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Summer of Submission

“What are you doing, nerd?”

Samantha’s snotty voice carried across the whole kitchen. I groaned before looking up. My step-sister was such a bitch.

“Nothing you would understand,” I shot back, barely able to look at her. She was wearing a tiny little bikini, approximately the size of a postage stamp. Her D-cup breasts looked like they were about to burst out of the cups. I could tell her pussy was shaved just from looking at the little triangle covering it.

Samantha’s blonde hair hung in loose curls around her heart-shaped face. I’m not ashamed to admit that my stepsister was hot. She was. Absolutely, undeniably, hot. Objectively hot. Playboy Playmate hot. Victoria’s Secret Angel hot.

You get the picture.

She was also a royal bitch. Her and her friend, Angie. They were both outside, lounging around half-naked by the pool. I was inside, finishing up my last semester project for advanced chemistry. I was a college sophomore, while Samantha and Angie had both just finished high school. They thought they were big shit because they were 18. I was 20, but that didn’t seem to mean anything to them. They still acted like I was some kid brother who existed just to be teased.

“Whatever,” Samantha said, rolling her eyes all the way back in her head. “We need snacks. Bring out some chips and dip for us, Brian. Pleeeeeeeease?”

When Samantha wasn’t torturing me with her teasing, she was torturing me with her pouting. Now, she leaned forward, pushing her arms together so I had a good look at her massive tits. I might have the IQ of Einstein, but I, too, could be distracted by a pair of knockers like Sam’s.

“Get your own chips,” I shot back once I managed to tear my eyes away from Samantha’s tits. She loved flouncing around, showing them off, using them to get her way. Behind her, I could see Angie behind the glass door, giving Sam a frustrated look and gesturing with her hands. Angie was almost as hot as Samantha. She was Filipino, with C-Cup breasts and wide, sexy hips. Her almond eyes were warm, but she was just as cold-hearted as my stepsister.

“Ugh,” Samantha groaned, stomping past me and my science kit. “You’re so lame, Brian. Have you even gotten laid in college yet? I bet not. Once a geek, always a geek.”

I heard Sam rustling through the cabinets and fridge behind me while I checked out Angie through the door. She wasn’t paying any attention to me. Which was just fine, because it gave me the chance to leer at her, imagining all the things I’d have her do if…

But no. That would be very unethical. I couldn’t possibly test out my project on my sister and her friend. My formula was designed as a non-intoxicating, psychoactive “love potion”. It would make whoever drank it extremely horny, and extremely affectionate. And fertile, though that was just an unintended side effect. The formula would make the user so dumbstruck with lust that they would forget everything but their desire.

I longed to sprinkle some of it on Samantha and her friend, but I was far too scrupulous for that.

Samantha tossed her perky ass back and forth as she flounced past me, towards the door. She turned around, sticking her tongue out at me.

“Later, loser,” she said.

“Whatever, skank,” I said right as she closed the door. Angie gave me the finger, and I heard them laughing as they disappeared out of sight. I sighed and tried to get back to work. I was trying to isolate the neurotropic elements of the formula, so that the user would retain some intelligence. As it was, the formula made people pretty dumb. Of course, they still had their free will. It wasn’t like they would do something they didn’t want to do. It was just that they would want to do things they didn’t normally want to do!

A half hour later, I thought I’d gotten some good results and decided to take a break. My solution needed to be kept cool, so I put it in the fridge. It was bright green, and I figured no one would be stupid enough to just drink a random bright green liquid in a beaker, so I didn’t bother labelling it.

Well, I shouldn’t have “figured” anything when it came to Samantha. Or Angie. What happened next is still barely believable to me, but it’s totally true. Everything changed on that fateful day. I think it all changed for the better, and I’m quite sure the girls agree.

***
I was watching TV in the living room, still mulling over my formula. I heard someone opening the back door and padding around in the kitchen. Just one of the girls, getting more snacks. How they ate so much without turning into fat pigs, I’ll never understand. I heard the fridge open and close, and ice being plunked into a glass. Still, I didn’t think anything of it. They were drinking soda or whatever. I flipped through the channels idly. The sounds in the kitchen pretty much stopped, and I forgot all about it.

“Ooooh,” I heard my stepsister’s voice travel through the hall. It was a weird sound for her to make, but I still sat there, totally oblivious. “Umm…ooooh!”

Alright, the more she made those noises, the weirder it sounded. I turned down the volume on the TV. If I didn’t know better, I’d think my baby sister was masturbating in the kitchen!

“Samantha?” I called her name, thinking that she might be hurt or sick or something. “Are you…”

“Brian?” Samantha’s voice was closer, and I turned to the door. Samantha appeared, looking very red in the face. Her chest was heaving, her skin glowy, her eyes a bit cloudy. “Wow. Hi.”

Samantha giggled as she looked at me, crossing her legs a little and blushing. I quirked an eyebrow. This was…weird.

“Hi,” I said. “What’s up.”

“Umm…” Samantha said, giggling again. “Boy. That drink was good, Brian. Did you make it?”

Drink? What dri…

Oh, my god!

“Samantha, what drink?” I asked. “The green one?”

“Yeah!” Samantha squealed, hopping closer towards me, those generous tits bouncing. “It was sooo good. It made me feel really gooooood. Brian, have you been working out?”

No, I had not been working out. My mind raced as I realized what had happened. My sister had drank the formula! She was a relentlessly horny bimbo! I could almost see her salivating as she looked at me, her eyes roaming up and down my body. I’ll admit, having my bitchy stepsister gazing at me with such lust, her big tits nearly in my face, had an effect on me. And my gym shorts did little to hide the effect. It doesn’t help that I was gifted with a big cock as well as a big brain. It took approximately two seconds for Samantha to notice this, and her face was priceless.

“Brian!” She gasped. “Your dick! Ooohhh….”

“What about it?” I said, deciding that since there was no way to counteract the formula, I might as well go along with it. The poor girl would be torturously horny without me there to help her out, and I’d rather keep her safe with me than have her roaming the streets.

“It’s so…it’s so…mmmm…..”

She was practically drooling, drifting closer to me.

“It’s so hard,” she finally moaned.

“Well, sure,” I said, grabbing myself through my loose shorts. “What about it? What do you care?”

Samantha groaned. I could see her nipples, hard as diamonds under her bikini top. And her bottoms were soaked, sticking between her pussy lips.

“I…I…Brian, can I touch it? Please? I really want to…”

“You want to touch my cock, Samantha?” I said. “You want to feel it, don’t you?”

She nodded eagerly, dropping to her knees in front of me.

“Please, Brian,” she moaned.

“But you’re my sister,” I said. “I’m not sure I should let you.”

She blinked up at me, blue eyes wide and desperate.

“Please,” she moaned again. “I won’t tell Mommy or Daddy. I just want to touch it a little bit…taste it…”

“If I let you,” I said. “Will you promise to do all my chores around the house, and be my slave for the rest of the summer?”

Samantha nodded eagerly, wet ponytail bouncing. Her tits heaved between my knees, pressing against my thighs. I couldn’t control myself for a second longer.

“Alright,” I said. “Go ahead. But make sure you show how grateful you are.”

“Thank you, Brian!” she squealed. She pulled on my pants, my cock springing to live, angry and erect.

“You're so big, Brian,” she marveled, taking the shaft in her hand. She could barely form a fist around it. As she steadied herself, positioning her mouth at the tip, the shaft pressed between her beautiful, plushy breasts. The minute the head disappeared between her lips, I knew she was the perfect little cocksucker. My sister always ran around like a slut, but now I knew for sure that she was one!

The veins of my cock throbbed, angry and impatient, as she took her time lapping and sucking on the tip, inching her way down so slowly it was like she wanted to savor every second. The way her eyes rolled backward, I think that's exactly what she wanted. My cock was already dripping pre-cum, and she swallowed it with a moan.

“That's a good girl, Samantha,” I encouraged, holding the back of her head and pushing slightly, just enough for her to know I wanted her to go deeper. Slowly, my shaft disappeared between her lips, her breath growing ragged and her eyes tearing up.

I reached down with my free hand and found one of her tits, her nipple hard as I pinched it. Her head was moving carefully up and down my cock, her throat slowly opening for me. I could have let my bratty sister suck me all night, but I started thinking about that sweet pussy between her legs. Still, I wanted to see her nose hit my torso at least once before I dove into her muff.

With a hearty push, I forced her head down my shaft, popping into the back of her throat and thrusting. She gagged a bit, and her nails dug into my knees, but she was moaning in pleasure the whole time. When I released her, she came up gasping for air, and I grabbed her hair before she could go back down.

“That was very good, baby sister,” I said, seeing her face light up. “How do you feel?”

“I feel good, Brian,” she said. “Thank you for letting me suck your cock! Can I do it more? I liked it so much…I want to taste your cum!”

Damn. I almost let her make me cum right then and there. But I wanted to make sure I wrang every possible pleasure out of this opportunity, and I had a vision in my head of making my bitch of a stepsister scream my name while she came like a whore on my tongue.

I switched our positions, throwing her onto the couch and spreading her thighs as I kneeled between them. The bikini thong tore away like paper, and her sweet, pink pussy was bared to me. It was glistening already, damp and fragrant. It was also radiating heat, the fertility side-effect in full swing. Her little clit was poking out from its hood, inviting my tongue.

And the minute I made contact, she shuddered all over. She grabbed my head, pulling me against her, hips grinding against my mouth. I was happy to oblige her, lashing her tender clit while my fingers found her entrance. Fuck, she was tight! I could barely fit two fingers into her cunt, and it squeezed them tight, rippling around them before I even had a chance to wiggle them.

With my tongue lathing and swirling around her hot clit and my fingers buried in her pussy, Samantha was on the verge of one hell of an orgasm. And I wasn't going to miss a single drop. I suckled her clit between my lips and curled my fingers, finding her g-spot.

“Oh, fuck! Yes, Brian,” Samantha cried, her pussy clenching tight then releasing, a flood of her juices rolling across my palm and down my wrist. Her clit jumped and buzzed against my tongue while her hips bucked, her fingers running against my scalp. I wished she hadn't screamed; she was likely to get Angie’s attention, and she’d certainly put a stop to this. No way was bitchy Angie going to let Samantha fuck her own brother.

“Brian?” Her eyes rolled to me, questioning, as I pulled away and licked my lips. “That was so good…I want more, Brian. Can I have more, please? I need more!”

She didn't actually think we were finished, did she? Well, it didn't matter, because a second later, I had her waist in my hands, lifting her again, pulling her body until she was straddling me, her pussy dripping down my engorged shaft.

Her eyes shot open as my tip split her wide, showed her just what she had to look forward to. Those eyes narrowed, and she moaned, as I slowly lowered her, inch by inch, burying myself in her tight pussy. I had to go slow, because she was so damn tight. Even dripping with nectar, it was like fucking a virgin. She finally settled at the bottom of my cock, back arched, tits against my face, fully impaled on my member. My sister was so damn hot, and I was finally getting to show her what bratty little teases got. I leaned forward, sucking her chlorine-soaked nipple between my lips until she cried out.

“Oh, big brother,” she moaned. She put her hands on my shoulders, bracing herself, and slowly began to ride my cock, letting her clit drag along the shaft with each slow stroke. I grabbed her ass, helping her lift and lower herself, forcing her to go faster each time. I wanted to watch those breasts bounce. And bounce they did, when she finally started really riding me, gasping and moaning and crying like a slut for more. I buried my face in her chest, sucking her nipples one by one.

“Yes, fuck yes, yes, brother, yes, yes, fuck me, fuck me,” Samantha cried. Her tight pussy was velvet against my cock, her blonde hair flying madly. I drove her faster and harder against my cock, wanting to watch her come again, wanting to feel her squirt across my balls.

“Samantha!”

Holy shit. We were screwed! It was Angie!

I looked in the direction of the voice. Well, damn. Angie was looking at us – but it wasn’t horror in her eyes. Not at all.

“I…I drank some weird…thing…and…oooohhh….”

Angie looked like she was about to cum right there, watching Samantha fuck me. Samantha was impaled on my dick again, all the way down, filled to the brim with my cock. She turned to greet her friend, pleasure on her lips.

“Oh, god, Angie,” she moaned. “My brother’s cock is soooooo good!”

“God damn right it is, you little whore,” I grit out, watching Angie shake, her nipples just as hard under her bikini. “Get naked, Angie, and come over here if you want some of this.”

“Yes!” Angie squealed, ripping her top off, her tan breasts spilling forward. “Thank you! Oh, it looks so good, I want it!”

To my pleasure, Samantha was beginning to ride me again, apparently unwilling to stop for anything. Angie kneeled beside me on the couch. I leaned over, tasting her flesh while Samantha rode my cock, taking her nipples between my lips until she moaned and started to touch herself. Was her pussy just as tight? I wanted to find out, but my little sister had already worked so hard, she deserved to cum.

Since riding me was taking so long, I figured I could help her out – I halted her movements and pulled her off my cock, flipping her around until I could fuck her from behind. The minute my cock slammed deeper into her cunt, she cried out and shook around me, her pussy like a vice around my dick. It was hard not to shoot inside her right then, the way she gushed and bucked like crazy. But I had another girl to service now, so I pulled out, letting her fall forward in a moaning mess of pleasure.

“Fuck me, too, Brian,” Angie begged. “I’m sorry we were so mean, please fuck me!”

She was on all fours, her pussy wet from touching herself. Samantha was on her back on the floor, recovering. I barked her name,  stroking my cock, an idea forming in my brain. Samantha scrambled up between my knees, eager to please me.

“Get underneath Angie, and lick her clit while I fuck her,” I said. Angie moaned at the very thought, and though Samantha looked nervous, she did as I said, sliding her body underneath Angie's until she could lap at Angie's clit. Of course, this happened to put her pussy right under Angie's mouth.

But Angie didn't need any direction; she immediately dipped her head and began to flick Samantha's clit with her tongue. For one long moment, all I could do was stand there and admire the vision before me: my bitchy little sister and her best friend, eating each other out, grinding and moaning in shared pleasure.

It was too good to stand on the sidelines for very long.

I grabbed Angie's hips, careful not to disturb the girls' rhythm, and thrust my cock into her slit. Angie lifted her head and cried out as I filled her, splitting her in two while Samantha suckled her clit. I started fucking her, slow at first, letting her get used to my size. But she was a quick study, and soon she was grinding back against me, and eating Samantha's pussy like a pro. Samantha was moaning, slurping at Angie's clit, her tongue occasionally brushing my shaft as it pummelled Angie's pussy.

“Fuck, yeah, Sammy, eat my pussy, fuck, yeah, Brian,” Angie moaned, her body tensing around me. This time, I didn't think I could hold back if she came. And she would almost certainly get pregnant, with the formula working the way it did. But I wasn’t going to stop now. Maybe I could get Samantha to lick it all out of Angie before any of it managed to get into her womb. I slapped Angie's ass a few times, appreciating its jiggle, and fucked her harder. My balls were churning. I could only hope she'd come soon.

And my hopes weren't wasted, as her teenage body tensed all at once, her hips dropping as she ground against Samantha's tongue, her pussy flooding around my shaft and clenching me tight. Oh, fuck yes. I shot the first hot rope of my cum against her womb, filling her pussy almost immediately. She screamed as my climax drove hers further, prolonging it, making it more intense. Soon, my cum was spilling out of her pussy, dripping onto Samantha, who licked it up as best she could.

“Tastes soooo good,” Samantha said, writhing, mouth open and begging for more. “Please, more, Brian!”

“It feels like heaven,” Angie groaned, slamming her hips back, trying to wring the last possible drip of pleasure out of my spent cock.

“Two little sluts,” I said, pulling out, finally sated. “Greedy little whores like you should be grateful for what you get.”

The girls collapsed together on the carpet, rolled together until they were both on their bellies and looking up at me. Angie's pussy leaked cum onto the carpet, while Samantha's face was streaked with the same. It was a beautiful sight. I didn’t even care if I got Angie pregnant. Maybe I would get them both pregnant. It would serve them right, after the way they’d always treated me!

“Is that...is that all, Brian?” Angie asked, pouting. I grinned.

“For now, yes,” I said. “Why don’t you two go get me a snack and something to drink? Not the green liquid. Soda. If you’re very good and lick my balls and feet, I might be able to get hard again after nourishing myself.

The two girls almost trampled each other rushing to do just what I said. Soon enough, I was eating a huge plate of nachos, my feet up on Angie’s back, using her like a table while my sister licked and sucked my balls, fingering herself desperately at the same time.

Damn.

That formula still needed some work, but I’d say it worked damn good so far.

And I had a whole summer to work on perfecting it!


Turned into the Chem Class Bimbo
 

My first semester of community college would have been perfect, if it wasn’t for my stepbrother. At least, that’s what I thought. Before I accidentally drank his special formula, and discovered just how much fun having a brother could really be!

Robby wasn’t really younger than me, but I always called him my little brother. We were both 18, fresh out of high school. His dad had married my mom when we were 10, but my mom passed away when we were 15. His dad had officially adopted me, so he continued to raise me after my mom died. Since he was a single dad raising two kids, he couldn’t afford to put us both through a four-year school. We were both getting our Associate’s at the local community college before going on to get our Bachelor’s degrees.

Robby was a lot more academic than me. I was mostly into cheerleading. I had been head cheerleader in high school, and I was on the cheer squad in college, too. Robby was a nerd. He liked science and shit. Booooo-ring.

On the fateful day that changed my life, I was waiting near the car we shared for him to show up so we could go home. I was wearing my favorite outfit, a white shirt and short pleated plaid skirt with knee-high socks. I admit, I liked that outfit because it made all the guys drool. I’d only ever been with my high school boyfriend, but I got off on teasing men. Even my stepdad and brother. I loved flaunting my perky C-cup breasts and my toned thighs and tight ass around. I wore as little as possible, as often as possible. And the schoolgirl look I was rocking definitely caught a lot of attention.

Robby was way late. Frustrated, I decided to go look for him. I figured he’d probably be in the lab. We both took the same Chemistry class. I only signed up because I knew Robby would let me copy off him. He was such a little loser, I could make him do anything. He loved that class, and our professor, Mr. Williams. I thought it was a snoozefest.

