from the orgasm I had stolen while I was supposed to be washing my step mom's panties. But Robin didn't seem to care about that at all. 
 
    “Down.” Robin’s eyes blazed as she abruptly pointed to the floor at her feet. Without a word, I bent and kneeled in front of her. She was clearly in no mood to be defied, and I was in no position to argue. As I looked up at her from the floor, still holding her black panties in one hand, Robin turned. Her bare feet were soundless on the floor as she walked across the living room, tossing the TV remote on the sofa as she passed, and headed upstairs. 
 
    I waited. My stomach felt as though I was being boiled internally, the way it rolled and trembled. Of course I was scared. Robin had told me that I would pay for soiling her underwear, and she was a woman of her word. Even as I kneeled, I knew that she was upstairs concocting some way to punish me for my transgressions. But I did nothing. It was as though it didn't even occur to me to resist or to try to escape. I accepted my fate like a dumb animal, waiting on my knees for my kinky stepmother to return. 
 
    Finally, Robin returned. The faint but triumphant smile had returned to her face as she reappeared in the living room in front of me. She carried nothing but a roll of black tape in her hand. I listened to the faint sound of her footsteps on the floor as she walked around behind me. 
 
    “Give me your hands.” A thrill of nervousness raced through me as I did as I was told. Robin’s breath was warm against my neck as she crouched behind me and held my arms behind my back. A growing tightness at my wrists told me that she was binding my hands together, probably using the tape she had brought for that purpose. The tape didn’t stick to my skin, but it certainly stuck to itself as Robin wound it around my arms again and again. With each pass, the pressure and tightness around my arms grew. It wasn’t the first time I’d been bound naked in Robin’s presence, of course. But it never seemed to get any less exciting. 
 
    Once my arms were tightly bound, Robin stood. She circled me slowly, enjoying my helplessness as I watched from my knees. She reminded me of a lioness toying with its prey as she stood above me. I watched wordlessly as she walked back to the sofa and slipped her feet one by one back into the high heel pumps she had kicked off to sneak up on me. The slender heels clicked on the floor as she stepped back towards me. 
 
    "You dirty little pervert," she smiled. Her dark hair framed her face, falling in a parted curtain as she leaned over me with her hands on her knees. The way her boobs pressed against her green T-shirt drew my eye the way a candle draws a moth to its destruction. She was too cruel and too lovely to resist, to beautiful to even think of arguing with. The reward she had mentioned earlier that morning was surely lost to me now, but I couldn't help wanting to do as she said in the hope of regaining her favor. Her sly and beautiful smile was the lock on the door of my prison. 
 
    "Open your mouth," Robin said. And like a fool, I hesitated. Her smile grew a shade wider as her hand reached towards her waist. Panicked, I opened my mouth wide. But it was too late. Robin's hand found the remote, and pain erupted through my body as the electric shock collar did its work. My muscles stiffened and contracted, and I howled through gritted teeth. As quickly as it had come, the pain disappeared. It was like magic, the way she could turn the agony on and off. Dark magic. But then, that was hardly the most astounding thing about the situation we were in. Not even close. 
 
    “Are you defying me?” The way Robin smiled at me as she spoke was like a bucket of ice water dumped over me. It was all I could do not to shiver at the sight of her. As though nothing was funnier than the idea that I would try to stand up to her. As though it was laughable that I would even think of it. 
 
    “No, Goddess,” I said, eager to avoid further pain. I opened my mouth and kept it open, even as I saw her free hand stray towards the pocket of her jeans. Even as she fished out the bright blue panties still dark with my wet cum. My heart sank as she turned the underwear around in her hand, finding the wet spot where I had relieved myself. Wadding the panties up into a neat little ball, Robin made sure that the part soaked in my cum was facing forward. And she pushed the damp panties into my mouth.  
 
    I groaned as shame washed over me. The taste of my own cum filled my mouth, and I would have recoiled from the disgrace if I could. Robin giggled quietly, the girlish sound at odds with the fine lines around her smiling eyes as she laughed at my plight. The roll of black tape rasped in her hand as she found its end and pulled it outwards. Robin circled my head with the tape over and over, pressing my lips shut over the disgusting morsel in my mouth as she gagged me. When she was finally satisfied that the panties would stay in my mouth, she tore the tape and smoothed its end down against my cheek. Deprived of the ability even to beg, all I could do was look up pitifully at my dominant stepmother. 
 
    And right on cue, I felt my cock swell. 
 
    Robin straightened up. Her heels rang out on the floor again as she stepped behind me and reached for my bound hands. 
 
    “Give me those,” she said as she pulled the black pair of panties from my hand. She came back around to face me, the panties stretched between her hands as she inspected them carefully. 
 
    “I must have been horny last time I was wearing these,” she said. “Look. There’s a little something left inside. Is that what you were after? You like the smell of your stepmom’s pussy?” 
 
    I moaned against the gag, nodding vigorously as Robin held the panties out in front of me. The faint sheen of her dried juices still shone in the black fabric. My cock was swelling rapidly, climbing into the air as though trying to reach towards Robin as she stood over me. 
 
    “Dirty little boy,” she mocked. “I was probably thinking about sex with a real man when I was wearing these. That’s what gets me wet. Not pathetic little panty sniffers like you.” As she spoke, Robin stretched the panties out between her hands. She pulled the black fabric over my head, carefully arranging it so that the part of her panties where the smell of her sex was most densely concentrated was directly on top of my nose. I breathed her scent in with every breath, and my cock raged. The smell of her pussy mingled with the taste of my own cum on my tongue, and I writhed with embarrassment and desire as Robin gloated over me. 
 
    “Now,” Robin said briskly, “I’m going to watch a movie while I decide what to do with you. And you’re going to be my footstool while I do it. Come.” Robin turned on her heel and made her way towards the sofa. I shuffled along on my knees as best as I could. She sat, reaching for the TV remote. “Get down,” she ordered. “Face to the floor.” I did as I was told. With a satisfied sigh, Robin raised her feet from the floor and placed them on my bowed back as I prostrated myself before her. I felt her cross her feet at the ankle, and one of her high heels scraped my skin. 
 
    “Alright,” she said. “Let’s see what we’ve got here.” 
 
    The TV remote clicked in her hand as she typed something in. Bowed down and tied up, all I could do was wait. The silence stretched out between us, Robin messing with the TV as though this was just another day, as though there was nothing more natural than her using me like furniture. I tried to keep still while my cock pulsed mercilessly. 
 
    “There we go,” Robin said at last, shifting her weight a little as she settled further into the couch. Behind me, I heard the TV come to life. The faint buzz of recorded sound came from the speakers, followed by the slow clicking of high heels on a hard surface. 
 
    “So,” said a woman’s voice from the TV behind me, “it’s time for your punishment, slave boy.” 
 
    Robin chuckled to herself. I didn't dare turn round and risk another shock to my aching balls. Robin would be sure to punish any failure on my part to act as a piece of living room furniture for her. But as I listened to the sound that reached me from the TV speakers, I realized that there was no doubt about it. My stepmother was watching pornography. 
 
    The dominant mistress gloated over her slave. The unseen man’s responses were limited to muffled grunts and gasped, and I realized that he was gagged just as I was. The woman kept up a steady stream of mockery as she toyed with the man, and my cock swelled as I listened. Trying to keep my body perfectly still, I slowly raised my head to look up at Robin. She sat sprawled on the couch above me, her legs now slightly apart. Her eyes were fixed on the screen. One finger was against her lip, its tip disappearing into the dark cavern of her mouth as she watched. Her other hand toyed with the shock collar remote clipped to her jeans. 
 
    And as I watched, fearful and hungry, nervous and helplessly horny, Robin’s hand crept down from her waist. I watched as her hand dipped between her spread legs, pressing against the crotch of her tight jeans as she rubbed her self through the denim. 
 
    I gasped into the damp panties that filled my mouth as Robin suddenly jammed a sharp heel into my back. For a fearful moment, I thought she had caught me watching her. But as I looked up at her, I saw that her eyes never left the TV screen. She was hurting me casually, almost absent-mindedly, as a side effect of her own arousal. The realization of her utter cruelty almost made me cum again right there and then. 
 
    And still, Robin's hand rubbed at the crotch of her jeans, up and down, up and down. Her hand moved faster and faster as the naughty movie played on, pressing harder and harder as I felt her legs begin to tremble on my back. My cock throbbed in sympathetic anguish as I watched, as though every touch of her hand between her legs fed my own desire. I gazed up at her in wonder as the smell of her panties filled my nostrils, pushing me further and further into mental slavery to this beautiful woman while she taunted me with what I couldn't have. Her pussy, the same pussy that I could smell with every breath, the snug hot box that lay hidden beneath a layer of dampening denim. 
 
    I barely heard any longer the noises that were coming from the screen. I was attuned only to the growing moans of pleasure from Robin, my whole attention consumed by her. But the video she was watching seemed to come to some sort of resolution, because I heard the gagged man moaning and groaning, and his cruel mistress laughing. She said something I didn’t catch, and her high heels clicked on the floor once again as she left him alone. 
 
    Robin reached for the TV remote. The screen gave a brief high whine as she switched it off. As my stepmother turned to me, I couldn't help but see the pink flush in her cheeks that proved her arousal. Her pretty eyes were glassy, like those of a doll, as she stared down at me. It was almost as though she had forgotten I was there and needed a moment to collect her thoughts. But a tremor raced along my spine as Robin smiled wickedly. 
 
    “Ok,” she said. “I know what I’m going to do with you. Little boys who can’t keep their hands off their pathetic peckers need to be punished.” She swung her feet off my back, and her heels clacked loudly on the floor. I straightened up. Robin stood, her hands on her hips as she grinned down at me. Whatever it was she had in mind for me, it seemed to amuse her to no end.  
 
    “Stand up,” she ordered. My knees groaned in protest as I pushed myself upwards, struggling to balance with my hands tied. Robin was in no mood to wait. I yelped into the wadded panties, more in surprise than fear, as she reached out and took hold of my throbbing cock. Grinning broadly now, she turned towards the door. 
 
    “Come on,” Robin said encouragingly. And I had no choice but to comply, following meekly at her heels as she used my cock like a leash to lead me towards the stairs, and finally up them. Just like her daughter had done on the fateful day when she had revealed this part of our lives to her mother. The day I had become Robin’s slave. Because I had been Melissa’s for a long time before that. 
 
    As we reached the top of the stairs, Robin led me towards her bedroom. Sunlight slanted in through the tall bay window, but the world outside was obscured by a gauzy white curtain. The room she shared with my father was huge. A walk-in closet was over by the en-suite bathroom, and there was still room for a sitting area of comfortable armchairs beside the window. But that's not where Robin led me. Instead, she pulled me by my cock towards the king-sized bed. And there I saw that my stepmother had been busy. No wonder it had taken her so long to return with the tape. 
 
    "Get down there," Robin giggled as she playfully pushed me onto the bed. I squirmed into the position she directed me to, lying with my head towards the foot of the bed and my feet towards the head. My tied hands pressed into my back as I lay on top of them, pinning them to the mattress. My knees were bent, my feet raised to the top of the headboard as I lay halfway down the long bed. From where I lay, I was in the perfect position to see what Robin had done. 
 
    The bed had an imposing canopy frame, with four steel posts rising from its corners to support the overhead structure. From the bar that stretched above the headboard, a complicated mechanism of chains and some kind of winch had been hung. At the ends of those chains, two leather cuffs hung down. And I watched as Robin began to fasten one of those cuffs around my ankle. 
 
    My breathing grew heavy. Fear gripped my heart. My instinct was to struggle, to kick at her, to resist. But the shock collar strapped to my balls dissuaded me. The remote was still clipped to Robin's jeans, and Melissa had shown me just how much pain the small device could deliver. All I could do was hope that whatever deviant ordeal robin had in mind for me next would be less unpleasant than that. 
 
    Once both my ankles were fastened with chains, Robin reached for the small winch device that hung from the contraption. She turned a handle, and the chains began to grow shorter. Every turn of the handle pulled the chains higher towards the crossbar they hung from. I squirmed and scrambled on the bed as the chains pulled my legs upwards, higher and higher. Eventually, it was the chains alone that pulled me upwards as Robin turned the handle. She didn't stop until my feet were high up in the air above my head. Only my shoulders and head still lay on the mattress, while the rest of my hung suspended in the air. The chains rattled as I wriggled uselessly. 
 
    "As you can see, I've made a few purchases," Robin said. "Ever since Melissa showed me what the two of you have been getting up to together, I've been coming up with some ideas. I never thought I'd be so into this stuff, but using you as our horny little slave boy is just too much fun." Helpless, I watched Robin turn and bend to open the drawer of her bedside table, her jeans pulling tight over her ass as she did so. The drawer slid open, and she produced a small plastic tube. Her movements slow and deliberate, she uncapped the tube and squirted some viscous liquid into her palm. Then she set aside the bottle and began to rub her hands together. In no time, both her hands were coated with the same transparent gel that I could hear squelching as she rubbed her hands over one another. Robin stepped back towards me, and I moaned as I felt the coolness of the gel against my cock as she held my erection in her hand. 
 
    “Since you like to cum so much,” she grinned, “I’m going to make you cum. Right now.” Her hand slid up and down my cock, and my manhood swelled in her grasp. Her other hand gripped my balls, and the panties in my mouth muffled my moans of pleasure as her lubricated skin slid easily over mine. Robin pumped her hand faster and faster, squeezing my balls as she did, and I gasped and moaned and writhed as much as the strict bondage would allow as she jerked me off. I was nothing but a piece of meat for her to handle, totally under her control as she toyed with me. And Robin knew it. She delighted in it. 
 
    “You’re going to cum,” she cackled, “whether you like it or not.” Robin was right about that. I could feel my orgasm swelling like music inside me. The faster she tugged on my cock, the more rapid my breathing became, and I inhaled lungfuls of her scent through the used panties that covered my face. The chains around my legs rattled and clanked as I writhed to her touch.  
 
    “And when you cum,” Robin went on, raising her voice to make sure I heard her over the loud sound of my own moaning, “I’m going to make you spray your filth all over your slutty little face.” 
 
    I moaned in despair. Robin laughed out loud to hear it. I squirmed on the bed, but there was nothing I could do. Wherever I turned, my own hard cock was above me, pointing directly at me. What Robin had decided was going to happen was exactly what was going to happen. There was absolutely nothing I could do about that.  
 
    And there was nothing I could do about what I was feeling, either. Robin was right about that, too. I could try to resist, try to hold out for as long as possible. But the smell of Robin's pussy from the panties on my face filled my senses. The feel of her hands and my cock and balls made me bristle with delight. My back arched in pleasure as I hung from the chains like an animal ready for slaughter, bucking and groaning and thrashing to no avail while my stepmother toyed with me cruelly. 
 
    My cock swelled in Robin’s hand. I gasped as I plunged past the point of resistance. Nothing was going to stop the orgasm boiling inside me now. And Robin knew it. An evil smirk lit her face as she pointed my twitching cock at my face. And I came. 
 
    My cock spurted like a weapon in Robin’s hand. She shrieked with laughter as she held it still, and my traitorous body launched hot globs of semen against my face. I closed my eyes as I felt it splatter across my skin, some of it splashing across the panties that covered my head while more of it wetted my cheeks. More cum dripped down over my stomach and chest as my balls emptied themselves, and Robin slowly stroked my drooling cock as though she intended to milk it of every drop of my fluids. 
 
    The smell of my own cum had all but replaced the delicious scent of Robin that rose from the panties over my own face. My stomach heaved as I remembered the thick load of cum I had left in the panties that were still in my mouth. Robin grinned down at me as she savored my utter defeat, watching my cum cool on the panties she had stretched over my head. Releasing my soft cock at last, she reached forward and wiped her damp hands on my face. 
 
    “Your first facial,” she giggled. “Probably not what you had in mind. But that’s what you get for disobeying my orders. Do you think you can be a good boy now and finish washing my panties without losing control of yourself?” 
 
    “Yes, Goddess,” I said, or tried to say. The panties in my mouth and the tape around my head turned my words into an indistinct grunt. But Robin got my meaning as I nodded my head frantically up and down. She had proven her point. Disobedience would come at a heavy cost. 
 
    “What’s that? Ssshhh!” Robin cocked her head to one side as she held a single finger in the air. I tried to control my breathing as I listened, hoping to hear what she heard. There were voices downstairs, floating up towards us from below. Robin’s lips parted in a smile as she turned her gaze back to me. 
 
    “Melissa’s back,” she said. “and it sounds like she brought some friends.” Another girlish giggle erupted like sudden music from Robin’s throat as I gave a low moan of despair. “You know most of Melissa’s friends, don’t you?” Robin teased. “From high school. I wonder what they’d think if they could see you now.” 
 
    “Hmmm!” The chains rattled as I thrashed on the bed, squirming in an agony of shame and fear while Robin laughed at me. 
 
    "Ssshhh," she urged again. "You don't want them to hear you, do you?" Robin took a step away from the bed, tugging at her T-shirt lightly as she adjusted her clothes. "No," she said firmly as though she had made up her mind, "we can't have that. The most important thing is that your dad never finds out what we've been doing." Her pretty eyes darted over my hanging body, and I saw her smile deepen as a new thought occurred to her. "Although I'm not going to forget what happened here," she added. "I'll think of it, next time your father's fucking me in that bed." 
 
    “Hmmmm!” I growled into my gag. Robin tried to control her giggles as she pressed a finger to her lips. 
 
    "Be quiet!" she chuckled. "Ok. Ok. I'm going to leave you here for a while, and you can think about how you're going to make this all up to me. I'll come back and let you out when the coast is clear." The wild light in Robin's eyes did nothing to dampen the fear I could feel crawling along my spine like a scurrying rat. I was sure I couldn't trust her. But it wasn't like I had a choice. I was utterly helpless, unable even to cry for help. Robin was my best hope to get out of the situation I was in, even though she was the one who had put me in it in the first place. 
 
    “Stay here,” she said, as though I had a choice in the matter. And then she left, closing the door of the bedroom behind her. I was left alone with my thoughts, such as they were. My brain, addled by orgasm and already feeling the first stirrings of new desire, could think of little else between the pull of the two primal urges of desire and fear. 
 
    I heard voices raised as Robin went downstairs to greet her daughter and her friends. I could hear that they were talking, but couldn’t make out the words that were said. And when I heard footsteps on the stairs, my heart froze. 
 
    The footsteps came closer and closer. I heard whispered voices; female voices. Terror raced through my pulsing veins as the door of Robin’s bedroom slid slowly open. 
 
    "Well, well," Melissa smirked. She stood in the doorway, her body dark against the light, her fists on her hips and her feet apart. The cruel light that shone in her eyes was a carbon copy of the way her mother looked at me sometimes. Times like this, when I was entirely at her mercy. The way a cat would smile if it could at a caged bird. 
 
    Behind Melissa, I saw faces peering at me over her shoulder. Eyes wide in disbelief. Mouths open in shock. Melissa had brought her friends. 
 
    “Looks like Mom’s been having some fun with you, slave boy,” Melissa mocked. “Let’s take a look, shall we?” My heart thumped wildly in my chest as Melissa and her friends stepped inside. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    9. Shared By His Step Sister 
 
      
 
    Panic-stricken, I lay on Robin’s bed, unable to move. Time seemed to slow, as though I was caught in the tentacles of some outrageous nightmare. Melissa’s eyes glowed as she stepped into the bedroom, burning like two coals with the fires of her lust. It seemed to take years for her to cross the few steps from the bedroom door to the bed where I lay, long years of agony and torment and utter disgrace.  
 
    And her friends came with her. 
 
    These were girls who knew from high school. Girls who knew me. Internally, I cringed with embarrassment as their giggling filled the room. Melissa’s friends. My former classmates, girls I hadn’t seen since we all graduated. Girls I had never thought I would see again. And now they were seeing me in the most humiliating way imaginable, my mouth stuffed with panties and my face covered in my own cum. There are no words that do justice to the total humiliation that burned inside me as I cowered before them, writhing in an agony of wounded pride. And by now, I probably don’t need to mention that my cock was swelling again. As though the residue of my last orgasm wasn’t still cooling on my face. As though I hadn’t cum in months. My traitorous cock swelled with every step Melissa took towards me, giving away the awful fact that I was enjoying this. The more the shame of it all burned my trembling heart, the hotter it all felt. The awful truth that kept me a prisoner in my own home. 
 
    Daniella’s eyes glittered like coals as she peered at me around Melissa’s back. She’s always had that same sardonic smile, slightly lopsided, as though she knew something the rest of us didn’t. In school, her sharp sense of humor had served as a kind of shield to protect her from the advances of horny guys that a girl as pretty as her was bound to get. The guys in my school quickly learned to bring their A game around Daniella, or she would eviscerate you with her words. But her large glasses and bobbed haircut couldn’t hide the striking symmetry of her face, the high cheekbones that made her eyes glitter when she smiled and the full lips that begged to be kissed. For all her geek girl, T-shirt-and-jeans tomboyish style, Daniella had never been able to hide the fact that she was almost as beautiful as Melissa. I knew I wasn’t the only guy from our school who still remembered the way Daniella had looked in a backless black gown, her black hair lengthened with extensions and cascading over her shoulders, her eyes shining in the midst of her made-up face. I couldn’t have been the only guy who had revisited that image from time to time, when I wasn’t thinking about Melissa. And now those same sarcastic eyes were turned in me in amusement, making me feel tiny and helpless as Daniella followed Melissa into the bedroom.  
 
    Zia’s mouth was open at the sight of me, her eyes wide in surprise. I could hardly blame her. She had probably forgotten that I even existed until that moment. At school, she and Melissa and Daniella had been thick as thieves. The popular girls. The center of attention wherever they went. I was just some nerd who barely registered for them. Another helpless kid with a crush on Melissa that would never be fulfilled - or so I had thought at the time. Zia had always had one of those smiles that could light up a room, but she wasn’t smiling now. Her wide eyes glittered, her hazel irises catching the light like amber, set off by the copper color of her skin. The dense natural curls of her hair were swept up and held in place on the top of her head, letting the delicate features of her face shine. Unlike Daniella, Zia was most definitely a girly girl. The light blue sundress she wore was like a blaze of summer brought into the dimness of the bedroom, exposing my humiliation all the more.  
 
    All three of them were utterly beautiful. Two of them were profoundly shocked to find me as I was, bound and covered with cum. But the look on Melissa’s face, the face I had spent so many silent years pining after, told me that she wasn’t surprised. And as always, Melissa had some ideas. 
 
    “Well, look at you,” she said, grinning down at me. I breathed in through my nose and sighed as my stepsister ran her fingers down my chest, lightly brushing the skin as she stood above me. My position was uncomfortable, my legs held high in the air above me by her mother’s shackles. But my body responded to Melissa’s touch the way it always did. I was helpless in her presence. I always was. Behind all the playacting, the kinky games and adventures, there was more than a kernel of truth in what Melissa said about me. I was her slave. A willing slave who lacked the strength to break free of the hold she had on me. Even when I was terrified of what she might do next. 
 
    “Looks like Mom did a number on you,” Melissa went on. “You must have done something bad to deserve it. Like being born a man, I guess.” Melissa chuckled to herself as her hand crept down my body. By the time she reached my pelvis, my cock was rock hard again. It swayed from side to side as Melissa playfully flicked my shaft. Behind her, I heard Daniella giggle. The other two girls shared a look of disbelief with one another as Melissa turned to her friends. 
 
    "You guys remember Ben, right?" she said. "From school? You remember I told you that our parents got married." Zia nodded, her eyes lifting towards Melissa for a moment before turning back to me. That famous smile of hers was tugging at her pink lips, a sliver of her white teeth showing as gorgeous dimples formed in her cheeks. Danielle never even pretended to look away from me. She was grinning openly as her eyes roamed up and down my naked and bound body. I cringed as I wondered what her quick mind was thinking as she took in my disgrace. 
 
    “Turns out, Ben here is just a submissive little bitch,” Melissa explained. I could hear the smile in her voice as she spoke to her friends. “So me and my mom have been training him to be our slave. I guess he must have pissed Mom off or something to end up like this.” 
 
    “Your slave? Like a sex slave?” Zia’s eyes sparkled in the dim light as she spoke to Melissa. Melissa shrugged. 
 
    “He wishes,” she said. “He’s or everything slave. He’s here to do whatever we tell him to. If we want to use him for sex, then sure. But we make him do everything.” 
 
    “He just does whatever you say?” Zia asked. Daniella’s eyes had never stopped moving over my body while her friends spoke, and for an awful moment, her eyes met mine. I hurriedly looked away as my cheeks burned red. 
 
    “Oh my God,” Daniella chuckled under her breath. 
 
    “Pretty much,” Melissa said proudly. “If he knows what’s good for him.” With lightning speed, she reached between my legs, and I moaned into her mother’s wet panties as she squeezed my balls. The watching girls shrieked with laughter as Melissa held me tight, making me squirm uselessly on the bed beneath her. 
 
    “And he’s ok with this?” Zia asked, as her smooth brow furrowed with lines of surprise. 
 