Anyway, my suspicion was right. I found Robby and Mr. Williams bent over some beakers and stuff at the head of the classroom, doing some science stuff. My brother’s backpack was sitting on the ground near the front of the room. I noticed a weird bottle with red stuff in it tucked into the side pouch. I was really thirsty, but I figured I’d just get a soda on the way home. Anyway, the drink reminded me of how thirsty I was, which made me more upset that Robby was making me late.

Robby looked like he was going to grow up to become Mr. Williams. They were both skinny, brown-haired, and wore big thick glasses. They were both wearing lab coats, looking like total dweebs.

“Robby!” I shouted as I stalked into the room. “It’s late! Let’s go!”

The two men looked up at me, spilling something from one beaker. Mr. Williams shouted and grabbed a towel to wipe it up. I rolled my eyes, watching them nerding out over whatever little experiment they were doing.

“Just a minute, Amy,” Robby said, fixing his glasses for, like, the billionth time. I groaned and flopped down in a seat. The long, black lab tables were all empty, everyone else done for the day. Leave it to my nerdy little stepbrother to stay after class.

They kept talking between themselves about dosages and experimental results and triglycerides and progesterone and estrogen and all sorts of bullshit. A minute turned into two, and then into three. Bored of looking through my phone, I decided to steal some of Robby’s drink. They didn’t even look up as I approached and grabbed the bottle. The drink smelled sugary but also kind of chemical-y. Whatever, it was liquid, and I was thirsty. I took a big gulp.

“Amy, no!”

Robby’s voice stopped me from taking a second gulp. I paused, putting the bottle down on one of the tables.

“What?” I asked, hands on my hips, flipping my blonde hair.

“You just drank…you just drank…” Robby stuttered, looking at me wide-eyed. Mr. Williams was looking at me weird, too. What? What did I just drink?

“Our formula,” Mr. Williams finished. “Our experimental formula.”

“Formula for what?” I asked. Was it poison? Was I going to die?!

“Female enhancement,” Robby said, a weird look coming over his face. I cocked my head.

“Well…I’m a female,” I said slowly. “So…what’s it going to enhance?”

Robby and Mr. Williams shared a glance, then looked back at me.

“Lots of things,” Mr. Williams said. “Amy, you should probably just sit down for now, alright? Things might get a little strange for you.”

“Stop being weird!” I protested, stamping my foot. “Tell me what’s going to happen!”

“It’s too difficult to explain,” Robby said. “Sit down, sis.”

“Okay,” I chirped, smiling. If Robby thought it was a good idea to sit down, it must be! Robby was so much smarter than me. I plopped down at one of the tables, ready to wait until Robby was ready for me.

Robby and Mr. Williams stared at me for a while, talking to each other in whispers too soft for me to understand. I felt really good. Why were they so worried about that stupid formula? Clearly, there was nothing wrong with me. I knew I should just trust them, because they were so much smarter than me, but I thought it was silly, the way they reacted. I felt better than ever! Well, maybe there was something wrong with me.

“Urgh,” I groaned, plucking at my shirt. Why did it feel so damn tight? It was like my breasts had doubled in size, and were being pressed to my chest so hard that they were gonna burst!

“What’s wrong, Amy?” Robby asked, and I thought he might be smirking a little. Thinking it was just my imagination, I shrugged.

“My shirt feels too tight,” I said, pouting.

“That’s a shame,” Mr. Williams said. “Why don’t you just take it off? There’s no one here but us, and we’re men of science. No need to be modest around us.”

“Gee,” I said. “That’s a great idea!”

It really was. I didn’t know how I didn’t think of it first! I pulled my top off, sighing in relief. But my breasts still felt really tight, in my bra. I looked down and was surprised at how much they were spilling over the top of my bra. This bra was usually a little too big on me, but now it looked – and felt – two sizes too small!

“Better?” Robby asked, staring at my chest. It was sweet how much he cared about my comfort. Why had I never noticed how sweet Robby was before? I’d been so mean to him, when we could have been friends!

“Not really,” I moaned. “It still hurts!”

“Maybe it’s your bra,” Mr. Williams suggested. “Take it off.”

“Okay,” I said, reaching behind me. I groaned in relief as it came off, and my breasts finally felt free. I looked down at them. For real, they looked way huge compared to this morning! Sometimes my breasts felt bigger than other times, but it looked like I had two bowling balls on my chest! Still, they felt sooo much better without my bra on.

“Good job, Amy,” Mr. Williams said, and I giggled. I was glad that Mr. Williams was happy with me. He was really handsome and smart. I had never noticed that before.

“I bet it feels much better now,” Robby smiled. I nodded.

“It sure does,” I said, bouncing a little bit to show off how much better I felt. My newly huge tits bounced with me. I noticed that my nipples were pretty hard, but it was cold in the room so that made sense. They weren’t just hard, though. They were kind of tingly, too. I bit my lip and put my hands in my lap, trying to figure out all the different sensations in my body.

“Amy, do you feel funny?” Mr. Williams asked. How did he know? He really was smart!

“I do!” I squealed. “I feel tingly all over! And my nipples are all hard, see?”

I cupped my breasts, lifting them to show the men what I meant. They exchanged a glance.

“That’s interesting,” Robby said. “How about we take a closer look?”

“Okay,” I said, leaning back and arching my chest out. They walked towards me and stood at either side. I looked up at them, thankful that they took such an interest in me. Mr. Williams reached down and grabbed one of my breasts. I moaned as the sensation rolled through me. It felt so good! Then Robby did the same thing to my other tit, and it felt even better! The two men massaged and kneaded my chest, pinching my hard nipples until I was panting. I could feel myself waking up between my legs, my pussy dripping.

“Oooh,” I moaned. “That feels really good!”

“Does it?” Robby asked, grinning. “I’m glad, Amy. Would you like to feel even better?”

I looked up at my brother in wonder. I could feel even better? How? I nodded eagerly.

“Good girl,” he said, and knelt down. Pulling my breast towards his face, I felt his tongue dart out and lap over my nipple. I squealed in pleasure. Mr. Williams did the same thing, both of them kneeling down beside me and licking my breasts, sucking my nipples into their mouths and squeezing my tits.

I was absolutely lost in pleasure, moaning and squirming. My clit was hard and my pussy felt like it was going to flood the seat beneath me, I was so wet! My brother looked up at me, my breast in his mouth, and grabbed a hold of my ponytail. With a tug, he yanked my head back on my neck before coming up to stand over me.

“You’ve always been such a bitch to me,” he said as I panted. Mr. Williams grabbed the breast that Robby had been sucking and kneaded it while he kept his mouth working on my nipple. “Don’t you feel bad about that, Amy?”

“Yes, Robby,” I said. “I’m so sorry, brother.”

“Don’t you want to make it up to me?” he asked. I did! Very much so. Especially now that I saw how nice he really was. He was willing to make me feel good. I wanted to do the same for him. I glanced down and noticed a big bulge in his pants. His cock was hard! Immediately, a thousand dirty ideas ran through my head. I groaned, reaching for his zipper.

“Can I make it up to you like this?” I asked, pulling his cock free. My eyes widened when I saw how big it was. Who knew that my lanky little brother had such a huge cock! He was hung like a horse. The tip dribbled with pre-cum, making my stomach grumble with hunger. I wanted to suck it all up, drain his balls dry. I’d never felt this way before, but I liked it a lot. I wanted to let my brother fuck my throat until he came!

“It’s a start,” Robby smirked. Mr. Williams moved so that he was between my legs. I moaned in disappointment when his mouth left my tit, but he replaced it with his hand. Slowly, he began to kiss down my stomach, which felt really good, too. I leaned to the side, stroking Robby’s cock, getting it all lubed up with his pre-cum. Mr. Williams kissed all the way down to the top of my skirt, then ripped it down, exposing my pussy! Now, they could both see what a dirty, wet slut I was.

“Jesus,” I heard Mr. Williams groan. “She’s drenched.”

Robby groaned as I stroked him. Suddenly, I felt Mr. Williams dive forward between my legs. His tongue wrapped around my clit and I screamed in pleasure. He grabbed my thighs, pulling them up over his shoulders as he began to eat my pussy. At the same time, my brother yanked me by the ponytail, forcing his cock into my mouth. He filled my throat instantly, sinking all the way to the back of my mouth. I instantly gagged, but Mr. Williams was licking my pussy so well that I didn’t even care.

My eyes rolled back into my head as my brother began to fuck my mouth, using me like a sex toy, burying his cock into my throat fast and hard. Drool spilled down my chin and onto my tits as he choked me, blocking my airwaves so that I breathed frantically through my nose. Tears spilled down my cheeks. None of it even mattered, because my hips were bucking and my body was on fire from the way Mr. Williams was eating me out. His tongue flicked my clit, wrapping around it again and again.

With my brother stuffing my mouth and my teacher licking my slit, I was in absolute heaven. I grabbed my breasts, rubbing them and pinching my nipples. Robby held my head in place by my hair, fucking my throat raw. He was breathing heavily, and as he plunged himself into my throat, my nose buried in his pubes, he groaned. He held me there, pulsing in my throat until my spit flowed down his balls. I felt him throbbing, his big cock getting even bigger.

Mr. Williams suckled my clit between his lips and brought his fingers to my entrance. He plunged them inside me just as my brother came in my throat, pumping his cum straight down into my stomach. I came, clenching around Mr. Williams’ fingers while swallowing every drop of my brother’s load. His cum tasted so good sliding down my throat, filling my belly. My eyes rolled back in my head, my body shaking and bucking as Mr. Williams kept on licking my clit while I came.

Robby grunted, pulling his cock from my throat, spraying one last burst of seed onto my tits. I gasped for air, gargling in his cum; he pulled my head back again and spit down into my mouth. I swallowed gratefully, eager to take whatever he wanted to give me. My climax subsided, and Mr. Williams crawled up from between my legs, wiping his lips free. His fingers were wet with my juices, and he shoved them between my lips. I sucked them clean with a groan, loving the way I tasted.

“Thank you,” I groaned when he pulled his fingers free. “Thank you soooo much!”

“We’re not done with you,” Mr. Williams said. “Not even close. I want you to lick my balls for me, Amy. Do you want to do that?”

Mr. Williams unzipped himself as he straddled my hips, standing over the chair so that his crotch was in my face. His cock was smaller than my brother’s, but it didn’t matter. My mouth still watered at the sight of it. His balls were low and hairy, and I moaned eagerly as I leaned in and buried my face against them.

He tasted all sweaty and manly, and I could feel my pussy dripping again as I licked and sucked his flesh. He groaned, holding my head against him as his cock got harder and harder, rubbing up over my scalp. I sucked his balls into my mouth, rolling my tongue over them, moaning at the delicious taste. I knew there was lots of yummy cum for me inside, and I couldn’t wait for Mr. Williams to fill me up. Luckily, he couldn’t wait either, and he pulled my head back quickly.

“Shit,” he groaned, grabbing his cock and stroking it. I stuck my tongue out, but he just kept pumping himself, holding my head back by my ponytail. He slapped me against the cheek with his cock a few times, and spit in my mouth. Finally, he groaned, and I got to feel his sweet cum splashing over my face. He covered my eyes and nose in it, painting my face with his jizz. I eagerly licked and swallowed whatever I could reach.

“More, please,” I begged as he began to slow down and shoot less. “I want more!”

“Be a good girl, and you might get more,” Robby said, standing at my side. Mr. Williams’ cock began to go limp. I eagerly began to collect his cum from my face, scooping it onto my fingers.

“Mmmm,” I moaned. “Tastes really good!”

“Come here,” Mr. Williams said, suddenly grabbing me from the seat and lifting me up to the table, seating me on the very edge. “You’re being an excellent test subject.”

“Really?” I squealed, wiping more cum from my nose. “Thank you! I’m so happy! Can I keep making it up to you, Robby? I really want to!”

“You still want to cum, don’t you?” Robby asked. I moaned, nodding my head as I licked Mr. Williams’ cum from my fingers. My brother chuckled.

“Well, so do I,” he said. “I’ve been thinking about what it would be like to rape your bratty little cunt for a long time. You should have listened to us and not drank the formula. But I bet you’re pretty glad you did, aren’t you? I bet you feel good being the little cum slut you were meant to be?”

“Yes, Robby,” I moaned. “It feels soooo good!”

“Show us,” Mr. Williams said with a smirk. He looked around the room, his eyes landing on the mop that sat by the eye rinse sink. He and Robby shared a look, then Mr. Williams picked up the mop and brought it back to the desk. I was still touching myself, desperate to cum again. I wished my brother would get hard again so I could feel his big horse cock inside my desperate pussy.

Mr. Williams tossed the mop at me. It landed against my stomach, the handle between my breasts.

“Use this,” he said. “If you’re a good girl and cum for us, we’ll fuck you again.”

I groaned, grabbing the mop handle and squeezing it between my legs. I gasped as the smooth handle rubbed my clit. I started to rub myself against it, jerking my hips. I threw my head back, tongue hanging out, low moans escaping my throat as I humped the mop handle to make myself cum. I could feel the sensation building between my legs, I shoved the handle down until the very tip was rubbing my clit.

“That’s it, Amy,” Robby said, coming forward to grab my breast. “Fuck yourself like the little whore you are.”

“Yes, Robby,” I moaned, thrusting the end of the mop into my drenched pussy. Immediately, I screamed in pleasure as my pussy clenched around the smooth pole, cumming again as my brother squeezed my tits and pinched my nipple. He grabbed my head again, pulling my lips up against his. He stuck his tongue down my throat, kissing me as I came. Wow! Who knew my brother was such a good kisser?

I moaned as Mr. Williams stepped forward, pulling the mop away. I was panting, coming down from my climax. To my delight, I saw that they were both hard again! I pouted, shaking my hips a little bit.

“Are you going to fuck me now?” I asked. “Please?”
“If you insist,” Robby laughed. “Get off the table, sis.”

I jumped off, tits bouncing. They seemed even bigger than before, but that couldn’t be possible. All I knew was that I was dying to feel the men inside me. Robby got up on the table and pulled me up on top of him. My brother grabbed my breasts as he positioned me, my slit poised above his cock, Mr. Williams positioned himself at my ass. I felt his tip teasing me wider, and I groaned in pleasure while my brother thrust upward, into my dripping slit.

The two men held me in place, pinning my body between theirs as they both sank deep inside me, Mr. Williams quickly filling my ass. I felt like I was being stretched beyond my limits, and yet still I wanted more. I uttered a guttural moan as they began to move, both thrusting into my body at a steady pace. Robby’s cock pierced me all the way to my womb with each stroke of his hips, the two cocks grinding against me until I was tingling all over and about to cum again.

“Feels so good,” I moaned. “Please, fuck me harder!”

Robby wrapped his hands around my thighs, pumping harder while Mr. Williams spread my ass cheeks wide and did the same. My tits bounced in my brother’s face as he fucked me from below, and he lifted his head up to bite my nipple. A wave built in my stomach as the two men used me for their pleasure, treating me like the slut that I was.

I howled in pleasure, cumming again and again, squirting my juices between them, drenching my brother’s balls in my pleasure while he sucked and nibbled my breasts. Soon, I could feel them both swelling inside me. I wanted to feel them explode inside me, wanted my brother’s cum to coat my womb while our teacher filled my ass. Mr. Williams came first, grunting as he plunged deep into my ass and burst, shooting his white hot cum into my ass. I shook, clenching him tight, cumming again while my brother buried himself to the hilt in my needy cunt.

He growled, balls throbbing until they unloaded, draining themselves in my bare pussy. The men gave me every ounce of jizz in their bodies, leaving me panting and shaking, dripping with their seed. I groaned, jerking against my brother, trying to grind the last bit of pleasure from his softening dick. When he finally pushed me off, I immediately plunged my fingers into my dripping pussy so I could taste him again. Mr. Williams pulled out of my ass, trailing cum down my thighs. Naked, I relished the sensation of being stuffed full of cum, my belly aching with it, my holes dripping.

“M-more…” I moaned, panting, my breasts heavy and heaving.

“Too bad,” Mr. Williams said breathlessly, zipping himself up. “I’m done with you.”

“Me too,” Robby said, putting his limp cock away. I whimpered, still needy. “We need to go home, anyway.”

“But…but…”

“Maybe later, sis,” Robby said. “Get dressed. If you’re good tonight and do my chores, I might let you suck me off before bed.”

“Really?” I gasped, thrilling at the idea. “Thank you, Robby!”

“Wait til Dad sees you,” Robby said, shaking his head. “He’s been staring at you ever since your Mom died. Poor guy needs a good lay. He’ll be so excited to see how I’ve improved you.”

“You think your Dad would fuck me, too?” I asked, thinking of my step-dad and squirming. It would be sooooo nice to live with two men who’d let me suck them off, even fuck me! I couldn’t wait to go home and see if my step-dad would really be interested in me.

“Maybe, if he’s not disgusted by what a dumb bimbo you are,” Robby laughed. “Damn. We knew that formula was strong, but I had no idea it was this strong. Now, come on. I’m hungry. You can buy me a hamburger on our way home.”

“Okay, Robby,” I squealed, jumping up and picking my clothes off the floor. My breasts still barely fit in my shirt, and I didn’t even bother with my bra. As we walked to the car,  I noticed all the guys on campus staring at my hard nipples and giant, bouncy tits. It made me feel very proud and excited.

I was sooooo glad that Robby stayed late after all, and that I came to find him. If I could go back and do it again, I would drink even more of that yummy formula! I’d never felt sexier, or happier, in my life. Things felt like they were finally falling into place, just the way they were supposed to. I loved being my brother’s bimbo, and I couldn’t wait for him to share me with Dad!


Clearing Her Mind

I’ve always struggled with anxiety.

All through school, my test anxiety was so bad that I nearly flunked out. And I certainly didn’t get into college.