    “Of course he is,” Daniella snorted. “There’s no way a girl like Lissa would be touching this loser’s dick otherwise.” Zia’s face shone in a broad grin, and she held a hand over her mouth as she giggled. Rogue flashes of fear flickered in the tangled undergrowth of my brain as all three women looked down on me. For all their surprise at finding me like this, I could see the excitement in their pretty eyes. And my cock surged as though it could possibly get harder at the thought that I was helpless before these beautiful girls. Submitting to my stepsister was one of the most difficult yet most thrilling experiences of my life. How much more exciting to be used by her sexy friends, too? 
 
    “Do you….you know? With him?” Daniella spluttered with laughter at Zia’s prudishly phrased question. 
 
    “I think she’s asking if you ever fuck him,” she said. 
 
    "Rarely," Melissa answered truthfully. "He's not great in bed, to be honest. But Mom and me have been training him to please us better. He's definitely getting better with his mouth. Aren't you?" Both girls howled with laughter as Melissa bent over me and wrapped her hand around my throat. She didn't squeeze hard; she didn't have to. Just the feel of her hand on my neck was more than enough to remind me of what she could do if she chose to. I nodded frantically, moaning into the wet panties that filled my mouth as Melissa brought her face down close to mine. Her eyes darted over my face, studying me with a kind of curiosity I had seen in her before. She was a natural dominant. She could use my submissive streak to her advantage, and she did, with great pleasure. But she would never really understand it. Then again, I found it almost impossible to understand myself. I not only allowed Melissa and Robin to treat me this way; I wanted it. I longed for it. When long periods passed without us playing this way, I missed it ferociously. That was what scared me most of all. I Melissa wanted it, there was no doubt in my mind that I would be submitting to her friends, too. 
 
    “How do you train him?” Zia’s doubts seemed to have evaporated. She was asking now from a sense of curiosity, her surprise turning more to fascination. Daniella, on the other hand, watched me like a hawk, studying my reactions as I listened to the girls talk. I did my best not to meet her eyes again, scared of the bright light I would see in those dark orbs. 
 
    “Well, you can see how badly he wants to cum,” Melissa explained. I groaned as she ran her hand gently up and down my shaft, and the watching women giggled at the ease with which their friend toyed with my body. “We don’t let him unless he does what we want. It’s amazing what a guy will do once he gets horny enough. Honestly, you should really try it sometime.” 
 
    “No doubt,” Daniella muttered. I felt the hairs prickling on the back of my neck. 
 
    “And sometimes we punish him,” Melissa went on. “I think he just was punished, actually. Looks like he pissed my mom off and she tied him up here. We use this thing too.” My cock swayed gently as Melissa released it and flicked the black box of the shock collar that was strapped around my cock and balls. Zia frowned as she peered down at it. 
 
    “What is that?” she asked. 
 
    “It’s a shock collar,” Daniella spoke before Melissa could answer. “We sell them at work. They’re supposed to be used to train dogs, but people use them on each other too.” Despite my surprise, I resisted the temptation to look at Daniella. How did she come to know so much about these things? It wasn’t my place to ask questions, but my mind whirred as I wondered just how many people Melissa had told about our strange relationship. 
 
    “Does it work?” Daniella asked. 
 
    “It works great,” Melissa grinned. “He’s terrified to disobey me now that I can shock his balls whenever I want.” 
 
    “Can we see?” Zia gasped in surprise. But despite her lopsided smile, Daniella wasn’t joking. Her dark eyes shone as she smirked at Melissa. 
 
    "Sure," Melissa said magnanimously, swept up in the desire to show off in front of her friends. "My mom has the remote. Let me go get it." Melissa turned, and I watched her short denim skirt sway from her swinging hips as she made her way to the bedroom door. I was terrified of my kinky sister in law; she was right about that. But I didn't want to see her go. To be left alone, naked and bound and gagged with two women I hadn't seen since we left high school. Melissa and her mother were the devils I knew, cruel and sexy and demanding, but at least familiar. Zia and Daniella were different. And the look in Daniella's eyes especially, as she turned them once again on me, made me tremble with fear. 
 
    “This is crazy,” Zia said, “isn’t it?” Daniella’s teeth showed as she smiled. 
 
    “It’s not that crazy,” she said, and her eyes never left me as she spoke. “You’d be surprised how common this sort of thing is. I get people coming in all the time for handcuffs and rope and shock collars and things like that. It’s never the people you would expect, either.” 
 
    “You work in a sex shop,” Zia said. “You’re bound to get some freaks.” 
 
    “We wouldn’t exist without this kind of thing,” Daniella said. “And just think how many more people buy their sex toys online. I mean, I didn’t expect to meet Melissa’s slave boy today or anything. But I’m not that surprised, either. The girl knows what she likes.” 
 
    I felt Daniella’s hand on my chest. In one swift movement, she jumped onto the bed, swinging her leg over me. Her jeans clung tight to her thighs as she sat on my chest, her dark hair swinging around her face as she smiled down at me. Her weight pushed me into the mattress as I stared up at her, finally forced to meet the look in those jet-black eyes. Daniella’s smirk sent a shiver of fear and lust galloping through my body as I lay trapped beneath her.  
 
    “Ben, Ben, Ben,” Daniella purred as she smiled down at me. “Look at you. Your stepsister’s slave. I never knew you were so kinky. But I guess it makes sense. You always did have such a hard-on for Melissa.” Even in the depths of my lust and fear, I thought I detected some hint of - what? Envy? Jealousy? Daniella was as far out of my league as Melissa was, or close to it. Her beauty had always been something she downplayed rather than enhanced, even if it had still remained clearly visible. My cock surged as I stared up at the woman sitting on top of me, and it didn’t soften even when Daniella’s open hand cracked suddenly against my cheek. 
 
    “Dani!” Zia gasped. “What are you doing?” 
 
    “What?” Daniella shrugged. “He’s a slave boy. Slaves get punished. That’s just how it is.” Her matter-of-fact town belied the pleasure that glistened in her moist dark eyes. My cheek burned where she had slapped me, and my stomach churned with desire for her. As though she could read my mind, Daniella sat up. She inched forward on my chest, and I watched as her fingers found the zipper of her jeans, mere inches in front of my face.  
 
    “Just a horny little slave boy,” she went on in a sing-song voice. “Just desperate for some pussy, aren’t you?” The teeth of her zipper parted with agonizing slowness. My eyes were locked on to her fingers as they drew the zipper down, slowly revealing the fabric of her panties beneath the parting denim. Her other hand reached towards my face, where my cheek still stung from her earlier slap. With some effort, she peeled the tape away from my mouth and gingerly fished out the panties. A slight grimace marred her pretty face as she tossed the wet panties across the bed. 
 
    “How badly do you want this pussy?” Daniella growled. 
 
    “Dani!” Zia gasped in shock. But I barely heard her. Daniella’s jeans were open, her legs parted, and her fingers plucked at the top of her pink panties right in front of my face. 
 
    “Badly,” I moaned as I stared at her, “really badly.” 
 
    “Beg for it,” Daniella said, that twisted smile plucking at her lips as she spoke. I didn’t even hesitate. 
 
    “Please, Daniella,” I moaned. “Please let me taste your pussy. Please let me lick you, please!” Both women shrieked with laughter as they listened to me beg. Fresh fire bloomed in Daniella’s eyes as she loomed above me, her face shining with dark delight.  
 
    “She really does have you whipped, doesn’t she?” Daniella laughed. “But you need to call me Mistress.” 
 
    "Yes, Mistress." Once again, I didn't hesitate. In the catalog of humiliations I had suffered, this one hardly rated. Zia could splutter in outraged laughter all she wanted, but I knew these girls were going to make me do far more humiliating things than call them by ornate titles. Besides, Daniella like Melissa before her had seen straight to the heart of my predicament. In the heat of my fearsome arousal, licking the pussy of a girl I barely knew seemed like the greatest thing that could ever happen to me. Any humiliation was worth it if it got me closer to that goal. 
 
    Over the pounding of my heart under Daniella’s weight, I heard footsteps coming up the stairs. Melissa re-entered the bedroom, and I heard her bright laughter as she saw what was going on. Daniella’s hair shone as she turned to smile at her friend. 
 
    “You don’t waste any time, do you?” Melissa laughed. Daniella shrugged. 
 
    “It’s not every day I get to tease a real slave boy,” she said, turning her smile back on me. 
 
    "Well, watch this," Melissa said. Daniella filled my vision as she sat on top of me, and I couldn't see much more of Melissa than her head. But as a sudden sharp sensation made my muscles contract, I knew exactly what she was up to. The electric shock collar made my balls hum with pain, and I yelled at the ceiling as my body convulsed, writhing as much as my bondage and the weight of Daniella on top of me allowed. Daniella rode me like a bucking bronco, her thighs gripping my sides as she held on to me through the spasm that rocked my body. It was a powerful shock that Melissa delivered, far more than she usually did. She wanted to make me suffer in front of her friends. She most definitely succeeded in that. 
 
    “Oh my God!” Daniella shrieked. As suddenly as it had started, the pain abated the very moment Melissa stopped holding down the button on the remote. “That’s fucking awesome!” She was breathless, her pale cheeks flushed, and my cock throbbed unrelentingly as I witnessed her excitement. Just like her friend, Daniella clearly found it exciting to see me suffer. I could tell I was in for a long day. 
 
    “It definitely keeps him in line, anyway,” Melissa grinned. “since we started using the shock collar, he doesn’t dare disobey us anymore.” 
 
    “Good,” Daniella snarled as she stared down at me. Her wild excitement was very much in evidence as she gripped the front of her open jeans. Lifting herself temporarily off my chest, she kneeled beside me and pulled down her pants. She had lost herself in the moment, not seeming to care that her friends were watching as she undressed. Her jeans fell to the floor beside the bed in a rumpled heap, and my cock swelled as I watched her peel off her pink panties and toss those aside too. Unashamed, Daniella straddled me again, and I stared up at her dripping sex as she pushed it towards my face. 
 
    "I want to see how well Melissa has trained her slave," Danielle said in a low voice as the faint light flashed off her glasses. "You have five minutes to make me cum, or else I'm going to fry your useless little balls." No answer from me was required. Nor was it possible. Daniella's thighs were on either side of my head, holding it in place as she lowered her pussy to my mouth. Eagerly, I extended my tongue, running it over the velvet folds of the pussy of a girl I hadn't spoken to in over a year. I heard Daniella sigh with gratitude as she felt my tongue on her skin. Her taste was different to Melissa's, different to Robin's, and for all the practice I had recently had at orally pleasuring women, I knew I would have to concentrate and work hard to meet the target Daniella had set for me. 
 
    A sudden burning at the base of my balls told me it wouldn’t be easy. Melissa and Zia laughed out loud as the collar shocked me, and Daniella howled as I screamed between her legs. 
 
    “Oh fuck, that’s it!” she cried, throwing back her head as her pussy spasmed against my mouth. My head was pressed back against the mattress as Daniella forced her pussy against my face, grinding her sex against my mouth while I hungrily licked and kissed her there. “Do it again!” she yelled. 
 
    And Melissa did.  
 
    The bedroom air was filled with the mixed sounds of female pleasure and hilarity. Daniella muffled my screams of pain as she sat on my face. I could feel the girl bucking and writhing on top of me, and I did my best to keep licking her through the pain in my tortured balls while she squirmed. My tongue parted her lips as I pressed it inside, and I was greeted by a sudden flood of her hot juices that poured over my face, mingling with my own cum that had dried there since Robin's punishment. 
 
    "Oh my God! Lick it you little bitch!" Daniella's hand made a tight fist in my hair as she pulled at it, and I winced beneath her. The aggressive growl in her voice only served to make my cock throb all the more. There could be no doubt about what was going on. Melissa's friend was using me for her pleasure, as though I was nothing more than a flesh and blood sex toy to these women. My cock throbbed behind Daniella's head, erect but ignored. My pleasure meant nothing. And while Melissa zapped my balls again and again, I used every trick I knew to try to please Daniella, licking and sucking and teasing her slit and her swollen lips while she screamed in ecstasy above me. 
 
    I had no way of knowing how long it took. Between Daniella’s legs, all I knew was mingled pleasure and pain that seemed to go on forever. The sudden flood of her orgasm took me by surprise as her juices coated my trapped face. I swallowed and gasped for air, but never stopped licking while Daniella had her orgasm above me. Her thighs squeezed my head so hard I felt like I was suffocating, and my scalp burned as she pulled savagely on my hair.  
 
    And while her friend shrieked in pleasure, Melissa made free with the shock collar remote. I howled into Daniella’s pussy as Melissa shocked me hard, almost choking on the seemingly endless flood of juices that poured out from between Daniella’s shaking thighs.  My pain and her pleasure merged into a single entity, two faces of the same experience, almost too intense for words. The chains that held my legs rattled above us as I thrashed and struggled, not to be free but to more fully touch and taste and enjoy the beautiful woman who was sitting on top of me. 
 