My social anxiety kept me from ever having friends, or a boyfriend. By the time I turned 19, I’d never even been kissed! Which was pretty crazy, considering that I’ve been blessed with a body most people would consider a “knockout”.  I have D-cup breasts and long blonde hair with blue eyes. My waist is trim without me needing to work out, but my butt is nice and perky.

Just about the only thing that never caused me anxiety was my body. But other people’s reaction to my body was a different story. I would get so nervous whenever a man looked at me that I nearly peed myself. I didn’t know how I’d ever get a boyfriend or get married or lose my virginity or have kids or a normal life, since even just talking to a cute boy made me want to cry.

My parents understood that I was far too anxious to live on my own, but they put a lot of pressure on me to move out. They’d given me a year after high school to figure stuff out. The first thing I had to do was get a job.

It was kind of ironic that I would up getting a job with one of the best hypnotherapists in the state.

Dr. Rhett specialized in hypnosis for anxiety. He was renowned across the country, always written up in medical journals and stuff. He needed a receptionist, and I needed a job that didn’t require any prior experience or college education. I was a total mess when I interviewed, but somehow I managed to get the job anyway.

Dr. Rhett was extremely kind, and also extremely handsome. He had a kind of silver fox thing going on, with gray hair and blue eyes that crinkled becomingly when he smiled. He had perfect teeth, and he worked out every single day, giving him a really nice body.

It paid well, and I knew that soon I would have to use the money to move out. The closer and closer my deadline came, the more and more anxious I was. It got to the point where I could barely function. How was I going to live on my own? Who would help me figure out when to eat, what to eat, how to take care of myself?

Despite the fact that I worked for Dr. Rhett and could probably have gotten a discount on therapy, I never had the guts to ask him. I didn’t want him to fire me because he learned I was basically incompetent to even get out of bed in the morning. I figured he was getting ready to fire me, anyway. My intense anxiety was causing me such distraction at work that I barely got anything done, and what I did manage to do was done all wrong. I knew it was just a matter of time before Rhett got fed up with my mistakes and gave me the axe.

Maybe then my parents would let me stay home a little longer, until I found another job.

So, on the Thursday that Dr. Rhett asked me to come into his office after his last patient left, I was more than ready to humbly accept my fate. I entered with my head down, fighting back tears.

“Brittany,” Dr. Rhett said, motioning to the couch across from his chair. “Will you sit down, please?”

“Yes, Dr. Rhett,” I said, sitting down on the couch, smoothing my short, professional gray dress under my thighs beforehand. I kept my eyes on my lap and focussed hard on not wringing my hands together.

“Brittany, I’ve really enjoyed having you around the office,” Dr. Rhett said, concern in his voice. Here we go, I thought. My very first firing. I knew this would happen, I’m no good, I’ll never be any good…

“I’m sorry, Dr. Rhett,” I choked out, tears spilling forward.

“My dear,” Dr. Rhett said. “Look at me, please.”

He sounded so kind and compassionate that I sniffled and looked up at him.

“I’m not firing you, if that’s what you think,” he said, smiling softly. I felt immense relief wash over me – followed by more anxiety. If he wasn’t firing me, then why did he call me into the office? Was something going to change in the office? If he wasn’t going to fire me, I’d definitely have to move out, soon, and then…

My mind was racing, and only focussing on Dr. Rhett’s kind brown eyes helped me slow it down.

“I’ve just noticed that you seem extremely anxious,” he said. “You’ve always seemed anxious, since the very day I met you. But recently, it’s gotten much worse. I’m a professional, Brittany. I know anxiety when I see it.”

“Oh,” I said. “I’m sorry, I shouldn’t be letting it interefere with my work.”

“Nonsense,” Dr. Rhett said. “Why don’t you tell me what’s troubling you so much?”

I looked at him, wondering if I would be taking advantage of him if I tried to explain my troubles. Would he think less of me? Maybe if he wasn’t going to fire me now, he’d do it once he realized how crazy I was!

“You can trust me, my dear,” he said. I took a big breath.

“It’s just that my parents are making me move out,” I said, the words coming out all in a rush. I felt like I was suffocating a bit in the room, my dress suddenly way too tight, compressing my breasts uncomfortably. I’d never talked about my anxiety out loud before. But now that I’d started, I couldn’t stop! I told Dr. Rhett everything. About how I didn’t think I could live on my own and take care of myself, how badly I just wanted someone to tell me what to do, how to live my life, all the things I’d missed out on because of my anxiety. He listened patiently, nodding.

“And so, you’ve never been with a man,” he said finally when I took a breath. I shook my head.

“Do you have desires, like a normal girl of your age?” He asked.

“I guess,” I said, thinking of the way my body sometimes felt really hot around a handsome man, or my nipples getting hard. But I was always too nervous to touch myself, thinking that someone would find out and think badly of me for doing it.

“My dear,” Dr. Rhett sighed. “I’m terribly sorry to hear about all this. It sounds like you’ve had a really hard time trying to deal with this on your own. You’re very brave.”

“Thank you, Dr. Rhett,” I said, not feeling brave at all. I peered up at him from under my lashes. “Do you…do you think you could…?”

“Help you?” Dr. Rhett studied me. “I’m sure I could. The problem is, your case is so severe, that even the discount I could give you as my employee wouldn’t help much financially. I do know what you make, after all.”

“Oh,” I said, utterly deflated. “I see.”

“However,” Dr. Rhett said. “There is another possibility. Now, this isn’t something I would do for anyone else, but I’m quite fond of you. You told me that what you want more than anything is for someone to take care of you, and tell you what to do, how to live. Correct?”

“Yes,” I nodded. “Very much so!”

“That’s a rather complicated thing to ask of someone, don’t you think? It would be a lot of work for that person.”

“I suppose so,” I said, deflating.

“However, if there was sufficient reward for this person, perhaps it would be worthwhile.”

Dr. Rhett was looing at me kind of oddly. I squirmed in my seat. It felt really hot in his office, and my dress felt tighter than ever.

“To put this simply, my dear, I cannot let you continue to work for me in your condition. It’s a liability, you see. However, I don’t want to fire you. And I’d like very much to help you feel better. I’d be willing to offer you a one-time hypnosis session. This hypnosis session would put you entitrely under my control. You would do what I say, when I say it. I would tell you how to dress, what to eat, everything that you’re so afraid of.”

I leaned forward, rapt. That sounded…perfect! But what was the catch?

“However, in return for the painstaking task of controlling you and caring for you, and providing for you, I would require that you give me control of your body as well as your mind. I am a man, and I have needs. Sexual needs, you understand. You’ll live with me, and be prepared to take care of those needs whenever I ask you to.”

I blushed bright red. I had no idea Dr. Rhett was interested in me like that! I was thirty years younger than him, at least! And why would he want a virgin, anyway? I didn’t know how to do anything! I was so ashamed, I started crying again.

“Of course, you can say no, my dead,” Dr. Rhett said. “But consider this. If you want to have a normal life, you will eventually need to establish sexual relations with someone. Why not give me that privelege, since you’re so willing to give me control over every other aspect of your life?”

“Why do you even want me?” I asked. “I’m no good at anything!”

Dr. Rhett flashed me a charming smile.

“I can make you very good at everything,” he said. I felt something stirring inside me. “Why wouldn’t a distinguished man like me want a lovely young woman to service him? You underestimate yourself, Brittany.”

I looked at Dr. Rhett. He made some good points. And my anxiety was torturing me. His solution was so elegant, so simple, so…perfect.

“Alright,” I said softly. “Alright, Dr. Rhett.”

He smiled. And for the first time since I could remember, I could smile back without being anxious about having something in my teeth or looking stupid.
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Dr. Rhett had me lay down on his couch. He set a metronome clicking. He began to talk in low, silky tones.

“I’d like you to breathe deeply and focus on my voice.”

I did as he said, focussing on taking big breaths and listening to him talk. His voice was so smooth, it was easy to listen to him.

“You are very relaxed. You have no fear. You have no reason to be afraid. You are deeply aware that everything is alright, everything is good. You are very calm, because you realize you will never have another reason to be afraid…”

The more he spoke, the more his words seemed true. I was feeling very dazed and sleepy and warm and relaxed. Of course I wasn’t afraid. Why would I be afraid? I was very calm, very happy, very warm…

“Brittany, you are giving me control over your life,” Dr. Rhett said. “You will do as I say in every aspect. You trust me to take care of you and make sure no harm comes to you. In my care, you will always be safe and healthy. You will always be safe and healthy. You want to make me happy, because I keep you safe and healthy…”

Of course! It all made sense now. What point was there in worrying? I didn’t have to make any decisions, I didn’t have to even think anymore. Dr. Rhett would keep me safe and healthy. I would make him happy, and he would keep me safe and healthy. I wanted very badly to make him happy.

“Tell me, Brittany, how do you feel?”

“Good, Dr. Rhett,” I said. “I feel very good.”

“I’d like you to call me Master from now on, Brittany,” Dr. Rhett said. “Do you remember why you’re here?”

“Yes, Master,” I said. “I’m here because I’m giving you control over my life. My body and my mind are yours.”

“Very good,” Master said. I felt pleased to have given the right answer. “How does your body feel now, my pet?”

“Heavy and warm, Master,” I said.

“Very good,” Master said. “I am about to use your body. You love it when I use your body. It makes you wet. You enjoy my touch. You enjoy any way that I touch you.”

“Yes, Master,” I said, feeling myself flush. He was right, I was getting wet just thinking about Master touching me. Why was I ever afraid of  it?

“Alright, my pet,” Master said. “Come to me, now.”

I stood up on shaky legs. The whole world looked different. Softer, warmer, more lovely. I smiled brightly when I saw Master. So handsome and smart! I loved him so much! I couldn’t wait for him to use me, so I could feel him touching me! I wasn’t afraid to give him my first time, as I knew he would keep me safe and healthy.

I walked across the room to his chair. He stared up at me, studying my body.

“You’ve been a terrible employee, my pet,” Master said. “From now on, you’ll be much better. I will now punish you for being so terrible in the past. You enjoy being punished. You know that it is right because I say it’s right.”

“Yes, Master,” I said. “I’m sorry for being a bad employee. Please punish me.”

I deserved to be punished. Master said so.

“Good,” Master said. Before I could process it, he had me bent over his lap, my dress pulled up to expose my tight little ass. It was so arousing, the feeling of being so close to Master! My pussy dripped onto his lap as his hand moved smoothly over my ass, running across the tender flesh while

“Oh!” I cried out as his hand smacked my ass. This was my punishment. I deserved it. I loved it. Master’s hands felt so good. I squeezed my legs together as my pussy ached with need, the pain and pleasure mingling in sweet torture.

“Don't make a sound, my pet,” Master growled. “Accept your punishment in silence.”

He clutched a handful of my flesh to make his point, then smacked me again. I kept my mouth shut. I wouldn’t make a sound. Master didn’t want me to, and Master was always right. He rubbed the flesh again; I could almost feel it reddening, a slow itching burn taking the place of pain.

The more he spanked my ass, the more I needed it. The pain turned to unbearable heat, and the only relief was his open palm, smacking my flesh once more. I wiggled and writhed and thrust my ass backward, wanting more, needing it harder and harder each time. And each time, he rubbed the raw flesh, drawing out my anticipation.

“You may speak now, my pet,” Master said. “Are you going to be a better employee? Are you going to obey me and do exactly what I say?”

“Yes, Master,” I panted. “I promise, Master.”

“And you understand that if you continue to fail me, you'll need to be punished?”

“Yes, Master,” I moaned, my hips wriggling again. I was on fire with lust for Master. His touch was so good!

“Good, little girl,” he said. “Now it's time for you to prove you're worth being my pet. Get up.”

“Yes, Master,” I said, rising from his lap, my ass bright red from his abuse.

“Strip,” Master barked, leaning back on his elbows.

I reached behind me, finding the dress’ zipper and pulling it down. It pooled around my ankles and I stepped out of it. Shimmying my panties down and undoing my bra, I finally stood totally naked before him. At one time, this would have given me a panic attack, but now it felt right. It made sense. This was Master’s body to use as he wanted. He had every right to stare at it whenever he wanted. My nipples were hard, my D-cup breasts taut and goosebumped in the cold room.

“Come,” he ordered, and raised his hand, beckoning me forward. I obeyed, having no other choice, until he could grab my hips and pull them towards him. He still sat on the chair, looking up at me.

“You want to play with your nipples, my pet. Don’t you?”

“Yes, Master,” I moaned. I’d never played with my nipples before, but as soon as he told me I wanted to, I did. So much so that it hurt not to touch them.

“You have my permission,” he growled, and I wasted no time, grabbing my breasts and pulling at my hard nipples, twisting them firmly. I was so preoccupied with that, I didn't realize what was happening until I felt Master's tongue pressing against my pussy lips and wrapping around my clit. No one had ever touched me down there, not even myself;  and now, Master was kissing it!             

“Oh!”

“Did I tell you to speak?” Master pulled away so sharply, I worried I might die of shock and need.

“No, Master,” I grit out, still teasing and torturing my nipples.

“Then shut your fucking mouth, pet,” he growled. My thighs were shaking, need like a freight train rolling through me. He leaned in again, dipped his tongue between my legs, and this time I stifled my scream. But the feeling was so intense, so perfectly soft and wet and warm, that I couldn't hold back. He flicked his tongue across my clit and I erupted, my nipples twisted between my fingers, my juices dripping down my thighs. For the first time ever, I came.

He growled, lapping at my juices, tongue pressed against my clit. When he pulled away, I had to grab his head for support so I didn't collapse.

“I'll have to teach you not to come without permission,” he said. “For tonight, I'll let it go. But your training will have to begin soon...”

“Yes, Master,” I panted, breathless.

“Go sit on the couch,” he ordered, and I happily obeyed. “Open your mouth wide and stick out your tongue.”

I obeyed again as he came to stand in front of me. As I watched, he  unleashed his cock. It was my first time ever seeing a prick for real, and it exceeded my expectations. It was at least nine inches, thick as my fist, and throbbing with lust for me.

“I’m going to fuck your mouth now,” Master barked. “You’re going to enjoy it. You’re going to lick my cock and moan and drool for me.”

Before I could even try to understand what he said, he was grabbing my head, forcing his cock past my lips. He let me savor the tip, a drip of his precum sliding down my throat as I circled the plush head with my tongue. But I only had a moment before he took control again, easing his shaft down my willing throat; when he met resistance, he simply pushed harder, until I had every inch of him throbbing in my mouth. Immediately, tears came to my eyes, my airways blocked. He pulsed there, deep in my throat, fucking me raw, and I loved it.

When he was ready, and no sooner, he pulled out, only to ram himself into me again, and again, and again, using my mouth as his own personal fuck toy. His hand in my hair clenched and tightened, holding me in place, never letting me go. With a groan, he slammed himself against the very back of my throat. Then he pulled out, his cock trailing spit from my lips as I gasped desperately for air.

“There will be plenty of time for me to fill that pretty throat and tiny stomach of yours, my pet,” he promised, pulling my head back again. This time, he pulled until I was on my back, my legs dangling over the edge of the couch. I could feel his massive cock between my pussy lips, spreading me, teasing my clit. Pain teased my body as he pressed to my virgin sex.

“Now, I’m going to take your virginity. You will not feel any pain. You will only feel pleasure. You want my cock inside you. You want it more than anything you’ve ever wanted in your life.”

“Yes, Master,” I said, my hips arching in desperation, wanting him to plunge that cock inside me. “Please! Fill my virgin pussy!”

“Your purpose in life is to make sure my balls are empty, at all times. Whenever I crave release, you will be there to service me, however I tell you to. ”

“Yes, Master! Yes, oh, please!”

“Perfect,” he said, leaning over me with a grin. “You'll be an excellent pet.”

And with that, he finally plunged into me, grabbing my calves and raising them high so he could slam deep into my pussy on his first stroke. He tore my hymen, piercing me to my core, stretching my tight pussy with his massive cock. I screamed, my whole body shuddering as he filled me up. It was more than I could stand; I grabbed at the cushions, twisting them in my fingers.

Master began to fuck me hard, lowering one hand to my clit and rubbing it with his thumb, driving himself against my womb in time to his strokes. The whole world was spinning too fast, and my body was wracked and ravaged, but I was going to come again. I knew he wanted me to, and I wanted to make him happy. I couldn't stop myself if I tried. But I held on, as long as I could, my jaw clenched tight, eyes closed, each driving thrust bringing me closer and closer to the edge.

“Fuck,” Master grunted, the first time I'd heard him lose control. And that was it; a second later, I felt his cum explode against my pussy, and I let go, coming with him. My pussy milked his cock, taking every drop of his hot, wet seed. When we finally finished, collapsing together on the bed, we were both sweating and panting.

“Not bad, my pet. Not bad. You need much more training and practice. I assume you’re not on birth control?” Master suddenly asked.

“No, Master,” I said. That meant I could get pregnant, right?

“Good,” Master said. “If you want to be mine, and get fucked the way you deserve, and taken care of, you'll follow my every order. I will provide for your every need. But you will take my seed, and you will bear my children.”

“Yes, Master,” I sighed happily. I couldn’t wait to get pregnant with Master’s babies! He was so good to me. I had never felt so happy!
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“Brittany, I need you to come into my office. Now.”

He had twenty minutes before his next patient. I popped up from my desk and skipped into his office. He was waiting for me in his big chair. I kneeled in front of him, pulling his hard cock out.

“How would you like me to service you, Master?”

“Your sweet pussy, my little pet,” he said, eyes twinkling. I grinned back. I loved that. I loved having Master's cum dripping from me freshly-fucked pussy.

I straddled him, positioning the head of his cock underneath my slit; I lowered myself slowly, groaning as each inch buried itself in my pussy. I was always wet for him; that was one of my rules. If he ever found me dry, it would be a punishment, until I was sufficiently wet again.

When Master finally filled me, every inch pulsing in my cunt, I ground against him once, then began to ride him. He put his hands on my hips to help me lift and lower my body against his; my breasts, barely contained in the tiny suit I now wore in the office, bounced before his eyes.

My pussy juices ran down his shaft, his hips thrusting against me with each stroke, and I knew I was going to come – quickly. But now, I could wait, and hold off until he told me to come. Sometimes, he wouldn't let me come, and I'd spend hours wiggling in torture. Thankfully, this was not one of those times, and as he locked eyes with me, I knew it was time to release.

“Come for me, little girl,” he growled, and slamming me down on his lap, he burst. I came, flooding his lap, taking his seed with my pussy's contractions, my hips jerking and grinding down against him. He grabbed my head, pulled it down to meet his, our lips crashing together like waves, driving me into pure ecstasy. This was heaven: Master coming inside me, kissing me, holding me...

I was never anxious anymore. I had no need to be anxious. Master provided everything for me. I was safe and healthy with him.

And I knew exactly how to repay him for everything he'd given me. It was waiting for us at home. That night, after cleaning the house and cooking him dinner and licking his shoes clean and sucking his cock, I would present him with my gist. A pregnancy test, positive, with a nice shiny bow on it.


Trained to Obey
 

I was a 21-year-old virgin college dropout.

I lived with my parents.

I hadn’t been on a date in over a year.

I barely managed to get my real estate license, and I was the worst agent in my office.

My life was not very good.

I guess no one ever expected my life to be very good. Certainly, back in high school, my guidance counselors tried to nudge me towards something like hairdressing, or maybe secretarial work. I decided to go to college anyway, but it kicked my ass. I wasted a lot of money before I realized I would never be cut out for academics and returned to my hometown to live in my childhood bedroom.

As for the whole virgin thing, that was harder to explain. Because I had the equipment. C-cup tits, a big ass. Long curly brown hair and big green eyes. But guys…well, they didn’t like me. Even the guys who clearly just wanted to get in my pants, they ran away after one conversation. I guess that was my fault, because I was pretty defensive.

Okay, I was basically in the NFL of dating. A guy couldn’t ask my name without getting a suspicious look and a subtle rejection. My friends said I was just a frigid prude, and that it would take a miracle worker to get through to me. That seemed right. I mean, sex terrified me. Except for some blowjobs in high school, I never had the desire to let anyone get that close. It would hurt, it would be scary, I wouldn’t be any good. I wouldn’t know what to do.

I think I was mostly afraid of finding out that there was one more thing I wasn’t very good at.

How embarrassing would it be if a guy was in my bed and I had no idea how to touch him? But the longer I went without trying, the more anxious I was. Sometimes I wished a guy would just come along and force me into bed with him. Not like, violently. But just be so persuasive and hot and controlling that I couldn’t help but let him do what he wanted to me.

Until then, I would just live my little life. Get up, go to work, show houses, go home, go to sleep, repeat.

That all changed when Mr. Darkwell walked into my office. A prospective client, he had an appointment with a senior agent. But when he saw me…

Well, I guess my looks were good for something after all.

I was in my cubicle. I didn’t even see him approaching me. It wasn’t until his shadow fell over my keyboard that I turned around.

And was struck totally dumb.

He wore a dark, form-fitting suit. His hair was the color of nutmeg. But his eyes…

they were black as coal.

He was clean-shaven, with a jaw that could cut diamonds.

“Hi,” I squeaked.

“Hello,” he said, voice all gravel and heat. I sat there, looking at him, for far too long. People in the office were starting to notice.

“Do you need help? I can get one of our agents…”

“Aren’t you an agent?”

Duh. Yeah, I was. I nodded.

“Then you can help me.”

“Oh! Okay,” I said, popping out of my seat like a jack-in-the-box. “Um…okay!”

This had never happened before, so I had a bit of a struggle figuring out what to do. I knew I needed to get him into the client room…

“Okay, follow me,” I said, taking the first steps through the office. Eyes followed us like hawks. It only made me more nervous. I led the tall, dark stranger into the well-furnished client meeting room and plopped down behind the computer, typing in my login information quickly.

“Okay, um, okay,” I said. “So you’re looking for, like, a house?”

One eyebrow rose, and his lips quirked slightly.

“Yes,” he said. ‘That is what I’m looking for.”

“Oookay,” I said. “Well, Mr…uh….”

“Darkwell,” he said.

“Mr. Darkwell. I have some lovely options. I just need to know your budget and, you know, um, like, what you’re…looking for?”

He stared at me until I got the impression that he wasn’t looking for a house at all. He was looking for me. And now that he’d found me…

Well, now what?

“Three million,” he finally said. “That’s my budget.”

My jaw dropped. Three million? Woah – that was one hell of a commission! That would bump me up to second-worst-agent, for sure. I gulped, nodded, and looked at my computer. The program was all set up to be easy to use, and I put in the maximum price – boy, that was a lot of zeros.

“Okay,” I said. “And you’re looking for…like…what kind of house?”

“A house with a nice basement,” he said. The way he said it sent a chill down my spine. But not a bad chill. A chill that ended in heat between my legs. I dragged my eyes from the screen to his face. Those dark eyes of his….I leaned back in my chair. They were mesmerizing. Hypnotizing.

“Ms. Smith,” he said, snapping me out of my reverie. “The houses?”

“Oh,” I said. “Right. Well, um…wait, how did you know my name?”

He gestured to his own chest, and I looked down. Oh, right. My nametag. I blushed and giggled.

“Fair enough,” I said. “Well, okay. Let me narrow this down to houses with at least two floors and we can get started, okay?”

“Okay,” he said, crossing his legs as he leaned back, relaxing into the plush leather chair. My heart pounded, my blood thrummed in my ears. For some reason, I could imagine him sitting there with a glass of whiskey, and some beautiful woman kneeling at his feet.

What?

That didn’t make a lick of sense. I shook my head to banish the vision and set to work. I needed this commission. If I got it, it might mean I was worth something after all. I could move out of my parents house. I could finally be somebody. I was determined to work harder than I’d ever worked in my life.

If only Mr. Darkwell’s black, black eyes would stop distracting me…
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Another day, another house. Mr. Darkwell was so picky! And so strange. Every house I showed him, he walked quickly through the upper floors, almost like a zombie, not looking around at all. But he would linger in the basement. Take his time studying the floors, the ceilings, the walls. Tapping on them. He even shouted sometimes, like he was testing acoustics. I wondered if that was what he was doing.

This house, in particular, was the second I showed him in a day. He refused the first one. Now, we were in the basement of the second house. The floors were cement, dirty. The walls were cement, too. The ceiling was – you guessed it – cement.

“This…” he said, walking around it slowly, hand on the wall. “Is nice.”

“Really?” I perked up. He was turned away from me, and I couldn’t help but study the outline of his body. Lithe but muscular. My body felt hot just looking at his back. He did such strange things to me…

My curiosity was finally getting the best of me. And with his back turned, Mr. Darkwell was a little less imposing.

“Listen,” I sighed. “I hate to ask, because it’ll seem very intrusive. But I just really want to know…what, exactly, are you looking for in all these basements?”

For a while, Mr. Darkwell just stood still, his back turned to me, those sharp arches of his shoulder blades pointed at me like missiles. When he turned, I felt my heart speed up, and kind of wished he wouldn’t turn all the way around. The look on his face was pure sex. He gave me a crooked grin, black eyes flashing as he strode casually across the room.

“I suppose it’s been long enough for me to trust you,” he said. Instinctively, I began to step backward, his advance menacing. And unbelievably sexy. Not for the first time, I thought about what it would be like to let him force me down and tear into me like a wild animal.

“I’m in need of a quiet, secluded place,” he said, continuing his advance. I let out a small gasp as I felt my back hit solid brick. He’d back me all the way against the wall. “To construct what some might call a dungeon. I would consider it a…play room.”

“A…a play…room?” I asked between gasping breaths. He towered over me now, and slowly put one arm out, his palm landing beside my head. He slipped one hand coolly into his pocket. I could feel his heat against my chest, contrasting with the cold wall against my back. My pussy quivered.

“I specialize in a certain type of pleasure,” he said. “The kind of pleasure women can’t allow themselves to give up…”

I mewled out, whimpering as he brought his hand from his pocket and drew it against my blazer. The blazer only had one button, and I watched, hypnotized, as he deftly unbuttoned it. I felt like he was pressing me against the wall, but he only had that one finger on me, barely touching me. God, how I wanted that finger to touch me more…harder…

He drew it up the center line of my body, between my breasts, up to my chin. My nipples hardened. He used the finger under my chin to lift my face, forcing my eyes to meet his.

“So they ask me to take it. Do you understand, Ms. Smith?”

I did, but I didn’t. My body understood, but my mind was lagging behind. Slowly, I shook my head. His grin widened, his fingers spreading across my chin.

“Some women,” he explained slowly. “Want to be forced to feel pleasure. They’re afraid to allow themselves to feel it, but the idea of a dark, handsome, strong man, a stranger, overpowering them, forcing them to cum, over and over and over…”

My panties were soaked by then, his words curling in my stomach and bursting in my veins, inviting a thousand dirty images in my head.

“And that’s what I do,” he said. “I bring women down here, I tie them up, and I fuck them.”

Just the way he said the words was like being penetrated, and my knees nearly gave out. I realized I was shaking and gasping for each breath.

“You like that idea, don’t you, Ms. Smith?”

No. No I didn’t. No way. I would never. I was good girl, a boring girl, a virgin. I would never…

“You don’t have to answer,” he chuckled. “I already know.”

He pushed off the wall so suddenly that I actually yelped, confusing his brisk movement for violence.

“This will do just fine,” he said. “I’ll take it.”

“O-oh,” I said, trying to get my bearings. “Well that’s…that’s great…let me, uh, make a call…”

“You do that,” he said, making for the stairs. I trotted behind him, at a complete and total loss. He stopped at the very top of the stairs, but I was so flustered that I nearly ran right into him, and then nearly fell backwards down the stairs.

He reached out, grabbing hold of my neck to keep me from falling. He could have grabbed anywhere, but he grabbed my neck. I didn’t have to wonder why. He pulled me up, the slightest pressure making me squeal as he dragged me up to meet his eye once more, his handsome face just inches from mine.

“Now you know where to find me,” he said. “When you decide to give that slit of yours what it needs, you know exactly where to come. I’d like very much to violate a sweet little bitch like you.”

He licked his lips. I didn’t struggle. I knew I shouldn’t let him speak to me that way, but…but…

He cocked his head.

“You are a virgin, right?”

How did he know? Moreover, should I even answer that? I guess I didn’t need to, because he was grinning and releasing me, letting me fall back to my feet.

“Of course you are,” he said. “That’s what makes you so damn perfect. Come see me in a month, Ms. Smith. I’ll have everything set up then, and ready to receive you. And you will obey me. I will be your Master.”

He kept his eyes on mine for a long, tortured while. The longer I looked into them, the more lost and confused I felt. And I wanted to give in to him, to end the confusion. Just let him tell me what to do…

To my surprise, I felt something damp between my legs. I was actually getting aroused by this!

Then he turned, left the basement, the door swinging on its hinges. I just stood there, staring dumbly up behind him. That was insane. It was insane.

I wasn’t going to just give my virginity to some weirdo with a God complex! No matter how handsome he was…how magnetic his eyes were…how they lingered in my mind long after he was gone, seeming to compel me to obey. Man, that word sounded nice all of a sudden. My mouth watered as I followed him up the stairs. Each step seemed to echo. Obey, obey, obey.
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I was sitting at my desk, about two weeks after selling Mr. Darkwell the house, when I heard from him again. I hadn’t stopped thinking about him. He haunted my dreams. He infected my body. I spent my nights in a sweat, tossing and turning, thinking about what it meant when he said they ask me to take it.

What was it? And why did I want him to take it, when I didn’t even know what it was? I mean, it was my virginity, I could guess that; but he meant something else too, didn’t he? Something I was so hungry for, it felt like I was starving.

I was responding to e-mails when a chat box opened up on my desktop.

I haven’t forgotten. Have you?

My breath caught in my chest. My heart hammered away. His name blinked on my screen, the chat open in my e-mail. Right at the office, where anyone walking by could see!

See what, though? It was just a client, asking an innocuous question. At least, that’s all anyone looking would see. I licked my lips. Of course I hadn’t forgotten. It was the only thing I thought about. Again and again…

No, I typed quickly, before I could change my mind. I pressed enter and waited, fully aware of the cool sweat dampening my body…and the hot moisture gathering in my panties. He was right on the other side of that computer…maybe in his new house…maybe in his dungeon.

Good girl, he wrote back, and I blushed. This was rapidly becoming NSFW. I crouched in my chair, pulling it closer to the desk, as though that could hide it from prying eyes. I knew you wouldn’t. Have you been thinking about it? About me? About letting me take that precious virginity of yours?

My heart was a jackhammer. My whole body was flushed, freezing and boiling at the same time. My fingers shook over the keyboard. I had no idea what to write in response to that!

Of course you have, he answered himself. You’re desperate to know what I can do for you.

How presumptuous and completely accurate of him. I groaned aloud, letting my shaking fingers fall limply to the keyboard. I guess I didn’t need to bother replying. He would do all the talking. My groan attracted a coworker’s glance, and I blamed it on a difficult listing, one eye on the screen where the chat icon showed he was typing.

You have to prove yourself.

My neck snapped as I leaned in, making sure I was reading that right. I had to prove myself? He was the one telling me he was going to…well…take my virginity! By force! If anything, he should have to prove himself!

Look here.

He sent a link, and stupidly, I clicked it. It opened to a page that was definitely NSFW. Everywhere there were tits and asses and pussies! The women were all in various states of undress, and they all had the same dead, stupid look in their eyes. A look that made my stomach do strange things. It made my pussy leak into my panties. They looked like mindless fuck dolls.

If you want to be one of them, you’ll have to prove you deserve it.

Did I want to be one of them? I scrolled through the page, even though I knew I would definitely be in trouble if I was caught looking at porn on a work computer. The pictures got raunchier and raunchier as I scrolled down. The girls were covered in cum and other fluids, some of them tied up on their knees with their tongues out, showing off their red, whipped asses.

Each picture showed a female in a state of delirious, mind-numbing pleasure. These girls didn’t care that they were being collected for some sicko’s personal website of conquests. They looked like they would do anything for a little more of whatever he had to give them.

I squirmed in my seat, well aware of the river in my panties.

Go into the bathroom. Right now. Take a picture of your tits, your pussy, and your ass. Send them to me.

No way! I clicked off the website and minimized the chat screen. No way in hell was I doing that! Not at work, not ever! He would just put them on the internet, for the whole world to see. No way, no way, no way…

Minimized, I could still hear the chat notification.

Fighting every better judgement in my body, I clicked it open again.

Do it. This is not optional. Whether you know it or not, I’m already your Master. You’ve given your mind to me. It’s only a matter of time before you give me your body.

My spine went stiff, cold sweat pouring down my body. I was sure my neighbor could hear my heartbeat.

Do it, Ms. Smith. Do it, right now. Obey me.

I closed the chat window again. I stood up, grabbed my phone, and went to the bathroom. I don’t know what was wrong with me. One second I was utterly refusing, and the next moment all I could think about was obeying him…being obedient…doing what Master said…

I tried to shake my head, tried to clear my muddled brain. I felt like I was slipping away, some part of me falling asleep while another part came awake. I let myself into the bathroom and locked the door. The room was never well-cleaned, and it had that faint odor of cheap air freshener. The lighting was shit. I stared at myself in the mirror as I slowly undid the buttons of my blouse. Who was the woman looking back at me? I didn’t know her. I didn’t recognize her eyes. They looked like…

Like the girls in the pictures.

My top and my bra fell to the floor at the same time, leaving me naked from the waist up. My nipples were already hard, two pink nubs that tingled in the fresh air. I grabbed my breasts, head rolling back on my neck as I played with myself in the company bathroom. I grabbed my phone, set up the camera where I could take a picture on a timer, and stepped back.

The camera flashed, capturing the dumb, drooling look on my face and the heavy, pale weight of my breasts in the same frame. I kept touching them with one hand as I unzipped my skirt, discarding every piece of clothing until I was completely naked. My pussy dripped down my thighs, and when I slipped a finger between my wet lips I shuddered. The camera was set up again, and this time I set it to take a picture every five seconds. I steadied myself against the toilet, spread my legs wide, leaned back, and began to finger myself.

Almost as soon as I touched my clit, I was on fire. Pinching and teasing my nipples, I rubbed and circled my clit, using my own juices to lubricate my finger. The camera flashed over and over again as I rubbed my virgin pussy, letting it drip on camera. Knowing Master would like it. Knowing he could show it to anyone…any time…use my body against me…

I moaned as I came, quickly turning around, straddling the filthy toilet and grabbing one ass cheek, spreading it wide so the camera could capture my rosebud. My body bucked and came as the camera clicked and flashed, over and over again. I rode the waves as best I could, biting my lip and thinking that next time, maybe, I’d be cumming on Master’s hard cock, with his hands on my tits…

Someone knocked on the door.

I snapped out of my trance, immediately feeling like I wanted to burst into tears. I was naked, in the company bathroom, masturbating on camera for a man who wanted to own my body and rape my virgin pussy.

“H-hold on one m-minute,” I called. “Just a s-second…”

I put my clothes on as fast as I could. My hair was damp, my cheeks glowing, my body flush. My shirt was wrinkled. I looked like I’d just gotten off a roller coaster. I grabbed my phone, disabled the camera, and flung the door open. My boss stood there, looking dubiously down at me.

“Sorry,” I panted. “I think…I’m really sick, sir. Can I…please..go home?”

“Of course, Kim,” Mr. Blount said, his expression changing to one of sympathy. “Go on home, get some rest.”

“Thank you, sir!” I said, making a beeline for my desk. I collected my things and logged off my computer as fast as possible.

And on my way to my car, I hit send on the e-mail with the pictures attached.
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“Ms. Smith, may I see you in my office?”

Mr. Blount had a sour look on his face as he called my name from the office door. I flushed. A look like that couldn’t be very good. It had been a day since my insane bathroom photo shoot. I hadn’t heard back from Mr. Darkwell, and that was bad enough.

Now, I worried that I’d really screwed up – maybe there were cameras in the bathroom, besides the one on my phone?