    But at last, the buzzing in my balls stopped. Daniella gasped as she lifted her streaming pussy from my face, sitting back on my heaving chest in a shining puddle of her free-flowing juices. I could feel the warmth of her bathing my skin as she stared down at me, glassy-eyed from pleasure and grinning happily. I sucked down air that tasted of her orgasm, and her gorgeous body rose and fell on top of my chest as I breathed. 
 
    “Fuck,” Daniella grinned, that same lopsided smile I remembered from school seen here now in a context I could never have imagined experiencing. “You were right, Lissa. He is a good little pussy eater.” 
 
    "That's about all he's could for," Melissa sneered, to laughter from her friends. "Look at this cock. Fucking useless." I moaned as I felt Melissa take hold of my erection, squeezing it slightly. In the state I was in, I needed only the slightest touch to make me cum. But with her usual skill, Melissa kept me just on the other side of orgasm, hovering at the brink until it felt almost painful while never allowing me to tip over the edge. 
 
    "True," Daniella sneered. Zia shrieked as Daniella raised her hand and slapped my face again, sending droplets of her own cum flying as she made contact with my cheek. My skin burned, but it was nothing compared to the shame and desire that burned my heart as I gazed up at her. Daniella was almost unbearably sexy in the afterglow of her orgasm, her natural dominance shining in her coal-dark eyes as she smirked down at me. She looked so smugly superior I could hardly stand it. And yet I knew that I had much more to endure. From her, and from the others. 
 
    "What do you say, bitch boy?" Daniella snarled. She had taken to her new role with remarkable ease. Her small round breasts pressed against the front of her T-shirt as she leaned over me, one hand wrapping itself around my throat just as Melissa's had done earlier. I knew what she wanted. I would never understand these women and the cruel games they played, any more than I would understand my own deep-seated need to obey them. But it didn't take a genius to guess what Daniella wanted to hear. And I was far too vulnerable not to give it to her. 
 
    “Thank you, Mistress Daniella,” I said through lips that dripped thickly with her cum. A gale of feminine laughter rose around me as I spoke.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    10. Humiliated By His Step Sister 
 
    The air in Robin's bedroom was electric. Three pairs of female eyes shone with lust and excitement as they stared down at me where I lay prone on the bed. The taste of Dani's pussy, the unique flavor of her arousal, filled my mouth and flooded my senses, plucking at the taut wires of desire that vibrated within me. It would be meaningless at this point to say I had never been more turned on; that was a boundary that seemed to be shattered every time I played with Robin and Melissa. But my lust was a monster, a presence in the room beside me, growling away in the dark with a deep rumble that only I could hear. 
 
    Dani still sat on top of me. The round mounds of her breasts rose and fell under her T-shirt as she stared down at me through her oversized glasses. I had seen that look before, though not from her. It was the same look that Melissa gave me when she had used me for her own ends. A look of satiety that was nevertheless spiked with ongoing hunger. The look of a woman still in the ebbing throb of an orgasm who nevertheless wants more. Dani wanted more, I could tell. And so, to my everlasting shame, did I. 
 
    "He calls me mistress too," Melissa smirked proudly. "I guess when you're around, it'll have to be Mistress Melissa. He calls my mom Goddess." 
 
    “Goddess? I should have thought of that,” Daniella smirked. “I like the idea of being worshiped. He should be worshiping us all like goddesses.” 
 
    "He will," Melissa said. "I'll make sure of that." I groaned in pain as the shock collar buzzed against my balls again, my back arching slightly under Daniella's weight as my muscles contracted. The girls laughed. The breathless quality of their laughter fed my worst fears. I was entirely at their mercy. And they had none. Drunk with their own power, there was very little they wouldn't do to me. The cruelest impulses seemed like fun to them once their arousal soared. And there it was, that reliable little demon inside me that relished the thought. Their cruelty was irresistible to me, a dark lure that shone and glittered in a way I couldn't ignore. 
 
    “That shock collar is awesome,” Daniella panted as her laughter subsided. “No wonder we sell so many at work. I’m going to be recommending them to more people from now on.” 
 
    “It definitely helps keep him in line,” Melissa agreed. There was a slight pause, punctuated by heavy breathing and by the rushing of my own blood in my ears. I could practically hear the cogs turning in the girl’s minds. All I could do was wait for them to decide what they would do with me next, and hope it wasn’t anything too awful. Protesting was out of the question. I had no say in anything. 
 
    “Can I - ?” Daniella’s question was addressed to Melissa, not me. It was Melissa who would decide what was and wasn’t done to me now. And I hardly dared to hope that I understood the impulse behind Daniella’s question, even as my heart soared in my chest at the thought. A sly smile shone on Melissa’s face as she looked at her friend. 
 
    “Of course,” she said. “Do whatever you want with him. That’s what he’s here for.” With a ratified giggle, Daniella squirmed on top of me. I felt a thin trail of her juices cooling on my skin as she moved down my body, and my cock surged as she repositioned herself on top of me. Melissa stepped forward, and I felt her hand on my throat once again as she leaned over me. Looking up, I saw the wild flame deep in her eyes as she stared down at me. 
 
    “Don’t you dare cum,” she growled in a voice that raised the hairs on the back of my neck. “Your orgasms belong to me now. Got it?” 
 
    "Yes, Miss Melissa," I rasped. The other girls laughed softly at my response. But my step-sister held the remote that controlled the shock collar strapped to my balls. What choice did I have besides total obedience? 
 
    Melissa released her grip on my throat. Her skirt swirled around her thighs as she turned and stepped toward the other end of the canopy bed. I heard some kind of mechanism move, and my feet were slowly lowered. Daniella watched my face with a smile as my pelvis sank onto the mattress behind her, leaving only my legs still raised in the chains Robin had fastened to my ankles. Dani rose up on her knees, and I gasped in gratitude as she reached behind herself and took hold of my cock. Slowly, carefully, she guided it into her waiting pussy, the wet walls of the organ I had just licked stretching easily to accommodate me. The feeling of her tight pussy around my cock was incredible. I groaned and gasped as she playfully clenched the muscles of her sex without moving, just to see me squirm.  
 
    “Do you think he’ll cum too quick?” Dani kept her dark eyes on me, even as she spoke to Melissa. 
 
    “He probably would,” Melissa said. “But I’ve learned a little trick for that.” I knew what was coming. I braced myself, but it didn’t matter. The familiar pain tore through me as I lay beneath Daniella, the metal contacts of the shock collar delivering another jolt to my manhood. My cock vibrated inside Daniella, and through the mist of my pain I saw her eyes widen behind her glasses. Her mouth opened in momentary shock, and as the pain subsided, I watched her brazen smile grow. 
 
    “Oh my God, Lissa!” Daniella gasped. “That’s…amazing! He’s like a human vibrator!” Unseen, I heard Zia erupt in outraged laughter. 
 
    “I know,” Melissa beamed. “And the best part is, the pain stops his orgasm in its tracks. There’s a limit to it. Past a certain point, he’ll probably cum anyway. But this will definitely make him last way longer than he would otherwise.” 
 
    “Fuck, this is amazing,” Dani said. I groaned, in pleasure rather than pain this time, as she began to move on top of me. Her wet pussy gripped and squeezed my cock as she rode it, and I moaned and groaned as sparks of pleasure ignited all through my body. If I hadn’t known better, I would have worried about my orgasm coming quickly and defying Melissa’s orders. But I knew what my stepsister could do with a shock collar. It wasn’t the first time she had done this to me. And I knew, with a strange feeling of terrified delight in some deep pit of my heart, that it wouldn’t be the last. 
 
    Dani bounced up and down on top of me. Her voice rose as her pleasure grew, her gasps turning to breathless moans, and her moans turning to loud cries. I could feel the hot stream of her juices flowing over my cock and balls, soaking the bed beneath me. I was trembling with desire and trying not to show it, trying to avoid what I knew was coming. Melissa had learned to read my reactions. Se knew my body, and she knew when I was close. Daniella screamed in bliss as Melissa shocked my balls and my cock vibrated again inside her pussy. I arched my back, my hips rising underneath Dani as I lifted her slightly off the bed, plunging my cock deeper inside her. Grinding my teeth, I endured the potent cocktail of pain and pleasure that exploded inside my brain, and Dani gasped and howled and screamed above me. Her shaking thighs gripped my hips, and her pussy spasmed wildly around my cock, and her fingernails clawed at my chest and stomach as she ground her body against mine, drowning in physical bliss yet thirsty for still more. 
 
    Somehow, I held on. Somehow, I endured. Melissa was right about that much, at least. Without the pain of the well-timed electric shock, there would have been no way I could have kept from emptying myself into the slick warmth of Daniella's cunt. It was difficult to hold back as it was, even with the pain of the electric shock to my testicles. But I managed it. Dani's cries of passion subsided a little as the shock stopped, and I sank back onto the mattress beneath her, listening to her purr with pleasure while I bristled with pain. 
 
    "He's loud, isn't he?" That was Zia. At the mercy of Daniella and Melissa, I had all but forgotten about my stepsister's other friend. But the magnetic smile of Zia was very much in evidence as she stepped forward out of the heavy shadows of Robin's bedroom, her dazzling white teeth shining in contrast to her coffee-colored skin. It was a smile that could light up even the dimmest of rooms - if I hadn't known what it was that was making her smile. Her light eyes glowed as she fixed them on me. Beside natural dominants like Melissa and, it seemed, Daniella too, Zia had been quiet. But she wasn't immune to the dark thrill of kinky sex that permeated the room. The glow in her eyes told me that much. 
 
    “That’s how I know I’m doing it right,” Melissa said. But Zia seemed almost not to hear her. She walked along the side of the bed, close to me. Dani had not stopped moving, still riding my cock as she sat on top of me, but slower now. Her tight pussy was still spasming with the aftershocks of orgasm as I watched Zia circle around to stand at the foot of the bed, looming over me. Her fingers found the hem of her sundress, and in one smooth motion, she lifted it over her head and tossed it aside. 
 
    All three of the women in the room with me had incredible bodies. There was no way to deny that. But they were so different. Daniella was slender small-breasted and slim-hipped while still being undeniably feminine. My stepsister Melissa was far more voluptuous. Her chest had been the fascination of many of the guys in high school besides me, and the year since graduation had only seen her fill out more into the shape of a curvaceous woman. But Zia was if anything even curvier. She had a few extra pounds on Melissa despite being a little shorter, and most of that extra weight seemed to be in either her breasts or her ass. Her boobs were huge, vast expanses of pale brown flesh that threatened to spill over the white cups that barely contained them.  
 
    For a moment, she stood above me, her hands on her ample hips, her full lips spread in a naughty smile. Even as Daniella continued to ride my dick, I couldn’t look away from this new vision of feminine beauty that hovered above me, basking in my rapt attention. Then, to a chorus of delighted laughter from the other girls, Zia bent at the waist and pressed her boobs against my face. 
 
    “That’s right,” I heard Melissa cackle. “Smother him!” I felt Dani bounce more urgently up and down on my cock. My moans of ecstasy were muffled by the soft flesh of Zia’s breasts. The smell of her perfume filled my nostrils, and I ran my tongue over her warm brown skin, passionately kissing and licking her cleavage in the airless space she allowed me. I was in heaven. One beautiful girl rode my cock, and another smothered me with her boobs. It was moments like this, experiences I knew I would never have had any other way, that kept me compliant, hoping for rewards from my mistresses. And Melissa knew that. She gave me just enough to keep me in helpless thrall to her. Just enough to keep me coming back. My cock throbbed inside Daniella’s spasming pussy, and Zia’s tits engulfed my head, and my bondage held firm as I thrashed and moaned in sheer joy.  
 
    But I would not be allowed to cum. 
 
    Melissa made sure of that. Buried as I was in Zia’s cleavage, I couldn’t see my stepsister, or anyone else for that matter. But I could hear the soft thump of the heels of her ankle boots on the bedroom floor as she paced up and down beside the bed. And I could most definitely feel the sudden bursts of pain that erupted from where the shock collar stung my balls. My sexy stepsister was playing me like an instrument, using the pain of the electric shocks to stop my orgasm in its tracks, every time I came close. And while I moaned in desire and despair against the warm flesh of Zia’s boobs, Daniella howled in screamed in orgasm again and again. Soon, I was soaked in her juices, my cock dripping with her cum as she rode it to ecstasy. The girls were completely working me over, and I both loved and hated it, squirming and writhing pointlessly as they delivered intolerable pleasure along with unbelievable pain. 
 