I slunk into Mr. Blount’s office and sat down across from him at the desk. He took a seat, eyes judging me.

“Do you know why I’ve called you in here today, Ms. Smith?”

“No, sir,” I said, only kind of telling the truth. He grunted and reached for a piece of paper on his desk. He flipped it over so I could see what was on the other side. My stomach plunged. I recognized the pictures on that page. How could I not? They were pictures of me.

“A client submitted these anonymously,” Mr. Blount said. “Do you recognize where those photos were taken?”

I blushed, and croaked when I opened my mouth to respond.

“Don’t bother,” he snarled. “They’re obviously taken in our employee restroom. Do you think this is appropriate behavior, Ms. Smith?”

I shook my head. Of course it wasn’t. I’d always been a good girl, why was this happening to me now? How could Mr. Darkwell have betrayed me like this?

“Of course it’s not,” Mr. Blount said. “Now, how do you think I should handle this situation? Because I think I should fire you.”

No! Not that! I needed this job, and I’d never been fired before! How would I explain it to my parents?

“However,” Mr. Blount said, rising so that he towered over me, knuckles on the desk. His eyes roamed down my body, and a chill cracked up my spine. His gaze was…predatory. “If you’re willing to make amends to me, I may be able to overlook this indecency.”

“Sir?” I asked, eyes wide, hoping against hope that he wasn’t saying what I thought he was saying.

“A dirty girl like you shouldn’t need me to explain this,” he said, and now a smirk crossed his face. He walked around the desk until he was standing before me. “On your knees.”

I looked up at him, shocked. Mr. Blount really wanted me to do…that? But he was so old! My look must have amused him, because he chuckled.

“My dick isn’t going to suck itself,” he said. “And for a slut like you, getting to suck cock at work must be quite a perk.”

“B-but…I’m not…”

“Those pictures say otherwise,” he snapped, undoing his belt and zipper until his pants hit the floor. My eyes widened as I saw his cock sticking straight out from his boxers. It was really big. I’d only given a few blowjobs before, in high school and stuff. “I’m waiting, Ms. Smith.”

I really didn’t want to do it. But what choice did I have? I needed this job…

Slowly, sniffling, I sank to my knees and took his dick in my hand. It pulsed against my palm. I started to stroke him, trying not to look at the gray pubes surrounding the base of his cock, or his old, wrinkly balls. A drop of pre-cum dribbled from the tip, and I used it to lubricate my hand as I stroked his shaft.

Something terrible started happening as I knelt, vulnerable, in front of Mr. Blount. My pussy started to get wet. It was so naughty, jerking off my boss in the office…

“Use your mouth already, slut,” he demanded. “Stop being lazy.”

I cringed.  He looked very angry. Slowly, I moved my mouth to the tip of his cock. With my eyes squeezed shut, I started to lick. Still stroking his shaft, I lapped at the tip, tasting him. It made my traitorous pussy gush.

He groaned, his hands moving to the back of my head. Holding me tightly, he began to force his dick further into my mouth. I wasn’t sure what to do, but I knew I shouldn’t struggle, so I let him. The more he forced himself against me, the wetter I got, until my pussy was dripping and my clit was throbbing.

His hips slid against my face, back and forth, his cock driving against my throat until it triggered my gag reflex – and then going even deeper. I looked up, my eyes watering, nostrils flaring in desperate breaths. He looked back down at me, grinning at my discomfort, fucking my throat harder with each stroke. He was grunting, sweat pouring down his forehead. My hands were on his thighs to support myself while he fucked my mouth.

“Gonna be nice to have a little slut around the office,” he groaned, stepping forward an inch so that my head was driven back slightly on my neck, his cock angled down so it could penetrate my throat deeper. “Go ahead and rub that dirty cunt of yours. I know you want to.”

Moaning in relief, I dug my hands down beneath my skirt and under my panties. My clit was hard and throbbing, and the minute I rolled my finger around it I was shaking. He liked it, slamming his balls against my chin as he increased his pace.

“Get ready,” he warned me. “I want to watch you swallow every drop.”

I closed my eyes, still rubbing myself, a climax building in my womb. As the first of his cum splashed down my throat, I shuddered in pleasure. He throbbed, filling my mouth with his hot cum, and I came at the same time, my body hypnotized by the way he abused me, taking me as an object to be owned. He groaned, pulling out just enough so that he could watch his cum pool on my tongue, watch me swallow it in huge, hungry gulps, filling my stomach.

“No lunch break for you today,” he chuckled, releasing me at last. “You won’t need it after such a big meal.”

I moaned, slipping down onto my heels, ashamed by everything that had just happened. He was zipping himself back up and returning to his desk.

“Anyway,” he said. “I still have to cut your hours and dock your commission pay.”

“What?!” I crawled forward, using his desk to lift myself up.

“I was going to do it anyway,” he said with a shrug. “You’re not very good at this job. You’re not even a very good cocksucker. There doesn’t seem to be much you’re good at, huh?”

Tears spilled down my cheeks. I knew I was the worst agent in the office, but I hoped that eventually I would get better…but not if I was going to be given less hours, less commission, and less houses to sell!

“Get out of here,” Mr. Blount said as I stood before him in tears. “I don’t want to see that shit. And be in my office first thing in the morning. You’re going to be my new morning cum swallower. Understand?”

“Y-yes, Mr. Blount,” I said, bowing my head and leaving his office. I went straight to the bathroom, the place that had gotten me into so much trouble. When I finally looked halfway decent and braved the walk back to my desk, I found I had a message waiting.

He’s just breaking you in for me, it read. Mr. Darkwell. My heart pounded. My pussy was still soaked. Only two more weeks until you come and beg for your Master’s touch. 9pm, on the 21st.

His chat window went gray, indicating that he wasn’t online anymore. I was left, dry-mouthed and heaving. He had betrayed me!

But I still wanted him. I wanted him to show me what he meant by everything. My body wanted so much more…

I leaned back and closed my eyes. In two weeks, I would have all my answers. In two weeks, I would stand before Mr. Darkwell and call him Master.

In two weeks, I would lose my virginity.

[image: ]

At the expected time, on the expected date, I knocked on his door.

He’d sent me the dress and the heels, and told me I should wear them – and nothing else. It was black, and tight, and strapless. It ended just below my ass cheeks, and began right above my nipples. My C-cup breasts bounced with each step I took in the mile-high stripper heels. The cold air whipped around me, arousing my body into heightened sensitivity. I shivered on the stoop, feeling exposed, waiting

When he answered the door, any doubts I had were immediately washed away. He was shirtless, wearing only a pair of loose, low-slung black pants. His dark eyes studied me. Wordlessly, he stepped to the side.

He hadn’t done much with the house since I sold it, but what he had done was nice. Elegant.

Unfortunately, I didn’t have much time to admire he. He stopped me from walking any further, putting one hand on my chest. His touch ignited me all over.

“I need you to understand,” he said. “Once I let you in, only one thing can get you out. If you say the word ‘yellow’, I’ll stop everything, let you leave and you’ll never see or hear from me again. Otherwise, I own you. You have no rights anymore. You are mine. Understand?”

“Yes,” I breathed, already unable to stand the idea of losing him. As though I even had him…I had no idea what I was doing. What was happening. I just knew that doing what he said was easy. It felt right. I needed to do it.

“Yes, what?” he growled.

“Yes, Master,” I said, finding the word easily, letting it slip from my tongue.

“Good,” he said. “Come.”

He led me through the familiar halls to the door leading to the basement.

“Off,” he said, turning around and snapping his fingers. The gesture made me jump, but I didn’t understand it. And looking into those deep dark eyes didn’t help. It just made me feel stupider than usual. In kind of a good way. Like I didn’t need to think. What was the point of thinking, when Master was willing to think  for you?

“The dress,” he said, impatient. I drew a breath, hesitating. He saw it and grabbed my chin, dragging me towards him with a yelp. “What did I say before you crossed that threshold? The dress, now.”

“Yes, sir,” I gasped as he let go. Reaching behind me, I closed my eyes and unzipped. The dress fell to my feet in a puddle of fabric, leaving me completely bare.

“At least I know you can follow some instructions,” Master said, reaching for my bare breasts, lightly slapping the side of one before beckoning me to follow him down the stairs.

The basement looked very different than the last time I’d been down there. Lit dimly with lamps that seemed to flicker like candles, it had the aura of dungeon and fireside at the same time – a disconcerting affect.

No more disconcerting than the contraption that hung from the ceiling, or the various tables and the toys and tools that lay upon them. Vibrators, whips, and things I couldn’t begin to recognize. I followed Master to the center of the room, underneath the dangling hook. I was naked except for my heels, and I felt more vulnerable than I ever had in my entire life. No one had seen me naked before, and now Master turned to examine me.

His eyes raked over my body, he walked in a slow circle around me, his body heat enough to make me shiver. I desperately hoped he was happy with what he saw. He paused when he was directly behind me and grabbed my ass. I gasped at his touch, the thrill it sent up my spine. Spanking me lightly, he continued his slow circle around me. Finally, seeming satisfied, he came to stand before me.

“Before we begin,” he said. “I want to make sure you understand. In this room, you don’t matter. Nothing you think or do or say matters. With the exception of your safe word, your pleas and your begging will mean nothing. No matter how you beg me to stop, no matter how you whimper and moan, I will do whatever I want to your body. I am your Master. I own you. I am going to take your virginity, and leave you torn and worthless. Now, repeat what I just said. In your own words.”

I drew another breath.

“I am nothing. I am an object for you to use. You are my Master. You own me. You are going to take my virginity, and I will be worthless and used. Nothing I say or think or do matters. Unless I use my safe word, you have full license to do whatever you want to my body.”

“Good enough,” he said, smirking, showing a glimmer of sharp, white teeth. My knees quaked. I was really doing this. But as I looked into his eyes, I knew there should be no doubt of surprise. Of course I was doing this. He was Master. I lived to obey him. I wanted only to be obedient…

Why did his eyes do that to me? Why did he have that effect on me? The longer I looked at him, the more I felt my mind slipping away. In its place was just a blank slate, a lust-driven slut with no desires of her own, only the primal desire to please her Master.

Master walked to one of the tables and selected an object from the array. I watched on in curiosity. Slowly, he returned to me, holding a pair of intimidating handcuffs. My naked body trembled, my nipples hard.

He came to me, grabbing my arms and pulling them behind my body. I let him pose me as he wanted, entranced by his black eyes, the way he never took his gaze off me. As he worked to bind my wrists together, he took the chance to suck my nipples in turn, making me moan and gasp, my pussy dripping. When he finally had my wrists cuffed behind my back, he pulled away, only to move in a circle once more. This time, when he paused behind me, he came close enough for me to feel his breath in my ear.

“You make a lovely little toy,” he said, squeezing my ass in both hands. “I’m going to enjoy breaking you down. You’ll crawl back to me, again and again, until I’m done with you. And by then, you’ll be so broken I’ll be able to dump you on the side of the road, and you’ll suck and fuck anyone who happens to come by, just hoping you’ll find someone like me.”

I squealed as he pulled away and grabbed my wrists again. This time, he forced them over my head.

“Don’t move,” he hissed. My hands over my head, he had ample room to knead and massage my tits from behind. His lips curled around my ear as he did, tongue lapping at my flesh, making me quiver in bliss. He pinched my nipples, holding my breasts like he owned them.

He did.

He owned every inch of me.

I could feel his hardness against my ass, and couldn’t stop my hips from grinding backwards against him. He ripped himself away, leaving me cold and whimpering.

“I told you not to move,” he said; I watched him go back to the table, picking up something new. Something long and black and leather. “You didn’t listen. That’s not very good. You need to be punished.”

I bit my tongue against a wince as he came back in front of me. My arms were beginning to ache and shake from holding them above my head. Just above them hung the hook. When Master stepped forward, affixing the hook to the handcuffs, I felt the slightest bit of relief; it supported me a little bit, taking away some of the tension on my muscles. But I knew the worst was yet to come.

“I’m going to teach you how to enjoy your punishments,” he promised, once more taking advantage of his closeness to run his fingers along my body. Every touch stoked the fires of my pleasure, higher and higher until I was dizzy with it. And each time he withdrew, it hurt me. More than the sudden burst of pain when he slapped me.              

“There are two types of punishment,” he said, circling me. “Denial. And pain.”

There was no mystery as to which type I would experience first. The object he selected from the table was a leather riding crop, and now he laid it across my ass. Just lay it there, letting me feel its stiffness. He pulled it away. When it met my skin again, it was with a slap that echoed through the room. The pain came as a surprise to my body, if not to my mind, and I screamed out, unable to stop myself.

“Good,” he said, slapping me again. “Scream for me. I like it. I like hearing a disobedient slut taking her punishment.”

He slapped me again and again, until my ass felt numb and tingling. Until I was straining to see straight. Until I was dripping down my thighs, so aroused by his control over my body that the pain drove me to new heights of pleasure.

My ass itched and burned, a sensation that could only be satisfied by another slap. And another. And another. I cried out again and again, until my voice was lost, reduced to whimpers. When the spanking finally ended, the leather crop suddenly slid between my legs, and Master pressed his body against mine. One hand guided the crop up against my dripping cunt while the other molested my breasts, squeezing them hard, pinching my nipples.

“Fuck yourself,” he demanded, and I obeyed, letting my hips thrust against the crop he held firmly between my legs. My clit stroked against the hard leather, and I trembled, crying out in pleasure now. “Who owns you?”

“You, Master,” I whimpered, desperate to relieve the tension and pain in my slit. I ground myself against the crop faster and harder, each thrust driving me closer to climax. “You do. You own me.”

“Then cum for me,” he barked, and pulled the crop down, away from my needy cunt. I groaned in desperation, but then he flicked the crop upwards, against my swollen clit. My knees gave out as pleasure rushed up my spine. I came in a flooding mess, shivering and swinging from the hook, unable to support my weight as I came.

“You’re going to be a little cock-worshipping cum addict,” Master spoke through my orgasm. “You’re going to learn to love the taste of cum. You’re going to beg for it. You’ll lick it off the floor.”

He was circling me again, my spasms slowing, my hair matted to my forehead in the sweat of my orgasm.

“Worthless,” he said, now using the crop on  my breasts, flicking it over my hard, red nipples. The abuse made me jerk and pant, my body overwhelmed by the dueling sensations of pain and pleasure. “Cock slave.”

“Yes,” I panted. “Yes, Master.”

He stopped torturing my nipples, studying me. I met his eyes, my own mind empty, my only instinct to obey. To please. Slowly, he lay the crop on the floor, then grabbed his belt and undid it. My eyes lowered to his crotch, my mouth open and drooling already as he unleashed his cock. He held it in his hand, stroking it gently, watching me hang from his ceiling, completely debased and vulnerable. A virgin, his for the taking.

He smiled.

He stepped forward, thrusting one hand between my legs and finding my sloppy wet cunt. His thumb rubbed over my clit while his fingers probed my pussy, seeking the barrier that proved my innocence. When he found it, he smiled wider, eyes once more swallowing mine.

“Perfect,” he said, removing his fingers and forcing them into my open, panting mouth. I sucked them dry, tasting my own arousal. “I’m going to fuck you raw, slut. Your first time won’t be sweet and loving. I’m going to make you cry. I’m going to fill that desperate little cunt of yours with my cum.”

He grabbed my hair, pulling my face up, head rolling back against my neck. He was so tall that he could still look down on me, even when I was almost on my tip-toes, suspended on the hook. He spit into my open mouth.

“Beg me,” he growled. “Beg me to take your virginity.”

“Please,” I moaned, body on fire, pussy throbbing. “I need you to fuck me, Master. I want to feel you inside me…”

He released my hair, but not my eyes.

“Is that the best you can do? Even your begging is pathetic.”

“No,” I groaned. “Please, Master. I…I want to be your toy. I want to be your cum slut. Please, do whatever you want to me. My body is yours. Rape me…take my virgin pussy…fuck my ass…anything, just let me serve you.”

“Better,” he chuckled.

He stepped back. Then around again. I felt his hands run down my sides, from the tip of my ribs to my hips. With a steady jerk, he yanked at my body, forcing my hips back at a painful angle. His cock slipped between my lips and I groaned, feeling it thrust against my swollen clit. For a few minutes, he tortured me like that, forcing me to drip across his shaft while he teased my cunt. When he finally pressed the head of his cock against my slit, his fingers were digging so hard into my hips that I knew they’d leave marks.

I wanted them to. I wanted my whole body to be marked by him. I wanted the whole world to know he owned me.

“Fuck,” he hissed, forcing his huge cock into my tight, virgin pussy. I grit my teeth against the pain, tears swelling in my eyes. He met the barrier with the head of his cock, and his grip stiffened. I heard that low chuckle once more. He pulled out slightly. And then rammed forward.

“Oh!” I screamed as he broke through my hymen, tearing my pussy apart, forcing himself inside me. My tight center ached and trembled to fit him, this first thrust violent and dizzyingly painful. I panted, trying to make sense of the feelings coursing through my body. But he was relentless, and no sooner did he bury himself to the hilt in my ravaged, bleeding pussy than he pulled out, slamming in again. He fucked me hard, not caring that this was my first time. Determined to break me. Own me. I cried with each ramming thrust, tears spilling down my cheeks.

“How does it feel, slave?” he grunted. “To be fucked hard by your Master, for the first time?”

I couldn’t answer. It was too much. He rammed into me again and again. Slowly, my body’s response began to change. My pussy still ached and screamed with pain, but now a new hunger gnawed in my gut. The more he drove himself against my womb, the more I wanted it. He plunged himself into my deepest centers, and still I wanted him to go deeper. My cries became whimpers, then cries of pleasure.

“That’s right,” he said. “It feels good to be owned. It feels good to have Master’s cock raping your tight little slit. Tell me.”

“Yes,” I moaned, my hips doing what they could to thrust against him. “Yes, Master. Please…oh, please…”

“You want to cum, slut?” he growled.

“Yes, Master, please,” I cried out as he thrust into me and pulsed, swiveling his hips against my womb, making room for himself. I felt one hand move from my hip, diving down to my clit. He pinched it.