    The longer it went on, the hornier the girls got. Before long, Zia couldn't hold herself back anymore. With a sigh, she lifted her breasts from my face. Her cleavage shone with the damp traces of my desperate adoration where I had licked and kissed her magnificent chest. Her brow was furrowed in an expression I might have taken for anger in a different context. But there was no way for me to miss what she was really feeling as she hurriedly pulled her underwear down. Without a word, Zia climbed onto the bed, straddling my face as she faced my feet. Her pussy shone above me, damp and glistening in the faint light as the smell of her arousal filled the air between us. Zia spread her legs further, lowering her sex towards me, and I knew exactly what was expected of me. There was nothing I wanted more. I stuck out my tongue and ran it along the quivering lips of Melissa's friend, and heard Zia sigh again in mounting pleasure. 
 
    It's not easy satisfying two women at once. It still seems strange to me that I know that from multiple personal experiences - a guy like me, who was never one of the in-crowd in high school. But I do, and it's all thanks to Melissa. And I suppose I owed her more dubious thanks for keeping the party going far longer than it otherwise would have. She must have been watching me like a hawk, because every time I came close to orgasm underneath her two beautiful friends, she would push the button on her remote and shock me back from the brink of ecstasy like an overzealous bouncer at an exclusive club. A club, it seemed, that had only female members. Even though pleasure was flooding my brain, I was denied its full expression over and over. And each time the impulse built inside me, it felt more powerful than the last. And each time Melissa shocked me, I felt myself hover longer on the brink of orgasm, as though my body was training itself to push through the pain. My stepsister played me like an instrument, and all around us the sweet music of female orgasm floated in the air, and I might almost have admired her skill if it wasn't so agonizingly frustrating. 
 
    I wasn’t counting orgasms. I was trying only to endure the twin assaults of pain and pleasure. But Zia’s pussy contracted in pleasure more than once to the desperate movements of my tongue. My mouth filled up with her delicious juices until I thought I might drown, unable to swallow quickly enough to drink her nectar as it flowed out from between her trembling thighs. Dani, meanwhile, was shrieking and screaming almost constantly at this point. My cock ached inside her as she rode it fiercely. It was as though some switch had been tripped in her brain, and she was now in a state of near-continual orgasm. The powerful contractions of her pussy squeezed my sore cock again and again, making me yell and moan between Zia’s legs. The delicious torture went on and one until I forgot about time, forgot who I was, reduced to nothing more than a vehicle of female pleasure that simultaneously enhanced and mocked my own.  
 
    But nothing lasts forever. Even if it sometimes seems that it will. With a loud cry that tore the bedroom air, I heard and felt Dani cum one more time. The shock collar buzzed against my balls as I winced and groaned, my orgasm breaking like a wave against a wall of pain that just barely kept me from erupting in pleasure. I felt the weight of Dani's body lift off my hips, and the bed bounced as she flopped down onto the mattress beside me. My cock throbbed in the empty air, dripping with Daniella's juices. 
 
    She was gone, for now, and so was the pain that Melissa had used to control me. With only Zia to focus on, I improved my efforts. My tongue and jaw ached from overuse, but I knew I could expect zero mercy from these women now. No excuses. Zia moaned and screamed above me as I probed the wet folds of her sex, drawing her pleasure out with every lick and suck. Her hands pressed against my chest as she leaned forward, and the tips of her fingers dug into my skin. Her hips bucked as she moved them up and down, grinding her pussy against my face as she used me as a sex toy. I could feel the tension on her body as yet another orgasm approached, and I swallowed the hot flood of her juices when it came, gulping it all down while she moaned and cried above me. It was her most powerful orgasm yet, and her whole body shook as her thighs gripped my head. 
 
    Finally, as the moment passed, Zia lifted herself off my face. Wearily, she flopped down on the bed beside me, just as Dani had done. I could hear the two women panting next to each other as they basked in the warm glow of multiple orgasms. 
 
    But I looked up at Melissa. She still held the remote to my shock collar in her hand. It was she who had brought me into this wild and darkly thrilling world. She who had first made me submit to her beauty and her sexual power. I knew my stepsister. She wasn’t finished yet. Melissa wasn’t the type to watch her friends cum without wanting some for herself. 
 
    Her gorgeous eyes glittered in the dimness of the bedroom. The same eyes as her mother, I thought to myself with a stab of lust. The beautiful eyes that had first bewitched me back in high school and sent me on a twisted path that led inexorably to this moment. My body was coated in the cum of two other women, not to mention my own. But it wasn’t enough. It would never be enough. Not for Melissa. Not for me. In that sense, we were the same, no matter how different our roles might make us appear. As I looked into my stepsister’s eyes as she peered down at me, I saw the slight softening in her expression of total sexual conquest, and I knew that some small part of her felt the same way I did. Melissa would never feel about me the way I felt about her, I knew. But behind all the kinky sex, all the domination and submission, I knew she was starting to feel something. 
 
    Still, a good mistress doesn’t break character. 
 
    Melissa’s free hand reached for the zipper of her skirt, and I heard the soft whisper as the denim fabric parted. Her skirt fell to the floor, and she stepped out of it. Her shirt followed, fluttering to the floor as her dark hair sprang free of its grip. I envied her underwear its grip on her body as I watched her strip in front of me. I envied the air that got to kiss her flushed skin, pink with her excitement and obvious arousal. Melissa stripped off her panties and tossed them aside, and her heavy breasts bounced slightly as she cast aside her bra. It was as though her friends weren’t even in the room. Melissa had no shame, and why should she? Her body was enough to make a supermodel jealous. My cock throbbed as though in recognition of its mistress as Melissa climbed on to the bed. Just like Dani had before her, my stepsister threw a leg over my body and sat in the wet residue of her friend’s arousal. I couldn’t stop myself from thinking about their juices merging together as Dani’s cum was smeared on Melissa’s damp lips. 
 
    “How badly do you want to cum, brother?” A quiet gasp rose from one of the two girls lying beside me. They hadn’t heard the way Melissa talked to me, the perverse joy she got from accentuating the familial relationship between us. It was something that I hadn’t exactly gotten used to, but had learned to live with. Like so many other things Melissa insisted upon.  
 
    “Badly, Miss Melissa.” It was the only possible response. Melissa chuckled quietly as she smiled down at me, her hands on my heaving chest, her hair falling in a dark curtain over one shoulder. She was extravagantly beautiful, and she had teased me beyond anything I would have thought I could endure, and my cock was so hard I felt as though it might explode if she kept me waiting much longer. But keeping me waiting was what Melissa did best. Teasing me beyond what I thought I could endure was her favorite game. Or one of her favorites, at least. 
 
    “Then tell them,” Melissa said. “Tell my friends that I own your orgasms. I own your cock and balls, don’t I?” 
 
    “Yes, Miss Melissa,” I said without a moment’s hesitation. Melissa was perched on my stomach in such a way that my upright cock was pressed between the flawless cheeks of her ass. She giggled as she clenched her buttocks just a little, lightly squeezing my cock just for the thrill of making me groan. “You own my orgasms, Miss Melissa,” I panted. “You own my cock and balls. It’s all yours. I belong to you.” 
 
    “Oh my God.” That was Daniella. Inwardly, I was glad we were no longer in high school. This whole kinky experience was embarrassing enough without having to worry about it getting around the hallways and classrooms. I had no idea who else Melissa might have told about me, or who she intended to tell. But I was glad that so far, it seemed only to be friends who were almost as sexy and almost as kinky as she herself. 
 
    “I know, right?” Melissa grinned at Dani and Zia. “Isn’t it awesome? Boys are just so much fun to control.” 
 
    “No doubt,” Dani laughed. “I already have so many ideas. You know how much stuff I have at work that we could try out on him?” 
 
    Melissa smiled as she turned back to me. Her eyes sparkled with delight as she spoke. 
 
    “I bet,” she said. And while fear raced up and down my spine as I tried to imagine what else these women might have in store for me, Melissa made her way down my body. I groaned as she took my wet cock in her hand, and she rose up on her knees before sinking carefully down on top of me. The two of us moaned together as my cock slid inside her, as though it was coming home at last. I tried to control my breathing, tried to control a body that seemed set on rebelling against me as the tight wet walls of Melissa’s pussy held me close.  
 
    “What do you think, girls?” Melissa said, her eyes never leaving mine while she spoke. “You think this little slave brother of mine deserves to finally cum?” 
 
    “I guess so,” Dani said reluctantly. “He’s been pretty obedient, really.” 
 
    “Yeah,” Zia agreed, still giggling at the unfamiliar kinkiness of the situation she found herself in. “Let him do it.” 
 
    “Alright,” Melissa smirked. I groaned again as I felt her pussy clench around my shaft. “I’m going to let you cum, because you’ve been such an obedient little bitch for us. And because you’re going to obey my friends from now on, aren’t you?” 
 
    “Yes, yes,” I babbled rapidly as Melissa’s wet pussy squeezed my cock again. “Yes, Miss Melissa.” The girls beside me laughed as they listened. Melissa’s thighs tightened as she began to move slowly up and down, and a long moan of desperate desire escaped from my throat. 
 
    “You know what’s going to happen when you cum, don’t you?” Melissa taunted me. “You know what you’re going to have to do. You’ll have to clean me up.” 
 
    “Yes, Miss Melissa,” I groaned again. As overwhelmed by desire as I was, any price seemed worth paying. My lust shouted down the part of my brain that recoiled at the idea. My whole body was screaming for relief, and nothing mattered except that I cum.  
 
    “Alright then, little brother,” Melissa grinned. “Cum for your mistress.” She began to bounce up and down more forcefully, and the mattress groaned under our combined weight as she fucked me. My balls were tight like two stones against my body, and this time there was no cruel electric shock to hold me back. In an embarrassingly short space of time, I felt my orgasm rising up inside me, and I roared in a kind of triumph as I came inside Melissa. 
 
    My cock exploded. Spurt after spurt of hot cum erupted inside her, and I heard my stepsister gasp in surprise at the copious flood. Rivers of semen rolled down my shaft to pool on my stomach and on the bed below me, and I still wasn’t done. My balls spasmed as they emptied themselves completely, forcing powerful jets of cum into Melissa’s wet slit. And she clenched down on my exploding cock, expertly milking me of every last trace of cum. 
 
    I sighed and collapsed back against the bed. Melissa carefully lifted herself off me. One hand covered her pussy as she shuffled on her knees towards my face. My stomach churned. What seemed like a minor detail a moment before was now a humiliation I could hardly bear. But I had no choice. The other girls gasped and cried out as they watched my stepsister straddle my face and take her hand away. 
 
    “Now clean up your mess, slave boy,” she crowed. “You know what to do.” 
 
    I did. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    11. Dominated By Her Friends 
 
    “Yeah, I know. Right? That’s what I’ve been saying! Damn!” 
 
    Wisps of steam rose in delicate curls from her skin. The bathroom tiles shone slickly, the thin film of re-condensed water on their glossy surfaces reflecting the light. 
 
    “I’m not feeling it. But don’t worry. I’ll be just fine right here.” 
 
    Her voice bounced back from those same damp tiles, echoing in the small space of the bathroom. Behind her words, the slow drip of the faucet and the gentle swirl of bathwater were the only noises to be heard. Perfume floated in the moist air, rising from the surface of the bath where she reclined like an empress, phone in hand. 
 
    “Oh, believe me. You have no idea.” 
 
    Her pretty eyes shone as she looked at me for a moment. My heart contracted. I tried to focus on the task I had been assigned, as though that could save me from the fear and shame that boiled constantly inside me. As though it could do anything other than exacerbate those feelings. Her skin was agonizingly soft under my trembling hands as I ran a wet sponge over her limbs. When she lifted a single leg from the bathwater, pointing her toes as I took her calf gently in my hands, I could feel my cock desperately throbbing. Just below the warm water of the bath, hidden by a mound of awful suds, I knew her bare pussy would be brazenly on display. And I rubbed soap into her soft, smooth leg, reveling in the feel of her skin while simultaneously cursing the evil luck that meant I couldn’t do what I longed to do. I couldn’t reach under that water and bury my fingers in her pussy. I couldn’t press my face against her big breasts that floated half in and half out of the water, any more than I could wrap my lips around the nipples that stood out through the clinging soap suds. I couldn’t do anything. Not until she told me to. And right at that moment, she wasn’t telling me anything. 
 
    “Alone? I’m not alone. I’ve got a submissive little white boy here with me.” I stiffened. Zia’s laughter rang off the bathroom tiles as she looked straight at me. The intensity of her pretty eyes made me cringe. “No, for real,” she went on to whoever was on the other end of the phone. “He’s washing me in the bathtub right now. No. No I’m not. Look.” 
 
    The water swirled as Zia suddenly sat up, pulling her leg out of my grasp. I couldn’t help but notice the way her breasts bounced as she moved, but I wasn’t granted the lovely image for long. Zia seized a fistful of my hair and pulled me back towards her, leaning back in the tub again while I shuffled awkwardly on my knees to keep up. Pressing a button on her phone, she held it up in the air above us. 
 
    “Smile, bitch,” she instructed, and the camera clicked.  
 