“Then do it,” he ordered. “Cum for your Master.”

He pinched me again, thrusting deeper, and I came. My tits shook and bounced as my body gave in to the depraved pleasure. I’d given my first time to a man who wanted to hurt me, to take me by force. I was broken and controlled by Master. I was owned. And I loved it. He held himself inside me, feeling every spasm, then adding his own jerking climax to the sensation. His cum, warm and thick, splashed against my pussy walls.

“Take it,” he demanded, growling in my ear, holding me close as he filled my womb with his seed. “Take it and thank me for letting you have it.”

“Th-thank you,” I moaned. “Thank you, sir. I love you, Master.”

I wasn’t sure where that came from, but it felt right. I did love Master. I knew he didn’t love me, but I loved him. I wanted to serve him, pleasure him, give him whatever he wanted. I would eat his cum, I would bear his children, I would be his footstool. Whatever he wanted. I was his.

“I know you do,” he said, jerking his cock out of me. His hands rose, unleashing the hook. My body crumpled, the surprise of having to support myself on limbs that felt like jelly leaving my muscles worthless. He didn’t try to catch me, but watched me fall to my knees, then to my hands. I panted. I could feel his cum sliding down my thighs.

“Now, you can wear this,” I heard him say from above me. I watched his feet crossing the floor. He returned, and I managed the strength to look up at him. He held a collar, and a leash in his other hand. He knelt down, affixing both to my neck. He looked me in the eye.

“Normally, you’d be sleeping down here, where a bitch belongs,” he explained. “But I’m not entirely heartless. Because this was your first time, I’ll allow you to sleep at my feet. Come.”

He rose, yanking on the leash. I still didn’t dare to test my legs, so I crawled behind him, letting him lead me like a dog. Up the stairs, and into a sparse but expensively-decorated bedroom. He patted the foot of the bed, and I heaved myself up onto it. He started to speak again, but I was already half asleep. All I heard was something about the next day, and training my mouth.
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I awoke in a shadow.

“Get up, you lazy slut.”

Master stood over me, holding my leash. I was cramped, confused. Aching. Where was I? Who was I? I looked up into his eyes. For a second, a voice in my head screamed in terror and pain. But it was quickly silenced.

I’m Master’s toy, I thought. That’s who I am. That’s what I am.

“Come,” he ordered, pulling on the leash that was still attached to my collar. I clambered off the bed, my whole body on fire with pain. When I stood beside him, he rolled his eyes.

“Do you honestly think you deserve to walk behind me like that?”

Of course not. I was so stupid. I quickly dropped to my hands and knees, looking up at him for forgiveness. He snarled, but seemed to accept it. He led me through the house and down the stairs, back to the basement. I loved the basement. I loved him.

“Now, we’ll beginning training your other holes,” he explained, affixing my leash to a hook in the wall. “As well as teaching you how a slut eats and behaves. On your knees. Mouth open. Now.”

Immediately, I took a kneeling position, right where my mouth could line up with his cock. I spread my lips wide, presenting him with my tongue. Showing how eager I was to serve him. He grabbed my hair, unzipping himself at the same time.

“You’ll suck me until I cum,” he said. “And lick every drop off the floor. Understand?”

“Yes, Master,” I said. That was all I managed to say before he had his hard cock in my mouth, sliding it past my lips and into my throat. He was thicker and longer than anyone I’d ever had before, and my eyes immediately began to water as he triggered my gag reflex. But I did my best to relax every muscle. My tongue slid along his shaft, I tried to lick and tease his flesh as he fucked my mouth.

He looked down at me the whole time, watching me take every inch of him into my throat. He held my head in place, burying my nose into his pubic hair, his balls slapping against my chin. My spit flowed down my chin, over his balls and onto my tits. When he jerked himself out of my mouth, I took in some much-needed oxygen before he was shoving me against his flesh again. This time, he forced my mouth against his balls.

“Worship them,” he barked, and so I did. As his wet, throbbing cock slid against my nose and face, I licked and sucked his balls, lathing them with my tongue, grateful for his warmth and taste. That Master let me serve him was a source of such joy as I’d never known before. I couldn’t wait to taste his cum on my tongue, fill my belly with it.

He stroked himself as I savored and sucked his balls, watching me work, the adoring look in my eyes. His mouth was set in a grimace, and he stroked himself faster.

“Alright,” he growled, voice low and gravelly. “That’s a good girl. Good little slut.”

I was so proud, I reached my tongue lower, covering every inch of his flesh with my warm mouth. I heard him groan, then he ripped my head away, my face turned up as he jerked my head back on my neck. Looking out of the bottom of my eyes, I watched him jerk downwards, cumming on the cement floor.

Burst after burst of milky white seed fell to the floor, until he was spent. Only then did he release my hair. I remembered what he said, and dived down, on my hands and knees, tongue out to lick his cum from the cold, dirty floor. It was warm and salty and sticky as I lapped it into my throat. He knelt down, grabbing my head again, pushing my face into the floor while I licked every drop. When the floor was clean – of his cum, at least – he relented, allowing me to come up to my knees again.

“Good,” he said. “There’s water and a rag over there. Wash yourself up. I’ll be back later.”

I whimpered. He was leaving? I didn’t want him to leave…cum and spit and dirt covered my face, but I wanted him to stay with me. He ignored my muted pleas and walked to the stairs, not even turning to look at me before he ascended them, leaving me alone in the basement.

I crawled to the water and rag and did as he said, wiping my face clean – and my pussy too, for good measure. The water was freezing cold, the rag stiff. Once I was done, I had nothing left to do but wait. So that’s what I did. On my knees, I held myself up, wanting to look good when he returned.
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I don’t know how long I waited. An hour, two hours, a day. Eventually, a light appeared at the top of the staircase. I felt like a dog when her owner comes home. But to my surprise – and fear – it soon became evident that Master was not alone.

He came to the foot of the stairs. Right behind him stood a large, handsome black man. He looked like a linebacker. He studied me with a gleeful smile, while Master had his usual inscrutable look.

“So, there she is, Ronnie,” he said. The black man came around behind Master, crossing the room towards me. I shrank back in fear. I was naked! And he saw every inch of me! My shame colored my cheeks bright red, and I looked to Master with pleading in my eyes.

“Now, slave, I told you we’d be training you today,” he said. “One of the important things you must learn is that you do whatever Master says. That includes having sex with other men. You are, after all, my property, and I can choose to share you if I like. Now, I owe Ronnie here a favor, and he has a penchant for young white women with virgin assholes.”

Ronnie was circling me like a predator while Master stood in front with his hands clasped behind my back. I was too afraid to turn around, so I just kept my eyes on Master. He gave me a smirk.

“If I were you, I’d just hold still and try to relax.”

Suddenly, with a force that bowled me over – literally – Ronnie had me on the floor, my ass in the air. My cheek hit cold concrete, my hands useless at my sides, his meaty hand pressing down on the top of my back, while his other hand jerked my hips upward. I looked up at Master, whimpering.

“Keep looking at me like that,” Master said. “I enjoy it.”

Ronnie grunted as he spread my ass cheeks wide.

“Nice and tight,” he said. I heard him spit, then felt the wetness against my asshole. My pure, untouched asshole. I couldn’t squirm enough to look behind me, but I could hear him unzipping his pants. My only hope at getting through this was to keep looking at Master. So that’s just what I did. My eyes watered as I felt a finger, then another, pressing against my rosebud. I was tense, and my muscles clenched as Ronnie pushed them inside me.

“Jesus, gotta loosen the fuck up, girl,” he growled. “You’re gonna cut off the circulation to my dick if you’re that damn tight.”

As if it might relax me, he spanked my ass cheek, hard. I mewled into the dirt floor and focused on trying to relax. I looked into Master’s eyes. His deep, dark eyes. Amazingly, it was enough. My body went limp. I was lost in those dark eyes, all my resistance washed away.

“That’s better,” Ronnie said, and then I could feel his fingers withdraw. Scraping and shuffling behind me, and then I felt something much larger than fingers pressing against my ass. I kept my eyes on Master. He smirked again, and undid his belt. Soon, he had his cock in his hands, and was stroking himself. My mouth and my pussy both watered at the sight.

“Even better,” Ronnie said from behind, still just pressing the tip of his cock against me. His big hands moved to my pussy and he plunged his fingers inside. I gasped and moaned at the pleasure, my eyes rolling back in my head. He smeared my arousal across my rosebud, then repositioned himself. Slowly, I felt his hips sink. His cock spread my virgin asshole wide, pain screaming up my spine.

 Tears dripped down my cheeks, but as long as I was looking at Master, I was alright. He stroked himself steadily, watching me take my first ass fucking. Ronnie was huge, and it felt like it took forever for him to slide his girthy cock all the way into my ass. When I felt his balls slap against my pussy, I wondered how deep he was. It felt like he was almost in my stomach.

And as he began to fuck me, steadily, my eyes whited out with each thrust. The pain was immense. Each stroke was faster. Each thrust was harder. He grunted, hands tight on my asscheeks, sometimes spanking me. His balls slapped against my pussy.

“Shit, girl,” he barked. “You might as well enjoy it.”

With that, he forced me down to the ground , lying on top of me. I kept staring at Master, who jerked his cock faster now, watching his friend rape my ass. With my legs spread wide and my pussy grinding against the floor, I felt a terrible pressure against my clit. Ronnie’s thrusts increased in intensity, and each stroke forced my clit to grind against the cold dirt floor. My tits scraped on the cement.

Master stepped forward, spitting down on the ground in front of me. I knew without being told to reach my tongue out and lick it. Knowing I was as close to kissing Master as I was going to get made me moan in pleasure. Even Ronnie’s jackhammering cock began to feel pleasurable. Master was enjoying this, which filled me with happiness.

I thrust my hips back up against the huge black man; he grabbed my wrists and held them down, taking full advantage of my vulnerability, holding me down. Even so,  my clit throbbed as it pressed against the floor, and I was watching Master stroke himself furiously.

“Oh,” I moaned, feeling a wave in my stomach. I closed my eyes, head lifted, pleasure bursting in my stomach. My pussy spilled onto the floor, my clit buzzed and throbbed, and my ass clenched around Ronnie’s meaty cock. He roared, my climax taking him by surprise.

I felt a violent burst of cum filling my ass, the sensation uncomfortable but warm. He came and came, feeling like an ocean released inside me. My own climax was still rolling through me, and I rubbed my pussy against the floor, desperate to prolong it. I wasn’t looking at Master, so I didn’t notice when he knelt down in front of me. I only felt his hand grabbing my hair.

Ronnie released one last stream of seed into my no-longer-virgin asshole and groaned, pulling away. At the same time, Master pulled me up onto his cock, my lips swallowing him as he came, filling my throat with his hot, delicious seed. My eyes rolled back as I feasted on it, savoring the way it dripped down my gullet and filled my stomach. My ass leaked cum, my stomach filling with it. A puddle of my own juices pooled under my hips. Opening my eyes, lips still locked around the base of Master’s cock, I met his eyes and moaned.

“Dirty ass bitch,” I heard Ronnie say from behind me. His hands dipped between my legs, and he rubbed the cum that leaked from my asshole into my pussy. Master pulled away, cock going limp. I went limp, too. I needed a moment, and was thankful that Master showed Ronnie to the door before returning to my side.

“Thank you, Master,” I said weakly when he returned and knelt before me, dark eyes impassive. “I love you, Master.”

“Are you on birth control?”

I shook my head. I wasn’t. I hadn’t even thought about it. I hadn’t thought about much of anything. Looking into Master’s eyes made it so hard to think…

“Good,” he said. “Because I think I’ll keep you for breeding. You look suited for it. Now, I have a lot more training planned for you this weekend. And I have another slave coming over to show you a thing or two. I guess you’ve never licked a pussy, have you?”

“No, Master,” I admitted, a sick lust in my stomach at the thought.

“Well, you’ll learn quickly,” he said. “How to please anyone – man or woman. That’s your purpose now, understand?”

“Yes, Master,” I moaned.

“Good girl,” he said, and gave me a half-hearted pat on the head. He rose to his feet. “Now, clean yourself up again. And clean the floor. You came all over it. Impressive, I have to admit. You’re a natural-born slut.”

And then he was gone again, and I was alone. With nothing to do but obey.

The word still made me shudder in pleasure, so I thought it again. And again. And again. As I cleaned myself up and cleaned up the floor, I repeated the word. I repeated it as I sat, on my knees, facing the stairs, waiting for his return. My new favorite word.

Obey. Obey. Obey.


Brat for the Bimbo Farm

Chapter One

“I HATE you!” I screamed as the car drove off.

I meant it, too. Every syllable. My “Daddy” was an absolute tool. First of all, he wasn’t even my real dad. He was just my adopted father. He adopted me when I was 16.

Second of all, he was a prick! I guess at 18 I was “too much” for him, so he dropped me off like a dog at his brothers’ farm to work for the summer. Did I have anything to say about it? No! I sure didn’t!

I threw some rocks at the dusty road that still showed signs of his retreat. My suitcase sat beside me. It was already too hot out. I was wearing my short shorts and a tied-up gingham halter, the only clothes suitable for the dry Texas heat. My flip-flops were dusty. I turned around.

The farmhouse made me groan. It was big and old and ugly. I could smell the animals out back already. I’d never even met my adopted uncle. He was probably just as much a jerk as my adopted dad.

I heaved my suitcase up. Yeah, he must be a jerk. Or else he’d be out here welcoming me and helping with my luggage! I groaned as the heavy bag slapped against my tan calves. I don’t work out. I don’t need to. With my DD breasts and big, bubbly ass, building my upper body strength has never been a priority.

Daddy said I’d learn “how to work hard” this summer. We’ll just see about that. Uncle Rocky couldn’t make me do anything. Groaning, I set my suitcase down and knocked on the door.

There was no answer.

What the hell!

I knocked harder.

Still no answer.

It was sooo hot. I was beginning to soak through the shirt. I tried the doorknob, and to my relief it was open. I threw my bag in and collapsed into the blissful cool of the air conditioning.

Where was Uncle Rocky? On second thought, what did I care? The longer I went without seeing him, the better. I left my suitcase by the front door and began to explore the house. It was pretty hokey looking. Dumb pictures of dumb animals everywhere, quilts and wood furniture and stuff. There were two floors. The top floor had an empty bedroom that I assumed would be mine, and a not-so-empty bedroom that must have been Uncle Rocky’s.

Well, I guess it was rude of me or whatever, but I checked out Uncle Rocky’s room. Maybe I’d learn something about him. And I did. I learned that he watched a lot of porn. What a perv! There must have been a couple dozen DVDs. Who even watches porn on DVD anymore? He had a laptop, so he probably watched porn on that, too. I looked at some of the DVDS: Teenage Pussies Four, Accidental Gangbang, Bored Horny College Girls…

Disgusted, I threw them back down on the pile next to the TV and DVD player. Ew! He was into young girls. And guess what? I happened to be a young girl, with a body not unlike the girls in those pornos. I half wished I’d worn something a little more modest.

Then I smirked.

Whatever. This was kind of cool. It would be super fun, running around all summer in my tiny shorts and my bikinis, teasing him with my tight little virgin body, knowing he’d never, ever get to touch me. He’d spend all summer drooling over me, jerking off while he thought about me. I could probably get him to do whatever I wanted, the same way I did with Brett, my adopted brother.

That thought put a big smile on my face and I skipped from the room, down the stairs. Now, I couldn’t wait to meet him, and see his initial reaction at his adopted niece’s body and style of dressing. I even unbuttoned one of the buttons at the top of my tied-up halter, showing off a little more cleavage.

Downstairs, there was still no sign of him. I was thirsty after the long drive and the few minutes I spent out in the dry heat, not to mention the exertion of pulling my luggage inside. Going into the kitchen, I saw where a back door led out into the rest of the property. Ugh. It was all barns and animal pens and stuff. It looked really dirty. I was not looking forward to spending time here. It probably smelled like shit.

The tap water I poured into a glass tasted horrible. Geeze, couldn’t I catch a single break?! Frustrated, I poured it into the sink and opened the fridge. Inside, I was relieved to find a pitcher of water – probably filtered. I poured myself a big glass and tasted. Well, it didn’t taste great, but it certainly tasted better.

It had kind of a weird chemically taste to it, actually. Maybe it was some kind of chlorine or something, to purify the nasty tap water? Whatever, it was slaking my thirst. I poured another glass and opened the sliding back door, letting in another blast of Texas heat. Grimacing, I knew I really had to track down Uncle Rocky, so I slid the door closed and stepped out into the farm.

It did smell like shit.

A dog ran up to me, its tail wagging. It looked dirty, and I cringed away from its floppy, drooling tongue. I tried to walk away from it, but it followed me. Creepy little dog! And – oh my god! It wasn’t just annoying, it was horny! The dog’s dick was out! Ewwwww!

I walked faster, and the dog barked behind me, but it stopped following me. Thank god. The closest building to the main house was a barn, and I slipped inside. There was bales of hay and farm tools and all the shit you’d expect, but no Uncle Rocky. Going back onto the grounds, I spotted a big open space with some horses. It seemed better than going to the pig pen, so I groaned my way across the dusty yard to the fence.

Even before I got very close, I realized the horses were horny, too! There were four of them. Two of them had big, like gigantic, dicks! And even as I watched, one of them mounted one of the female horses and they started going at it! I nearly dropped my glass of water in surprise and disgust. Okay, maybe the pigswere safer.

Nope. The pigs were randy, too. And the bull in the smaller barn, and the sheep, and the goats! Even the two donkeys were sporting big, happy boners! What was going on here? Was it mating season? Must be. I didn’t know a single thing about farms, so that made sense to me, a little bit. But wouldn’t that mean they’d all have babies in the winter? Didn’t animals usually have babies in the spring?

At any rate, as much as I looked for him, I couldn’t find Uncle Rocky anywhere. I’d finished my glass of water and stomped back towards the house. This was real bullshit!


Chapter Two

“Hey!”

A loud, masculine voice carried over the flat ground in my direction. I turned to the right, and saw, past the horses, a man walking towards me. Finally! Well, he could meet me inside. I was hot and bored and tired and cranky. I kept stomping towards the house, not acknowledging any more of his shouts. He could see perfectly well where I was going and meet me there.

The air conditioning was a welcome change from the hot air outside. I needed more water, and poured a fresh glass. The pitcher was a little less than half-full. I put it back and looked out the glass door as Uncle Rocky approached, looking rather pissed.

He was older than Daddy, but not by much. He looked really strong, probably from all the farm work. He had a black beard and a cowboy hat over salt-and-pepper hair. He wore tight jeans, boots, and a plaid shirt. What a nerd. He really put this whole “down home farmer” shtick to good use.

The door slid open and he stepped inside.

“Now, why the hell didn’t you stop when I called to you?”

Those were his first words to me? Not “welcome”, not “nice to meet you”, not “hi I’m your Uncle Rocky”?

Two could play at that game!

“I was hot,” I said. “I’ve been looking for you for an hour! Didn’t Daddy tell you when we were coming?”

“You’re early,” he sneered, looking me up and down. “What the hell are you wearing?”

“I told you,” I said, setting the glass down with emphasis. “It’s hot.”

“Whatever,” Uncle Rocky said. “No wonder your Daddy sent you to me. I can see already, you need some straightening out.”

“Ugh,” I said. “I’m not doing anything you say, so don’t get any ideas.”

“Is that so?” Uncle Rocky gave me a cold smirk. “Funny, Katie, because I’m pretty sure that by the end of the summer, you’ll be doing everything I…wait. Where’d you get that water?”

His eyes widened as he looked at the half-drunk glass in front of me. I rolled my eyes. What, was water a precious commodity out here? Was he gonna charge me by the glass? Even with the air conditioner on, I was starting to feel really hot again.

“From the fridge,” I said. Uncle Rocky fixed me with a strange look, then pushed past me to open the fridge.

“Shit, girl,” he said. “How much of this did you drink?”

What a gross old weirdo! What did he care?

“Um, I don’t know,” I said. “A couple glasses.”

He closed the fridge, looked at me, and started laughing. Like, really hard. So hard that he had to lean his arm against the fridge to stay upright.

“What? What’s so funny?”

“Ha,” he said, recovering. “Oh, you’ll see.”

I put my hands on my hips, pouting. I didn’t like not being “in” on his stupid joke, and I wanted him to know it.

“I promise,” he said, straightening up, still smiling. “You’ll see, probably sooner than you think. Now, follow me.”

He moved across the kitchen to the sliding door. I just stood there, watching him. He had to know I wasn’t just going to follow him around. I was a little disappointed at how little he was bothered by my body. Wasn’t I just his type?

He stood outside the door, waiting. Not knowing what else to do, I stepped outside, closing the door behind me.

“I told you, I’m not…”

“I know what you said,” he said. “But it’s bullshit, and we both know it. If you want to eat, you work. Understand? You’re 18, not 8. I’m not feeding you, and you’re not sleeping in my house, unless you work.”

“You can’t starve me!” I protested.

“You’re an adult,” he said. “I don’t have to do anything for you. I can kick you out whenever I want. And do you think Daddy will come rescue you? If you remember correctly, he’s the one who brought you here.”

Damn! He had a point. Well, it was going to be a boring summer no matter what. I might as well do whatever stupid chores he wanted me to do. Seeing my surrender, he began to walk across the yard. I followed, staring down at my flip-flops and thinking dark thoughts. We came to a stop at the sloppy, gross pigpen.

The pigs were still fucking, and I scrunched up my nose as I watched them. It was totally gross!

“Here,” Uncle Rocky said, handing me a shovel.

“What am I supposed to do with this?” I said.

“Shovel the mud out of the pen,” he said.

“What! No way! First of all, those pigs are…are…”

“Are what? Doing what comes natural? I am well aware of what the pigs are doing, little girl.”

“Well, I’m wearing sandals,” I protested further. “I can’t do this in sandals!”

“Your problem, not mine,” he shrugged, and began to walk away. I called after him, cursing and yelling, but he didn’t budge. I looked back into the pig pen. This was bullshit! I wasn’t getting in there and getting my feet all dirty!

“Do it, or don’t eat, and sleep with the pigs tonight,” he called right before disappearing into the house. Ugh! He was a pig! I started to cry a little bit as I stepped over the low gate. Immediately, mud got all over my toes and feet. The pigs barely even seemed to notice me, they were so busy doing it. I started to shovel the mud into the big pile behind the pen, my muscles feeling sore by the third load.

I could hear the pigs going at it, and sometimes I snuck a peek when I turned. I was starting to get really, really hot. It was way too warm out to do this kind of work. But it was also like an inside heat. Like, the more I watched the pigs, who seemed to never get tired of fucking, the more I felt all weird and tingly inside. Kind of like I felt sometimes when I touched Brett, and it was just as unwelcome – more unwelcome, considered I was getting that feeling from watching animals having sex!

I shoveled the mud, feet away from fornicating hogs, for what felt like eternity. Finally, the sun began to go down a little bit, and Uncle Rocky came out of the house. I was coated in mud and dirt and sweat. My muscles were screaming for relief, and my cheeks were stained from my tears. My boobs felt way heavier than normal, and I guess all that hard work made my nipples hard, because they were uncomfortable under my bra. I whimpered as Uncle Rocky approached, feeling a fresh surge of that weird, hot tingly feeling.

“Good job,” he said slowly, looking into the pen. “Good enough, at least. Took you too damn long, though. Get out.”

Grateful enough to cry, I threw the shovel down and climbed over the fence. My short shorts were soaked through with sweat, clinging to my skin. My shirt was nearly see-through, as well.

“Thirsty?” Uncle Rocky said with a weird smile. I shrugged, stomping along at his side back to the house. “You can have a drink from the hose when I hose you off.”

“What?! I’m not a dog, you can’t just hose me off!”

“You don’t think I’d let you in the house looking – and smelling – like that, do you? I keep a very clean home, Katie. You’ll appreciate that when you’ve spent some time here.”

“This is crazy!” I said, stomping my foot and crossing my arms. But even as I protested, Uncle Rocky was reaching for the hose. Before I could run away, he blasted me with ice cold water, soaking me to the bone! My clothes were soaked, my hair was soaked, everything was soaked! My shirt might as well have disappeared, and even my bra clung to my skin – the cold water made my hard nipples even harder. I screamed and ran as soon as I got over the shock of the water.

“Good enough,” Uncle Rocky said again. “Go inside and shower before dinner. You’re still a dirty little brat.”

Pouting and sniffling, I ran into the house and up the stairs. I was so embarrassed! This was awful! The worst summer ever!

The air conditioning made my wet skin unbearably cold, so I turned the shower on as hot as it would go. Stripping off my clothes, I looked down and realized that my breasts looked a little bigger than I remembered them being. And as sensation began to return to my freezing body, so did the weird tingling. Nervously, I touched my chest, wondering what was up with me. The second I did, I moaned as a surprising wave of lewd sensation rushed through me. I couldn’t stop myself from rubbing my hard nipples. Shocked at my own behavior, I ripped my hands away and got into the shower.

What was happening? I’d never been super sexual. That stuff with Brett was just to get my way. I never actually wanted to do anything. Everytime I closed my eyes, I thought of those pigs fucking, and Uncle Rocky looking at me with those stern eyes of his. I bit my lip, enjoying the warm water running in streams over my body. Like a thousand little fingers dancing over my flesh. Over my stomach, down to my delta, between my legs…

I gasped as I parted my virgin lips and touched myself. The feeling was so good that my knees buckled, and it took an iron will to pull my hand away. What was I doing? I didn’t want to be masturbating in Uncle Rocky’s shower! I quickly shampooed and got out, rubbing myself dry with a towel.

My dirty clothes went into the hamper, and I changed into another outfit, nearly identical. It wasn’t late enough for pajamas, and the halter top-denim shorts combination was a good one: I still wanted to tempt Uncle Rocky, just for kicks, if I could. Plus, I really liked how sexy it made me feel, my breasts a little too large for the top now, the shorts pressing against my curves, up between my pussy lips…

Oh, my God! What was wrong with me!

“Dinner!”

Uncle Rocky hollered from downstairs, and I forced myself to go down and join him in the kitchen. The table was laden with a fresh salad, mashed potatoes, and fried chicken. I crinkled my nose. How countrified.

“Problem?” Uncle Rocky said snidely. My stomach grumbled and I moped down into my seat, shaking my head. We started eating in silence.

“So, did you have any questions about the farm?” Uncle Rocky eventually asked. I put my fork down and thought about that. I did, actually.

“Why are all the animals so…why are they all…I mean, all of them are…”

He waited for me to spit it out, but I was having problems using the word I wanted to use.  I knew there was a better word, but for some reason I could only think of the most vulgar term, which would probably get me in trouble with Uncle Rocky.

“Fucking?”

He finished my sentence, the word sliding easily from his lips. My thighs clenched together, a shudder going down my spine as he said it. That was really sexy, hearing my uncle say that.

“Uh, yeah,” I said, pretending to be grossed out.

“Well, Kate, I’m not just a farmer,” he said. “I’m also a scientist. I’ve developed a special breeding formula. It makes my animals very virile. And very fertile.”

“Oh,” I said. “I guess I understand that. So they’re just, like, horny all the time?”

“Something like that,” he said, giving me a strange smile. “Speaking of which, do you want to talk about why your father sent you to me?”

I blushed bright red, getting angry and upset – and embarrassed.

“No!” I said. “I don’t!”

“Are you sure? Maybe we can work together to figure out the root of the problem? What made you want to do those things with your brother?”

“Adopted brother,” I pouted. “And it wasn’t ‘those things’, it was just a couple of handjobs. And just so he’d let me take the car or give me a ride home from parties. It wasn’t that big a deal. Daddy just freaked out about it because he hates me!”

“Your father doesn’t hate you,” Uncle Rocky chided. “He loves you. More than you realize. He wants you to stay with him for a long time. He wants your relationship to get better, not worse.”

Blah, blah, blah. All shit I’d heard before.

“And he thinks that if you have an instinct to be slutty…”

“I don’t!” I protested, cutting him off. “And I don’t want to talk about it anymore!”

“Okay,” Uncle Rocky said with a shrug. “Suit yourself.”

I watched him bite into a big piece of fried chicken. Something about the raw animalism of the act, the juice dribbling down his chin, made me feel funny again. I realized with some horror that my nipples were hard. I hoped he couldn’t see! I hid my face and distracted myself with food. But it seemed like I couldn’t eat enough to fill up; or maybe like I was hungry for something else. Like a big, fat, juicy cock.

WHOA! Where did that come from? Was I going crazy?

“Do the dishes,” Uncle Rocky suddenly said. I looked up and realized our plates were clean. I didn’t try to fight him this time, just got up and began to wash the dishes, grateful that at least he couldn’t see my red face or my quivering thighs.


Chapter Three

“Come on,” he said after the dishes were done. “You can watch some TV with me before bed.”

Well, TV would distract me, if nothing else! My body wouldn’t stop sending me these strange, awful desires. I kept picturing myself on my hands and knees, my mouth wrapped around Uncle Rocky’s cock…

So gross!

Frustrated and desperate, I followed him into the living room. He flipped on some show and I sat on the opposite edge of the sofa from him. He smelled nice. Like, really nice. All manly and musky and….

He was my uncle! How could I be thinking of him like that!

Upset, I glanced over the couch at him.

What I saw was enough to make me cry out.

He had an erection! His sweatpants barely hid it! His cock was hard, making a tent under his pants. And it looked….big.

My pussy dripped. Something that big would feel really good inside me. Thrusting up into my virgin pussy, filling me up with nice, thick, warm cum….

No. No!

“Calm down,” Uncle Rocky said. “You’ll have to get used to this. I can’t help it.”

“Wh-what do you mean?” I whimpered, wondering why I was more aroused than disgusted. I just kept wondering what it would taste like…if I touched it, how it would feel…I wanted to rub it between my breasts, coat my nipples in his cum…

“I took the formula, too,” he said with a shrug. “I wouldn’t experiment on my animals before trying it myself. As a result, I’m in a nearly constant state of arousal. My cock is hard most of the day, and constantly producing massive amounts of cum. It’s grown very, very large.”

His eyes flicked over to me, and I saw something dark and awful pass through them. It made my stomach turn even as my body throbbed with want.

“You drank it too,” he said. “The formula.”

“What! You drugged me!?”

“No,” he said. “It was in the pitcher of water you drank. You drugged yourself.”

“What? What? Oh, my God…”

It was all starting to make sense! I drank the formula and now I was horny, wanting to mate, just like the animals! I groaned.

“How do I stop it?” I asked. “It’s awful, Uncle Rocky!”

“You can’t,” he said. “You’ll have to get used to it. And it doesn’t have to be awful.”

“What do you mean?” I said. Of course it was awful! This stuff was making me want to fuck my own uncle!

“Well, if you don’t give in to it, it’s going to get worse,” he said, idly. “You’ve only just begun to understand what the formula will do to you. The only thing that will give you any relief is getting fucked, every day, multiple times a day. You’ll want to suck every cock that comes your way, you’ll be starved for cum.”

“No,” I panted, unable to believe what he was saying – but knowing deep down that it was true. Already, just being around Uncle Rocky was making me want to touch myself. He was a man, with a dick, and I wanted to sit on his lap and grind against him…

“The formula does nice things to a man’s cock,” Uncle Rocky said with a smirk. “You want to see what I mean, don’t you?

“Wh-what?” I said, barely keeping track of the conversation. The TV kept playing but I didn’t even know what was happening on the screen.

“I know you do,” he said, still smirking. Suddenly, he reached down into the band of his sweatpants and pulled his cock out. Oh, my god! He wasn’t kidding about the length! It was a foot long, and thick as a soda can! My jaw dropped as I watched it, throbbing and red, little drips of pre-cum pooling at the top. Slowly, Uncle Rocky slid his hand up and down the shaft, making it shine with the lubricating cum. “You like it, don’t you?”

“Uh…uh…”

I couldn’t even begin to respond to that. I wanted that cock more than I could ever remember wanting anything, ever. My panties were soaked through just looking at it! My mouth watered at the thought of sucking the head between my lips and…

But this was my uncle! It was so dirty and gross! He was even older than Daddy! I couldn’t possibly want to have sex with him. What kind of dirty slut would I be if I did?

All the same, when Uncle Rocky put his cock back into his pants, I literally moaned in disappointment.

“Aww, poor little girl,” he said with a laugh. “All you want is a big cock, and there’s one right in front of you. But you can’t have it, can you? Because it belongs to your gross old uncle?”

Wow, he was saying everything I felt and thought!

“Well, I’ll tell you what. I didn’t just agree to this to teach you a lesson. I need a slut around the farm to service me. This formula gives me an inhuman libido. I need to relieve myself up to ten times a day. It gets a little tiring, using porn…”

Well, that explained what I’d found in his room! But he couldn’t possibly mean me?

“I wasn’t planning on giving you the formula,” he said. “I was planning on letting it happen slowly, and naturally. My body gives off certain pheromones now that – but you don’t need to know any of that. All you need to know is that we’re not blood related, but I’m still your uncle, so I know what’s best for you. It’s going to be a terrible summer, unless you play by my rules.”

“Your…your rules?” I asked, entranced by everything he was saying.

“They’re not hard to follow,” he said. “Mostly, you’re to be ready to service me whenever I tell you to. In return, you’ll have access to the only cock within a ten mile radius. And trust me, I can tell you’re already feeling the formula’s effects. It will only get worse from now on.”

I squirmed, squeezing my thighs together. I kept seeing his cock – big and red and so tasty…my uncle’s cock looked like heaven…

“You do whatever I say,” Uncle Rocky went on. “Starting now. Take that stupid blanket off.”

“What? Why?” I asked, clutching the blanket tighter.

“Because I told you to,” he barked. “And I’m in charge. I’ve got the only thing on this earth you’re going to want from here on out. You’ll choose cock and cum over food and water, I promise. Obey me, or you’ll spend this summer in hell. You may even be reduced to fucking the animals.  I wouldn’t be surprised…”

“No!” I protested. “I would never!”

“You would never gaze wantonly at your uncle’s cock, mouth and pussy watering for it either, would you? And yet here we are.”

I blinked back tears. He was so wrong…but he was also right! I wanted his cock so bad, it was like a fire inside me that needed to be put out.

“Take the blanket off. Do it, now,” he said. “If you don’t want to be a desperate little tease for the rest of your life, you’ll show me that body you’ve been parading around all day. It’s nothing I haven’t seen before, is it?”

“Well…”

“I’m not a patient man,” he said. “I’m doing you a favor here, Katie. Do you think I really want to be training an ungrateful little slut to please a man? Do you think it’s how I want to spend my time? No. I’m doing this for you, because your summer is going to be very unpleasant otherwise. I’m taking it upon myself to train you, for your own benefit. I could choose a much more willing and grateful girl. There are plenty in a small, boring town like this.”

My body was twisted with want, the formula strong in its effect. His cock looked so big and sexy. But doing what Uncle Rocky said seemed so wrong! It was one thing to give Brett a hand job; I never let him touch me and I barely even had to look at him. Uncle Rocky rolled his eyes.

“Fine,” he said, and stood up, that magnificent specimen between his legs making a tent in his sweats. “Then you’ll be alone and miserable – and a virgin – for the rest of the summer.”

“How did you know…”

“I can practically smell it on you,” he scowled. He turned, as though to leave the room. “Have fun trying to take care of yourself. It won’t ever be enough.”

“Wait!” I said, reaching out and grabbing his shirt. What was I doing! This was crazy! I didn’t want to let weird old Uncle Rocky touch my young, virgin body! My mind didn’t want that at all. But my body…it screamed for it.

He turned, looking impatient. I bit my lip, dropped my hand to my lap, and shrugged. I looked down, and slowly pulled the blanket away from my body.

“Okay,” I said, sniffling, feeling tears well in my eyes. I felt dirty already, and we’d barely even done anything. Slowly, I stood up.