    Releasing my hair, Zia pushed my head roughly away from her. My head bowed, I picked up the sponge again. After a moment, I heard laughter coming from the speaker of her phone as the person she was talking to saw the picture Zia had taken. Zia’s eyes burned as she smiled.  
 
    “Told you,” she said. “My friend lent him to me. No. No. Yeah, he has to do whatever he’s told. Otherwise - well, I can do pretty much whatever I like to him.” 
 
    Her glowing eyes followed my movements as I ran the sponge over her knees. Zia lay back in the tub with the dense curls of her hair pinned behind her and acting almost like a pillow for her head as she watched me work. Her legs were spread far apart, touching the side of the tub. Beneath the disturbed water, I caught glimpses of her sex that made my cook throb forlornly. 
 
    “Maybe,” I heard her say. “Well, you enjoy your night. I know I’m going to enjoy mine.” Zia set the silent phone aside as she turned her attention on me. For a moment, all was quiet in the bathroom as I went about my work. 
 
    “So Melissa told me you guys had quite a time a few nights ago,” Zia said at last. 
 
    “Yes, Miss Zia.” she had copied her chosen title from Melissa. If anything, it was even more humiliating to use it with Zia as it was when I spoke to my stepsister that way. But my orders were clear. An order from any of Melissa’s friends was like an order from her. It was not to be questioned, but to be obeyed. 
 
    “Tell me about it,” Zia smiled as she slowly sank deeper into the tub. “Tell me everything.” 
 
    * 
 
    It’s not ever going to seem normal. At least, I hope not. There’s nothing normal about the sex life that I have with my stepmother and my stepsister. Even if Robin wasn’t married to my dad, the kinks that we indulge in - that they force on me - are anything but normal.  
 
    But the two beautiful woman that I live with have their rules, and they enforce them consistently. Whenever my dad's away - which is all the time - I am made to serve at the pleasure of Robin and Melissa. That means naked, except for the electric shock collar that they strap to my balls. An unpaid servant - a slave, in every sense of the word - I cook and clean and fetch and carry and do whatever either of the woman tells me to do. When I'm lucky, one or the other of them will get horny and order me to go down on her. Once in an achingly long while, they may even have sex with me. Always on their terms, of course. No, none of this is normal. But it is absolutely thrilling. And at our house these days, it's quite commonplace. 
 
    I was doing the vacuuming that night. Robin and Melissa were ignoring me for the moment, busy with their own affairs. It wasn’t my place to ask questions of them, and I knew better than to try. I went about my tasks while my cock raged, irrepressibly hard as it always was in the presence of either of the two women, let alone both. They loved to see me like that. They loved to keep me like that, hard and horny, in a near constant state of frustration and desire. It made me more obedient, Melissa said. I suspected she was right. 
 
    It wasn't until I saw them both in the hallway of our house, in front of the full-length mirror by the door, that I realized something was going on. Melissa, and even more so Robin, often dressed up even at home, especially when dominating me. Something about keeping my lusting after them, I supposed. But this was different. As I cast my eyes over the two beauties, I saw at once something that made my heart throb with sadness. It looked like they were going out. 
 
    Melissa looked stunning in a metallic silver dress that clung to every curve of her soft young body. The strapless dress showed a mouth-watering expanse of her ample cleavage, as though she was at risk of exposing herself every time she breathed. The high hem showed off her toned legs, the lean muscles enhanced by a pair of matching silver pumps with a platform and a staggeringly tall heel. Her eyelids glittered with a coat of makeup, and her lips were cherry red. 
 
    Robin would never wear a dress that short, even though she still had the body for it. The ruffled skirt of her own red dress ended just above the knee. But it was strapless like her daughter’s, and delightfully tight around her torso. Robin’s boobs swelled over the top of the dress with every breath she took, making my already erect cock throb all the more as I looked at her. A pair of knee high black leather boots with a high heel completed the outfit and lent some edge to an otherwise very feminine outfit. A sly smile spread across Robin’s beautiful face as she saw me looking at her. 
 
    “What do you think?” she asked, twirling on the spot so that her skirt swirled around her. 
 
    “You look beautiful, Goddess,” I said. It was the simple truth. She and her daughter both looked stunning, two visions of female beauty at different stages of life, like a glorious Spring and a stunning Autumn. Coming from me, of course, it would only sound like flattery. But I meant it. And the smile on Robin’s face made me wonder if she knew that. 
 
    “Good,” she said. “We’re going out.” I swallowed and nodded as I tried to hide my disappointment. I knew that I should hate these two. I should have been glad that they were going somewhere and would leave me alone for the night. Even if they left me with a lengthy list of chores, which they probably would. It would be far easier to get everything done without them messing with me constantly. But I didn’t want to see them go. Without them here, my chores would simply be that, chores. Robin and Melissa frustrated and infuriated me more than anyone I’d ever known. But no one had ever given me the intense experiences that they had. 
 
    “Yes, Goddess,” I said, as humbly as I was able. “Have fun, Mistress.” 
 
    “Oh, we will,” Melissa smirked. “And you’re coming with us.” I didn’t see the remote control in her hand until it was too late. I cried out as a sudden shock tore through my body, spreading from my teased balls to race up my spine and explode inside my brain. Clutching uselessly at my manhood, I fell to the floor, gasping in pain.  
 
    Two sets of high heels clicked across the floor towards me. The pain stopped as Melissa and Robin stood over me. I felt the heel of Robin’s boot pressing against my shoulder, pressing me to the floor. Melissa’s tiny dress hissed over her skin as she crouched beside me. 
 
    “That’s right, brother,” she taunted. “We’re going to have a night out. And you better not show us up out there.” Robin’s heel dug a little harder into my shoulder as she pressed down, and Melissa pulled my arms back behind me. With practiced movements she fastened some handcuffs in place, pinning my arms behind my back. While I lay on the floor, my throbbing cock trapped beneath me, Melissa next wrapped a collar around my neck. The smell of new leather rose from it as she buckled it around my neck and attached a leash. Then she rose to her feet, tugging imperiously at the leash as I struggled breathlessly to my knees. 
 
    “Come on,” Melissa said with a sultry smile as she tugged at the leash. “Get up. We don’t want to keep her waiting.”  
 
    * 
 
    “Dani,” Zia said softly. 
 
    “Yes, Miss Zia,” I said. “Mistress Dani.” Zia sighed as she leaned her head back against the tub. Her eyes were closed as she listened to my story. She looked completely relaxed. But I knew better. Under my hands, I could feel the tension in her body. The hand that held the sponge was underwater now, and I almost held my breath as I slowly made my way down her spread thighs. Zia didn’t stop me. Her nostrils flared as she breathed in the soap-scented air, and her own fingers twitched where her hand rested on the side of the tub. 
 
    “Go on,” she said. “What happened next?” 
 
    * 
 
    It was mercifully dark outside when Melissa and Robin led me out of the front door of our house. Still totally naked, I was terrified of discovery. The few steps to Robin’s car seemed to take hours as the smiling women led the way and set the pace in their tottering heels. The swaying gait of the two of them almost drove me to madness as I shuffled along behind them. 
 
    Finally, we reached the car. I was bundled unceremoniously into the back seat, sent sprawling without my hands to break my fall. Melissa raised the passenger seat of her mother’s two-door car behind me, trapping me inside. Then she climbed in and closed the door while her mother got behind the wheel. 
 
    I kept my head down as we drove through the dark streets, eager not to be seen. As a result, I had no idea where we were going, The women chatted as though I wasn't even there, as though there was nothing at all unusual about having me naked and leashed in the back seat of Robin's car. After twenty-five minutes of driving, we seemed to have arrived. Robin steered the car into the back of a building, parking in the loading bay. The parking lot was empty. The building, whatever it was, seemed to be closed. 
 
    Robin switched off the engine. She opened her door, and Melissa did the same. Stepping out of the car, Melissa lifted the seat and reached for the leash. I struggled to climb out of the car. The cool night air reminded me of my shameful nakedness as I followed the women towards the building. 
 
    It seemed the place wasn’t closed after all. Beside the dark loading bay, a single door stood open, casting a rectangle of orange light on the pavement outside. As eager as I was to get inside away from prying eyes, I didn’t attempt to resist as Melissa led me to the door. We stepped into the hallway of the building, and Robin pulled the door shut behind us.  
 
    The high heels of the women clattered on the linoleum as they led me deeper into the building. Melissa pushed another door open, and I followed her into the dim space of a store that had most of its lights switched off. Only a few bulbs glowed here and there, under shelves that contained items that my eyes, slow to adjust in the changing light, struggled to make out. 
 
    The dim light moved and swayed, almost as though dancing. Melissa led me deeper into the store, and I saw that someone had lit some candles. The front desk of the store was clustered with them, all different shapes and sizes and colors. There, in the mobile light in front of the counter, stood Daniella. 
 
    She looked amazing. A low cut black basque hugged her torso, revealing the deep shadows of her cleavage to my roving eyes. Her legs were covered by some kind of wet-look leggings, made of latex or PVC or some other glossy material that reflected the shifting light and hugged every curve of her thighs. Below the knee, tall black boots with laces up the front made her look every inch the stunning dominatrix. I didn't want either of the women I was with to catch me ogling Dani, but it seemed beyond my power to look away. And she knew it, too. The jet-black bob of her hair shone in the candlelight as she stood with her fists on her hips, letting me take her in fully. 
 
    “Welcome,” Daniella said at last. “Let’s have some fun, shall we?” 
 
    My stomach fluttered as Melissa led me forward. Their idea of fun, I knew from personal experience, could be either pure bliss or terrible torture. Often, it was both. Dani’s eyes glittered as she watched me approach, sizing me up. In her heeled boots, she was only slightly taller than I was in my bare feet. But the relative distance between our positions couldn’t have been greater. 
 
    “Down,” Melissa ordered, tugging sharply on the leash she held. I dropped to my knees on the floor at Dani’s feet. I saw the lopsided smile that showed on her face as she looked down at me, excited by my obedience. Kneeling, my face was perilously close to Dani’s crotch, and my cock throbbed as I tried not to stare at the faint outline of her pussy that I could see through the clinging fabric of her leggings. 
 
    “Is that how you greet a mistress?” Dani’s black eyes sparkled dangerously. She reached forward, and Melissa handed her the leash she held, and a spike of fear raced through me as I saw the mood that Dani was in. The best I could do, the only thing I could ever do, was follow the orders I was given and hope that compliance might make the ladies take it easier on me. 
 
    Melissa and Robin had trained me well. I heard a satisfied chuckle escape Dani’s lips as I bowed down to the floor and kissed her boots.  
 
    “That’s better,” Dani said. I didn’t need to look up to hear the sneer of conquest in her voice. “I was thinking we could start with this.” 
 
    Dani's boots filled my vision. I didn't dare look up. Not even when I heard gasps of appreciation and girlish giggles coming from Robin and Melissa. I would find out what they were up to soon enough, I knew. And it dawned on me, perhaps slower than it should have, that we were in Dani's workplace. The adult store she worked at, where I suspected Melissa had acquired some of the gear she used to control me. The possibilities were mind-boggling. A feeling almost akin to vertigo gripped my stomach as I wondered what three dominant women with an entire sex store at their disposal were going to do with me. 
 
    “What is that?” Melissa asked. I heard plastic crackle as Dani passed whatever it was to her friend.  
 
    “Open it up,” Dani smiled. The plastic crackled as Melissa opened it. I kept licking Dani’s boots like a dog while the women stood over me. 
 
    “Oh my God.” The crackling of the plastic abruptly stopped as Melissa spoke. 
 
    “Don’t tell me that doesn’t look like fun,” Dani smirked. I felt her tugging on my leash, and I rose up on my knees to see Dani grinning down at me. “Here,” she said, and Melissa handed the unwrapped item back to Dani. “Open wide, slave boy,” Dani said as she stepped towards me. 
 
    Something pressed against my lips. Dani pushed, and I opened my mouth as some kind of toy slid between my lips. Dani's hip pressed against my cheek as she wrapped a heavy leather strap around my head and buckled it tightly into place. My mouth was filled by a gag, my tongue pressed down by a rubbery ball that made it impossible for me to speak. In the shifting candlelight, I could see that something projected from the front of the gag I was wearing. My eyes almost crossed as I saw it was a large fake cock that I was wearing. 
 
    “I like him much better like this,” Dani grinned. My own cock throbbed as I watched her take the fake one in her hand, running her fingers over the contours of the simulated veins as though it was real and could feel her touch. “No whining, and now he finally has a cock that we can actually use.” The women laughed at Dani’s jibe while I inwardly cringed. Her skintight pants shone as she half-turned and grabbed a bottle from the counter behind her. The bottle made a wet sound as Dani squirted some lube into her hand and rubbed it over the surface of the dildo. 
 
    “Who’s first?” Dani grinned. “Lissa, why don’t you give it a try?” 
 
    "Sure," Melissa giggled. Dani stepped away from me as Melissa passed by. I watched in an agony of frustration as my stepsister reached up under her tiny dress and removed her panties, dropping them in a heap on the floor. Then she turned and hiked up her skirt as she bent over the counter. The soft orange candlelight made her skin glow as she exposed herself to me, her pussy already glistening with the first traces of wetness as she spread her legs. 
 
    “What are you waiting for, dickface?” Dani mocked. “Get in there and make your sister cum. And be quick about it, too.” she tugged on the leash as she spoke. It didn’t take a genius to see what was expected from me. Nor did it take one to see that I had no choice in the matter at all. I shuffled forward on my knees, and Melissa gasped as the glistening head of the fake cock pressed against the wet entrance to her pussy. 
 
    “Slowly,” she said in a breathy voice as I leaned forward. Right in front of my face, I watched as the dildo spread the swollen lips of her pussy apart. Melissa moaned in a low voice as I pushed the dildo deeper, my own cock throbbing jealously as I watched her sex open up to accommodate the toy’s girth. The smell of her arousal filled the air, and I could feel stray flecks of her moisture on my face as I slid the dildo home. Finally, I had buried the toy in Melissa’s body completely, and my nose was all but touching her ass over the gag. 
 
    “Don’t just stare at it,” Dani ordered, giving another sharp tug on the leash. “Fuck it.” 
 
    “Oh…my…God!” Melissa moaned, her body squirming as I began to move my head back and forth, fucking her with the dildo. “Oh fuck, it’s so big!” 
 
    “Much bigger than this puny little thing, huh?” I gasped as Dani stepped towards me and tapped the toe of her boot against the underside of my throbbing cock. “With the right toys, we never have to use his pathetic cock ever again.” Dani’s free hand gripped my hair, and her boobs swelled in front of my eyes as she bent down to bring her face close to mine. Her dark eyes glittered dangerously in the midst of her pretty face as she fixed me with a stare. 
 
    “No matter what, you keep fucking your mistress until she tells you to stop,” Dani said. “This is all you’re good for. Just another sex toy for us to use whenever we feel like. Got it?” 
 
    “Yes Mistress Dani,” I tried to say. But the gag that filled my mouth turned my words into a mere grunt. Dani smiled wickedly; she had got the message anyway. 
 
    “Ok,” Dani said brightly, releasing her hold on my hair as she straightened up again. “While Lissa enjoys herself here, let’s unwrap a few more fun things, shall we?” 
 
    * 
 
    “Oh fuck! Oh fuck!” 
 
    The water in the bath splashed against the sides of the tub, rolling up and down in increasingly agitated wavelets. Zia was almost vibrating as she lay in the water, her whole body submerged but for her head and her bent knees. As I kneeled at the side of the tub, my cock throbbed mercilessly. Reliving my experience at Dani’s sex shop was the most exquisite torture. And my helplessly aroused state was only made worse by the sight in front of me. 
 
    My story had gotten to Zia. By the time I was being led into the back door of the sex shop, she was reaching for the handheld showerhead that rested in a cradle above the taps. Turning on the water, she directed the stream down between her legs, submerging the shower head as she began to purr with pleasure. I continued telling my story, raising my voice a little to be heard over the sounds of Zia's pleasure. Sheer jealousy plucked at my heart as I watched her pleasure herself while I stood by, forbidden from taking part no matter how much I wanted to. I paused my story; Zia seemed not to be listening anymore. But her free hand reached blindly out over the side of the tub, and I felt her hand on the back of my head. 
 
    “Get up here,” she growled without opening her eyes. “Come here and suck on my titties.” 
 
    I scrambled forward on my knees. Zia’s nipples broke the surface of the water, dark brown and engorged with desire. The delicious shudder she gave as I ran the flat of my tongue over the swollen nub of flesh made my cock surge with desire of my own. Hungrily, I sucked Zia’s nipple into my mouth, running my tongue over it while I sucked. Zia mewed in pleasure, and bathwater slopped over the side of the tub as she thrashed in ecstasy. 
 
    The showerhead did its job, and I did mine. Dani's words in the sex shop came back to me as I sucked and licked on command. I was just a toy for these women. My feelings and preferences mattered as little as those of the showerhead she was using along with me. I was there to help Zia get off, and that was all. My own frustration was either wholly irrelevant or else the source of a little extra sadistic joy. That was all. 
 
    And yet. There I was, doing as I was told. Telling myself I had no choice. Easier to pretend that that was the case than to admit something more complicated, more shameful. That this was what I wanted, just as much as Melissa and Robin and Melissa's kinky friends. 
 
    Zia’s wild cry bounced back from the tiled walls. In a wet explosion of spilled water and thrashing limbs, she came. I raised my head from her boobs as her body relaxed, and she panted as she lay back in the tub, her eyes open now and shining as she grinned down at me. 
 
    "Good job, slave boy," she panted breathlessly. "Fuck, that was good. Now, go get me a towel. You can tell me the rest in bed."  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    12. Pegged By The Girls 
 
      
 
    In a kind of trance, I followed Zia towards the bedroom. I knew this strange feeling well by now - the feeling that came over me when a beautiful woman took control of me completely. It was like being in a dream. 
 
    Zia led me through her small apartment, unashamedly naked, her mocha skin glowing from the warmth of the bath water. My cock throbbed relentlessly as I watched her muscles move under the smooth skin, the same skin I had toweled off gently in an agony of frustrated desire. Zia seemed to have a sixth sense for what would drive me crazy. Just like her friends. 
 
    She had prepared for me. I saw that at once. The light in the bedroom was softened by a bandana that she had draped over the lit lamp, giving a rosy glow to everything. Zia's bed had a wooden frame, and on the footboard, I could see leather belts hanging. I didn't have to struggle to guess what hey might be for. 
 
    "On your knees," Zia said, smiling that infectious smile of hers as she pointed to the floor at the foot of the bed. There was no point arguing. I knew what she was going to do, but I also knew what would happen if I defied her. Zia wasn't the type to punish me - at least, I didn't think she was. But she would be sure to tell Melissa. And Melissa had proved time and time again that she was more than willing to enforce her rules. I tried not to sigh as I sank to my knees on the carpeted floor. 
 
    The buckles of the belts rattled in Zia's hands as she bent over me. She took her time securing my wrists to the bed frame, as though it never even occurred to her that I might resist. She spread my arms along the top of the wooden rail at the foot of her bed and pulled the belts tight around each wrist so that I was restrained on my knees, facing the bed. 
 
    Once I was secured, Zia climbed onto the mattress. Her big boobs swung ponderously as she moved, rolling over onto her back and propping herself up on a mound of pillows. Her bright smile pierced my heart as she stared at me, parting her legs to reveal the swollen lips of her pussy. Her hand strayed down her body, her fingertips gliding over the skin on its inevitable downward journey. 
 
    “So what happened next?” she asked. 
 
    * 
 
    My position was uncomfortable, to say the least. Kneeling on the cold floor of the sex shop, I had to crane my neck to keep the dildo buried inside Melissa. Having my hands cuffed behind my back didn't exactly make things easier. But there was no point looking to my mistresses for pity. They had none. I was there for their pleasure alone, and the thought of that kept my cock throbbing and rock hard as I did my best to please my stepsister. 
 
    It seemed to be working. The candlelit cavern of the closed store rang with an ever-louder series of screams and cries of desperate pleasure. With my head between Melissa's legs, I could see the way the fleshy pink lips of her vagina gripped the shaft of the fake cock as I pumped it in and out of her. The dildo glistened with the lube Dani had applied, and soon it shone brighter with the smeared traces of her own juices. I knew Melissa's body by now. I knew what she wanted, and I knew when she was about to cum, and I kept up the rhythm she demanded, pounding her pussy with the fake cock that projected from my face until she screamed in pleasure. Her whole body shuddered as she bent over the counter of the sex shop, and her legs almost failed her as her orgasm swept through her. Melissa wailed like a banshee as she basked in selfish pleasure, and all I could do was watch her cum around the cock I wore at excruciatingly close range. 
 
    The other women had been watching. I couldn’t see Robin or Daniella as they stood behind me, but I knew they were there. I could feel their eyes on me as they watched me make Melissa cum. And once my stepsister had reached her climax, it seemed to spur the other women into activity. The air around us crackled with sexual desire, and my erect cock was like an antenna that throbbed and vibrated to the slightest signal of lust. Even while fear of what these women would do to me boiled away in my stomach, I couldn’t deny the desire that overwhelmed me. 
 
    Melissa moaned and sighed on the counter in front of me. Her juices flowed freely down the plastic shaft of the dildo, and I caught the faint taste of her pussy in my mouth. I moved the dildo slowly now, using it to gently stroke the inner walls of her sex while she slowly recovered from her orgasm. Voices murmured behind me, but I couldn’t make out what was said. The sudden thin whistling sound was too brief for me to react to before a loud crack echoed through the empty store, and I moaned in pain against the gag that filled my mouth. 
 
    “This will help keep him in line.” That was Dani, and through the red haze of pain that bloomed from the hot patch of skin on my ass where she had struck me, I could hear the smile in her voice. “Naughty slaves get punished. It’s the only way they learn.” There was another whistle, and I braced myself against the pain as I was struck again, from the other side this time. 
 
    "You can hit him harder than that," Dani said. Melissa's eyes were wide as she watched her friend and her mother over my bowed back. With a last sigh of bliss, she pushed my head away, and the dildo I wore slipped out from between her legs. Melissa stood up straight, rising from the counter to watch the show as she turned. Her short dress stayed rolled up around her hips, her wet pussy invitingly on display in front of me. Still kneeling, I looked back over my shoulder. Robin and Dani were standing behind me with riding crops in their hands. As I watched in mounting fear, Dani raised her whip and brought it slashing down through the air again. 
 
    “Like that,” she said loudly over the noise of the leather flap against my skin. I moaned in pain, my cries muffled by the gag in my mouth as I squirmed on my knees. There was nothing I could do. I couldn’t even beg for mercy, as though that might have helped. All I could do was dumbly endure while the women hurt me for their own amusement. 
 
    "Look at him jump," I heard Robin say admiringly. The heel of her boot scraped on the floor as she moved her feet, and I closed my eyes tightly as I was struck again. Encouraged by cruel Dani, Robin struck harder this time. And the pain that flared up on the surface of my skin was made worse by the evil little giggle I heard Melissa give as she watched me get whipped. 
 
    “Get up,” Dani ordered as she strode forward. She looked every inch the dominatrix in her severe black, her hair shining in the moving light. I struggled to my feet as she seized one of my bound arms and pulled me upright, leading me towards the counter as Melissa stepped aside. “Bend over,” Dani growled, forcing my head down over the counter in a similar position to the one Melissa had just been in. I felt horribly exposed as I bent over the counter, my ass vulnerable and completely naked. “Stay there,” Dani ordered as she released her grip on my neck. I listened to her boots walking across the floor as she stood behind me once again. 
 
    "Look at his sad little balls," she giggled. I winced as I felt the tip of her crop tapping against my genitals. "It would be a shame if we had to whip those too, wouldn't it?" I cringed as Melissa and Robin giggled. My whole body stiffened as I heard a crop slash the air again, but the pain of the blow seemed almost welcome as I felt it explode against my ass. Dani hadn't hit my balls, at least. I heard Robin step forward, and another blow fell. The women laughed maniacally as they whipped me together, and soon my ass was one red throb of pain. I moaned into the gag, writhing in my humiliating position bent over the counter as though I could somehow get away from the pain that they were inflicting on me. 
 
    “Can I try?” That was Melissa. 
 
    "Of course." I didn't need to see Dani's face to know that she was smiling. High heels echoed on the hard floor as the women changed positions, and the blows kept falling on my unprotected ass as my stepmom and stepsister whipped me like an animal. 
 
    Dani came around the counter. Through the haze of pain that floated in my brain, I still felt a deep and unquenchable desire for her as she stood in front of me now, her pussy barely hidden by her skintight pants. She crouched in front of me, and I practically drooled at the sight of her breasts, pushed together by the black basque she wore. I was amazed to find that the pain I was in did nothing to deaden my lust as my cock throbbed uncontrollably. If anything, it seemed to enhance it. 
 
    Dani gripped the leash that hung from the collar Melissa had put on me, holding it close to where it clipped on to the collar. Her coal-black eyes glowed with malicious lust as she studied my face, savoring my pain and humiliation. The wet black dildo hovered between us as she smiled. Her hands disappeared from my sight, and I felt the tautness in the leash as Dani tied its end to something down close to the floor. I was stuck. 
 
    “This is what happens to boys who don’t do as their mistresses tell them,” she said, while blows continued to rain down on me from behind. “They get punished. You don’t want to get punished, do you?” 
 
    The dildo glistened as I shook my head from side to side. Dani’s wicked smile deepened. 
 
    "Then you need to do what we tell you. No matter what it is. Just like a good little slave. OK?" I nodded. I knew that my imagination didn't compare to hers and that she might have things in mind that I couldn't even conceive of. But I didn't care. I wanted the pain to stop. And as my cock throbbed relentlessly, I still hoped in the twisted caverns of my submissive heart that these cruel women might order me to do something I would actually enjoy. 
 
    The satisfied smile on Dani’s pretty face sent a chill down my spine. 
 
    Dani stood up. I sighed in relief as the blows of the riding crops stopped. The air rang with the echo of the sharp cracking blows and my muffled yells of pain. I could hear the heavy breathing of Robin and Melissa behind me. 
 
    “Alright,” Dani said, talking over my bent back to the other women. “Now let’s really fuck him like the bitch he is.” 
 
    * 
 
    My lips were trembling. I paused my story, staring up the length of the bed at Zia. She lay back against the pillows, her eyes closed. Her fingers shone as they curled up between her moist lips, sliding in and out as she pleasured herself to my story. The smell of her arousal filled the air, sending unignorable waves of lust racing through me. But I was just a toy to be used in any way Zia saw fit. That couldn't be clearer. 
 
    “Oh my God,” Zia groaned, and her legs trembled and shook. “Dani’s right. You are a little bitch.” What remained of my pride was stung by her words. But it was hard to deny the truth of what she said. What those women had done to me in the sex store after hours was a humiliation beyond anything I had thought I could endure. And what was worse was the way it felt to relive that night. Ever since it had happened, I had been able to think of little else. Now, as I unfolded the story for Zia, I felt my cock throbbing and pulsing desperately.   
 
    “Tell me,” Zia demanded. Her voice was thick with pleasure as she fingered her pussy right in front of me, taunting me with what I couldn’t have. “Tell me what happened next.” 
 
    I sighed. I knew how the story ended, and I dreaded having to relate what the other girls had done to me. But as ever, I had no choice. 
 
    * 
 
    Dani disappeared from my view as she came out behind the counter. I listened to her heels ring out on the floor of the store as she rejoined the other women. Their voices receded for a moment as Dani led them back among the cluttered shelves. Picking out the next toy with which to hurt me, I knew. They were laughing together as they returned. Laughing in a wild way that made the blood pulse in my ears as I waited to see what they had in mind. 
 
    Once again, Dani came around the counter towards me. I raised my head as much as the leash allowed to watch her approach. She was every inch the beautiful dominatrix in her skintight pants and cleavage-baring basque and tall leather boots. She carried a riding crop over one shoulder, and I felt again the raw throb of my beaten ass. She was right. I would have to do whatever it took to avoid more pain. I wasn’t sure I could take any more whipping from the women.  
 
    And as Dani approached, I saw she was carrying something new. Something big and shiny and black. She set the new toy aside for a moment, and I felt her hands on my head. The buckle of the gag at the back of my head came apart, and I sighed as Dani removed the gag from my mouth. I worked my jaw, sore from the gag that had filled my mouth for so long. I said nothing. If Dani had freed my mouth, I knew it was only so that she could use it for her own ends. But I couldn't keep my cock from throbbing joyfully at the thought that maybe one or more of my beautiful mistresses might let me use my mouth on her. 
 
    I wasn’t ready for what Dani did next.  
 
    Her tight pants clung to her thighs as she pulled them down, exposing her pussy beneath her dark pubic hair. My mouth watered as the smell of her arousal flooded over me. But Dani reached for her new toy, and I gasped. From my position bent over the store counter, I was perfectly placed to watch as she fed an object inside herself, sighing with pleasure as her pussy opened up to receive it. Then she tightened some straps around her hips. My eyes went as wide as saucers as I found myself looking at a big black toy cock that rose from the harness she had put on, its other end buried in her pussy. Dani grinned evilly as she stared down at me, holding her new appendage in her hand. 
 
    “Look at that,” she smirked. “My cock’s much bigger than yours. And guess what, bitch boy? You’re going to show us you know your place by sucking this dick for me.” 
 
    “No!” I said reflexively, while my stomach churned in horror. I heard Melissa and Robin gasp behind me. Dani’s smooth brow furrowed as she frowned. 
 
    “No?” she said, her eyes glittering dangerously. “that word is no longer in your vocabulary, slave boy. I wasn’t asking. I was telling.” the riding crop she held whistled through the air, and I cried out as she lashed my back. 
 
    "You're going to suck this cock," Dani growled, stepping forward. The head of the cock brushing against my trembling lips, and I pressed my mouth shut, unable to recoil from her due to the leash around my neck. "You're going to suck this cock and make me believe it, or else I'm going to make sure you can't sit down for a week." The crop lashed my back again, and I winced. It was true. I was helpless. These women could inflict all kinds of torture on me, and there was nothing I could do to stop them. 
 
    “Come on, Ben,” I heard Robin say behind me. She stepped forward, and I groaned as I felt her take my balls in her hand. She squeezed, stopping just short of causing pain but leaving me in no doubt about what she could do to me if she chose to. “Be a good boy and do as you’re told. You don’t want to make us hurt you.” I whimpered in pain as she brought her free hand down on the burning skin of my ass, spanking the bruised flesh.  
 
    Dani giggled triumphantly as I opened my mouth. 
 
    "That's it," she growled. "That's a good little bitch." I felt Melissa and Robin close in around me, leaning over the counter on either side of me to watch my degradation. Dani teased me with her cock, running the fat head around my open lips. "Give it a kiss," she demanded, punctuating her command with another blow from the riding crop. "Show me what a dirty whore you are." I did what I was told. My cheeks burned with awful shame, and I tried to tell myself over and over that it didn't matter. It wasn't a real cock. It was just a silicone toy, no matter what shape it had been molded into. But it didn't help much. Dani's black eyes burned as she slowly slid her cock into my mouth, and I choked as I sucked it wretchedly. 
 
    “Oh my God, look at him,” Melissa cooed. Who would ever have thought, during all those years when I pined after her in high school, that it was all leading to here? The girl I wanted more than anything, the girl I sometimes wondered if I was actually in love with, watching as her friend made me her bitch. My cock had never softened all through my ordeal, not for a second, and now it jumped and pulsed on the very edge of orgasm while I endured a new depth of shame. 
 
    I should have known it wouldn’t end there. 
 
    "That's right, suck it," Dani snarled. Her hips rocked back and forward as she slowly fucked my face, bringing her filled pussy closer and closer to me as I sucked and licked desperately. "Get it nice and wet. You'll need it when you find out where it's going next." 
 
    My heart froze. Her cock still in my mouth, I stared anxiously up at Dani. She laughed out loud at the fear she could no doubt see on my face. 
 
    “That’s right,” she laughed. “Your mistresses are going to take your anal cherry. We’re going to fuck you like the bitch you are and train you to be our cocksucking whore. Won’t that be fun?” I moaned around Dani’s strap-on as she hit me with the crop again. It didn’t sound like fun. No for me, at any rate. But Dani wasn’t asking for my opinion. 
 
    There was movement at my side. I moaned around Dani’s cock again as I felt something cool and wet on my skin. My eyes went wide in shock. Someone was spreading lube over my asshole, and I shook my head violently until Dani grabbed a fistful of my hair to keep me still. 
 
    “Don’t fight it,” she said as her cock still slid in and out of my mouth. “It’ll hurt if you try to resist. Just let it happen.” 
 
    Something was inside me. Shame and desire made me tremble like a leaf in a gale as a finger slid into my well-lubricated whole. The sensation was unlike anything I had experienced before. The steady movements of someone’s finger made my balls tingle, and I moaned against the cock that filled my mouth. Beyond the sheer strangeness of the situation, I couldn’t avoid the sense that there was a certain pleasure to it. And that, I knew, was the most shameful thing of all. 
 
    “Go ahead, Melissa,” Dani grinned over my back. “Take this bitch’s virginity.” Laughter swirled around me as the finger was removed. Something hard pressed against my ass, and I howled as Melissa slid it slowly inside. My body stretched to accommodate the intrusion, and Melissa fed what had to be a strap-on like the one Dani wore into me slowly, inch by inch. I felt full in a way I had never felt before, full and degraded and completely used as Dani and Melissa fucked me from both ends. Melissa’s cock began to move in and out, in and out, and I gasped and moaned as a strange new pleasure bloomed inside me. I could feel it down in the pit of my stomach, some strange fugitive glow that made my untouched genitals buzz.  
 
    Melissa’s hands held my hips as she pumped her cock in and out of me more aggressively. My ass burned as she suddenly spanked it, laughing at my pain while she fucked me. Dani still held me by the hair as she fed me her cock, grinning down delightedly as she watched me suck it. She was right. The girls I went to high school with had transformed me into a total slut, a pathetic bitch who did exactly as he was told and was used as an object for their pleasure. And I loved it. 
 
    I cried out as a sudden new pain bloomed on my back. Heat flared up and died again. My skin felt tender. Robin had picked up a candle and poured its hot wax over my back, making me squirm while the two younger women fucked me. Her sadistic impulse seemed to inflame those of the others, and Melissa and Dani made my body rock back and forth between them as they fucked me harder. I was helpless. I was disgraced. I was owned. 
 
    And I gasped around Dani's cock as I felt something rising up inside me. Forced ever higher by Melissa's remorseless thrusts, I groaned in disbelief at what was happening. I rocked and bucked as much as my bondage would allow, but the women held me down on the counter, fucking me aggressively. With a roar, I came, spurting my semen against the store's desk and all over the floor beneath me. Robin shrieked with laughter as she watched me cum, and Melissa howled in delight as she spanked me again. Dani smiled down at me, her pretty face bearing an expression of total triumph. She had done it. She, and my stepsister and her sexy mother, had made me their bitch. 
 
    * 
 
    “Oh my fucking God!” 
 
    Zia's bed trembled beneath her as her body rocked in pleasure. I watched a dark stain spreading on the sheets beneath her as her pussy spasmed around her fingers, rivers of her cum running down the inside of her trembling thighs. I could remember the strange feeling of the orgasm Melissa and Dani had fucked out of me, and some strange ghost of that unique sensation made my balls boil as I watched Zia cum. Her fingers dripped with her fluids as she slid them out of her pussy, and she pressed her thighs together as she moaned happily, basking in the feelings of total pleasure she had given herself. 
 
    "I can't believe they did that," she panted. Her pretty hazel eyes were glassy with pleasure as she stared down the length of the bed at me. "I can't believe they fucked you like a bitch." 
 
    My teeth ground together. As though the experience hadn’t been shameful enough. It had been Melissa’s idea to lend me to Zia for the night, to be used in any way her friend saw fit. I was too afraid of my stepsister’s wrath to risk getting caught in a lie. If Zia checked my story with Melissa, I would be in big trouble. I knew I had to tell her the truth, no matter how awful. No matter how degrading it was. 
 
    “Yes, Miss Zia,” I said. “They…they fucked me like a bitch.” Zia’s laughter filled the room as she threw back her head and cackled. 
 
    "You are such a little pervert," she said. I watched her breasts bounce as she sat up slowly, pushing herself upwards on the bed. The predatory gleam in her eye was all too familiar to me now. I had endured so many kinky adventures with these girls, and yet there always seemed to be some new depth of disgrace and frustration and shame they could bring me to. The belts Zia had used to tie me down were tight on my wrists as I shifted on my knees. 
 
    She was right, of course. The cock that throbbed between my legs, totally erect as the memory of what had been done to me, was abundant proof of that. 
 
    Zia slid slowly down the bed. Hope made my heart expand as she approached, spreading her legs before draping them over my shoulders. She sat at the foot of the bed in front of me, and I could smell the arousal that rolled from the wet pussy that was right in front of me. 
 
    Zia had always been less of a natural dominant than Melissa, or Robin, or Dani. I still remembered how she had seemed baffled by my relationships with my stepmom and stepsister, whereas Daniella had waded right in. But after all she had seen and heard, Zia had learned what made me tick just as effectively as her friends had. More importantly, she had learned how to use it. 
 
    “Time to make me cum, pervert,” she smiled down at me as she took hold of my short hair. “Lick my pussy while I think about you getting fucked like the bitch you are.” 
 
    I didn't say a word. I simply stuck out my tongue and ran it over Zia's lips, my cock pulsing as I listened to her hungry moan. She was as right as the rest of them. I am a pervert. I must be, to get enjoyment from being treated in this way. But as the taste of Zia's delicious pussy filled my mouth and my cock throbbed the way it always did, I didn't try to rationalize it to myself. I was far beyond that. I just did what my mistress told me to. 
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