“Finally,” he said, rolling his eyes. He turned back to me. “Are you going to do everything I say?”

I bit my lip and didn’t answer. He crossed his arms over his chest.

“Don’t waste my time, Katie,” he growled.

“Okay,” I murmured. My nipples were so hard – and now they were all tingly. My breasts felt bigger, heavier than before, like they’d grown. Looking down at my tiny halter top, I realized that they had grown! There was no denying it now. And my pussy was wet – soaked.

“That’s not good enough,” he spat, towering above me. “Look at me and say ‘yes, sir’.”

I let a tear slide from my eyes as I looked up at him and sniffled.

“Yes, sir,” I said.  I could barely recognize my own reactions. I mean, I definitely wanted it…but I didn’t want to want it. It felt so wrong! I knew I should just leave. I could go upstairs and call Daddy and tell him I was sorry and that I needed to come home. But what would happen then? If I still felt like that…and I was stuck in a house with Daddy and Brett… that would be even worse than being stuck with Uncle Ricky!

I felt very small compared to him. He eyed me up and down, like he was appraising me. I covered my stomach with one arm, and he slapped it away.

“Never try to hide yourself from a man,” he said. “When a man wants to look at you, stand still and let him.”

I nodded, cheeks burning. He slowly began to walk around me, still appraising. He came to my back and I fidgeted slightly, wondering what would come next. When I felt his hands on my shoulders, I gasped and nearly melted. I was so cold, and his hands were so warm. He rubbed gently on my shoulders, and I moaned at how good it felt. And felt my stomach flip, too – letting weird old Uncle Rocky touch me was so wrong!

“Don’t move,” Uncle Rocky said, and his hot breath snaked over my cold skin, making me shiver all over. He pulled my hair to the side with one hand, and then I felt his lips on my skin. I moaned and leaned back, but his hands on my shoulders squeezed until it hurt. “I said don’t move, you dumb slut.”

I bit my lip and tried to make sense of the feelings inside me. I was scared and hot and I wanted him to touch me all over! I was ashamed and guilty and my pussy was dripping. His lips and tongue moved all over my back and shoulders, and he even used his teeth now and then. I shuddered and shivered but I resisted the urge to lean back, letting his heat infect my bones.

“You taste so sweet and young,” he growled. Suddenly, I felt a tug on my halter top, and then it fell forward – he’d untied it, and now my newly enormous tits bounced free, my nipples hard. He bit down on my neck as his hands rolled across my breasts and he squeezed my nipples; I cried out, my spine stiffening, as the sensation washed through me.

“Very good, my little slut-in-training,” he growled. “Very responsive. Your tits are getting nice and big. They’ll only get bigger as time goes on and I use them. And you know that’s your purpose, right? Your purpose is to be used. Repeat that to me.”

I let out my breath in a shaking gasp. I didn’t want to say that. It wasn’t true. This was just temporary, until the formula wore off. He sensed my hesitance and squeezed my nipples, too hard. I yelped.

“Use me!” I said, wanting the pain to stop. He reduced the pressure on my breasts, now gently tweaking my nipples, rolling them between his fingers. I looked down, could see his big hands kneading and massaging my young breasts. My nipples seemed like they were directly connected to my pussy; the more he played with them, the wetter and wetter I got. My heart was speeding up, too, and my breath felt shallow and quick. When his hands left my tits, I actually groaned and whimpered, wanting them back.

“I bet you never let my poor nephew suck your tits, did you?” Uncle Rocky said, now moving to stand in front of me again. I shook my head.

“Of course not,” I said. “That’s gross. I didn’t let him touch me at all.”

He reached out quickly, grabbing my chin and squeezing it.

“It is not gross. Nothing a man wants to do to you is gross. You need to learn to respect men. I don’t care if a man wants you to swallow his piss, you do it with a smile. Understand?”

I gulped hard, another tear escaping as I nodded.

“Yes, Uncle Ricky,” I managed to say through the pressure on my lips. He released my chin and grabbed my breasts again, this time cupping them from below. He pulled at them, forcing me to walk forward as he sat down on the sofa. This brought his face level with my tits, and he leaned forward, licking his lips before wrapping them around one of my nipples. I cried out at the sensation, all warm and sweet.

He looked up at me, sucking my nipple into his mouth, grazing it gently with his teeth. His fingers teased my other nipple, tugging it in perfect rhythm to his mouth sucking my breast. He switched, his lips covering the other nipple and lapping it with his tongue. I let my head drop back, my back arching, loving the way my body felt as he sucked and teased my nipples. When he pulled away again, I pouted, looking down at him, wanting more.

“Finally,” he growled. “Been waiting to do that for a long time. In fact, I think I ought to punish you for making me wait all day. Don’t you think that was awfully rude of you, Katie? Don’t you wish you’d come to me sooner? Don’t you wish you hadn’t teased me for so long? I’ve been hard and dripping all day, watching you prance around like a little slut.”

I nodded. Uncle Rocky rolled his eyes and my stomach sank, and I wondered what I’d done wrong.

“Answer me aloud,” he said, exasperated.

“Yes, Uncle Rocky,” I said meekly.

“Turn around,” he said, rising to his feet. “And bend over. Shove your face against the couch cushions.”

I bit my lips, not sure what he was going to do to me. I wanted him to suck my tits again. I wanted him to touch my aching pussy. But he said he wanted to punish me and…

“What are you waiting for, slut?” He growled. “When I tell you to do something, you do it.”

I yelped and spun around, afraid of what would happen if I made him madder. I leaned over, burying my head in the couch, just like he said. I felt his hands tugging on my shorts, pulling them down, taking my drenched panties along for the ride. I squirmed at the sudden blast of cold air on my ass. I was sure he could see how wet I was, dripping down my thighs. And then his hands were on my ass, spreading and kneading my cheeks roughly.

“Fuck, this is a sweet ass,” he said, and I felt something pressing against me – he was rubbing his cock against my ass! I moaned; his pre-cum and my juices mingled as he teased me. It was so dirty and wrong, but I wanted his huge, throbbing cock in my pussy. I wanted my uncle to fuck me. But then he moved away, and instead of the pleasure of his cock, I felt something totally different.

He slapped my ass.

I screamed, my body jerking, trying to escape. But he held me down with one hand on the top of my back.

“Take your punishment,” he growled. He spanked me again. No one had spanked me since I was 16 and I made Daddy mad. I yelped as he spanked me again. But, amazingly, the pain started to turn into something else. A kind of itching burn…and when he slapped me again with his open hand, it felt really good. Like scratching the itch, or icing the burn.

I wiggled, and he slapped me again, and it felt even better. I moaned into the couch, my body going limp as he spanked me over and over, the sound echoing through the room. It got to the point where I was whimpering and pushing my ass towards him, desperate for the next slap. My pussy was drenched, my thighs wet from my own juices.

When he finally tired of spanking me, I was distraught; I wanted more. He grabbed my ass cheeks and kneaded them hard, then pulled away. I lifted my head enough to look at him. His cock, now protruding over his sweatpants, stared back at me. My pussy ached for it, and I groaned.

“You want this, don’t you,” he said, smirking as he grabbed his cock. I nodded, rising from the couch. “Too bad. You don’t deserve it yet. First, I’m going to stuff that sweet little throat of yours. And then, if I feel like it, I might take your virginity.”

Every word had my heart thudding harder, my body heating up. My mouth was watering. The thought of sucking that monster, swallowing all those drops of pre-cum, filling my belly with his seed, had my stomach clenching in desire.

“You like that, don’t you?” he grinned. “You’re excited to fuck your uncle’s cock. You can’t wait to taste me, right?”

“Please, Uncle Rocky,” I moaned, plopping down on the couch and grabbing my tits. I was desperate to touch myself; just looking at his cock drove me wild.

“Stick out your tongue,” he said.

I obeyed.

“Did you do this for Brett, or did you just jerk him off?” Uncle Rocky stepped forward, his cock inches from my tongue. I drooled, watching it drip. I shook my head.

“Good,” he said. “I’m so glad to be the first cock rammed down your pretty little throat.”

He used my hair to pull me forward. The head of his cock spread my lips and landed against my tongue. My eyes went wide as I tasted him, feeling how soft the tip was. A small drop of something warm and musky dripped down my throat. It tasted delicious, and I sucked instinctively, wanting more.

My pussy was staining the couch as I gushed. He let me get used to the size of him for a minute, my tongue rolling across the head. Then, his hips pushed forward as his hand pulled my hair, and he slowly began to slide into my mouth. My muffled squeal seemed to please him, and he pushed harder, forcing himself deeper and deeper into my mouth, until I felt him at the back of my throat.

My mouth was dripping around his shaft, my tongue going crazy trying to make room for him in my mouth. And my eyes watered as I tried to get enough air into my lungs; slowly, he pulled away, only to push inside once more. He used his hand in my hair to control my movement; namely, he kept me from moving at all.

“Eventually, when you’re better trained, you’ll be expected to fuck me with your mouth,” he said. “But since this is your first time, I’ll show you what I like. It’ll be easier for both of us this way. I’m going to shove every inch of this cock into your throat, and then I’m going to spill my seed in your mouth. I expect you to swallow it. Understand?”

I struggled to make him see that I did; I managed to nod my head a little while my voice came out, muffled around his shaft.

“Very good,” he said, and without further ado he slid himself into my throat, lodging himself farther than I thought possible. I grabbed his thighs for balance as his hips thrust, driving himself against the very deepest part of my throat, faster and harder with each stroke.

“Cup my balls,” he barked, and I drew one hand between his legs, finding his balls and cupping them. I felt them tighten slightly, then his cock seemed to swell in my throat. I was crying by then, my nostrils flaring wildly to get enough air, and he was fucking my throat raw, abusing my mouth with his massive cock. He groaned and shoved himself deeper than ever, and I felt something salty and warm and thick burst in my mouth. My throat clenched and I gagged, but I forced myself to relax until I felt the liquid sliding down into my stomach.

My eyes rolled back as I tasted my uncle’s seed filling my belly. But there was so much of it, my cheeks filled with it and I coughed and gagged, trying to swallow every drop. Some of it leaked from my lips as he kept thrusting, kept filling my throat and mouth and stomach with his cum. When he finally pulled away, I took a grateful gasp of air and swallowed what was left of Uncle Rocky’s cum.

He pulled away, his cock not even looking very limp.

“Decent,” he said. “But you have a lot of training left before you’ll be worth anything.”

“Are you going to fuck me now?” I asked, spreading my legs for him, plunging one hand down to spread my lips. I was such a little slut, showing off my virgin pussy for my uncle, but I needed it so bad it hurt. He chuckled, ripping my hand away.

“I don’t think you deserve it yet,” he said. “Maybe tomorrow.”

My eyes went wide. I was so horny! I needed a dick in me, now! How could he be so cruel?

“Please,” I begged. “I neeeeed it.”

“I don’t care,” he said, and grabbed me. I let out a little squeal. “It’s bedtime, little girl.”

I crouched under him as he used my hair to pull me across the room and up the stairs. I whimpered like a dog the whole way. Finally, he pushed me into my bedroom.

“Lay down,” he said, and a small part of me hoped that when he saw me all splayed out, he wouldn’t be able to resist. His cock looked like it was already getting hard again. I hopped onto the bed and lay back, making sure my tits jiggled. He rolled his eyes and turned around.

“I’m going to tie you to the bed,” he said. He turned around suddenly holding some leathery straps, and came to the bed. He started at my feet. His touch on my ankle made me groan.

“What…why?” I moaned, squirming as he tightened the strap around my ankle and tied it to the bedpost.

“If you want me to fuck you, you’re going to have to play by my rules,” he said sternly. “That means no touching. I don’t trust you not to touch yourself.”

One by one, he attached my limbs to the posts. I was spread eagled on the bed, looking up at him in desperation.

“You’re so mean,” I cried.

“What makes you think I care about what a girl like you thinks of me?” he chuckled. “Have a good night.”

With that, he was gone, turning around and shutting off the light. I struggled against the binds, writhing on the mattress. The taste of him still throbbed on my tongue. I was so desperate for release, but I couldn’t even squeeze my thighs together; they were spread to wide. A constant trickle of arousal dripped from my virgin slit. All night long, I twisted and moaned in agony. Finally, though, just before dawn, I fell into a fevered, dream-filled slumber.

The dreams were awful. Almost as awful as being awake. I was on all fours in the middle of the farm. I was being used by all the animals! They pushed and fought to be the next to use my body, and I begged for more!

Waking up, I gasped. The sheets underneath me were soaked with my juices. The dream was filthy, and it haunted my brain. Groaning, my body came back to life, the same awful desire driving me crazy. When Uncle Rocky appeared in the doorway, I hoped against hope that he’d punished me enough and would finally relieve my suffering.


Chapter Four
 

“Did you sleep well?” Uncle Rocky asked. I shook my head. “Of course you didn’t.”

I looked down. His cock was hard, and my mouth watered.

“Please,” I whimpered, unable to bring my eyes away from his massive member. He chuckled as he unzipped himself, producing his long, hard, dripping cock. He stroked it, watching me struggle in my binds. “Fuck me?”

“Not yet,” he said. “Don’t you want breakfast?”

He came across the room and knelt on the bed. My heart beat hard. I could smell his musky arousal, the pre-cum constantly dribbling from the tip of his impossibly huge dick. He let it drop onto my torso, then straddled me. Grabbing my tits, he squeezed them. I groaned in satisfaction as he began to toy with my nipples. My pussy gushed at his rough treatment; at least one of my desires was being slaked.

His cock thrust against my stomach, spreading his pre-cum over and between my breasts. When I was covered in it, he stopped touching me, much to my dismay. Instead, he turned around, straddling my neck in such a way that his balls and ass hung over my mouth. I felt his hands on my tits again, now squeezing them together and pulling them upwards. He groaned as his lubricated shaft slid between my tits.

“I don’t feel you licking my balls,” he grunted. His balls were, indeed, swinging right above my mouth. I leaned up and started sucking and licking his balls while he fucked my tits. His musky, sweaty balls tasted like heaven on my tongue, and I groaned at the way he pinched and tortured my nipples.

“Aw, fuck yeah, that’s good,” he groaned. “Your tits are even bigger today, my little niece. You’re on your way to being a grade-A cock slave.”

He pinched my nipples while he fucked my tits, and as his thrusts sped up I was having trouble focusing on his balls. My tongue went everywhere, even between his ass cheeks, until I heard him panting and grunting, his pace going crazy.

He groaned, and abruptly rose up, jerking himself as he repositioned his body to fuck my tits from the other side. This brought his cock right under my chin.

“Lick the tip,” he barked, grabbing my hair until my mouth was level with the head of his cock as it moved between my tops. I stuck my tongue out, flicking it across his cock whenever I could. I heard a wheezing moan, he held my head in place and exploded over my face. His cum spread across my lips, went up my nose, coated my eyes. Hot and thick and sticky, it dripped from my face onto my neck and tits while he watched, satisfied with himself. Finally, he released me, and stood up, pulling his pants on again. I felt him fiddle with the ties.

“I guess you’ve earned something,” he growled as my hands went free. “Touch yourself.”

“Really?” I squealed?

He grinned indulgently and nodded. Immediately, I sent one hand between my legs, my hips arching as I slammed my fingers into my tight, virgin cunt.

“Ohhhhh,” I groaned, my other hand moving to pleasure my clit. I looked up at Uncle Rocky as I fucked myself, the taste of his cum still on my lips, driving my passion forward. “Thank you, Uncle Rocky. Thank you, si…”

I never got to finish that sentence, because I started cumming like crazy. My already-drenched sheets got wetter as I came, my pussy clenching and sucking around my fingers. My eyes rolled back into my head, my tongue sticking out lewdly, drooling up at my Uncle as he watched his niece cum with his seed still staining her chin.

“Very good,” he said when my body finally ceased its spasms. “Now get up. It’s time for chores.”

I obeyed, reaching for my suitcase.

“Won’t need that,” he said, going to the door. “You work naked, Katie.”


Chapter Five

All day long, Uncle Rocky worked me hard. I lifted hay, fed the animals, cleaned the pens, washed down the horses (my eyes never left their huge, swinging dicks, my dream haunting me). And he worked my mouth, too. He wasn’t kidding about that formula making him virile; it seemed like once an hour he called me over to kneel before him and fuck him with my raw, aching throat.

We ate lunch outside. He fed me like the animals, setting my plate on the ground and  laughing as I ate it on my hands and knees. Not that I even had much appetite; he kept me so pumped full of cum that my stomach hurt.

“You’ve made great strides today,” he said finally when we were both finished eating. I looked up at him, feeling a sick pride in his words. My pussy was dripping again, my release that morning feeling like it was forever ago. I wondered when he would finally let me fuck that deliciously huge cock of his. I fantasized about it all day, how it would feel to have his cum in my womb instead of  my mouth.

I knew it was gross, because he was my uncle, but it was hard not to. My breasts were huge and swollen and tender, my cunt perpetually needy. The animals were always grunting and moaning as they rutted, and it only made me hornier and hornier.

“Are you going to fuck me, uncle?” I asked, my voice pleading.

“Kind of,” he said with a smirk, getting up from the hay bale he’d been sitting on. “Get up and lean over this. Now.”

I scurried to my feet, needing so badly to be filled. I didn’t care that we were outside, I didn’t care that he was my uncle. I just needed it. The straw was rough against my red, puffy nipples, and I moved slightly to stimulate them, enjoying the rough pleasure.

I felt his hand on the upper part of my back, pushing me down.

‘Thank you, Uncle Rocky,” I moaned, my knees quivering in excitement. “I need this so bad…”

“Don’t thank me yet,” he chuckled, and then I felt his hand move lower. Both hands landed on my ass cheeks, and spread them wide. I groaned, pushing my ass into his hands. I was so stupid and horny, I didn’t even realize what was happening. Behind me, I heard Uncle Rocky spit, and then felt moisture landing like warm rain on my rosebud.

“Uncle Rocky?”

“Hold still, little girl,” he said. “I’ve been wanting to try out this little ass of yours since you got here.”

“What?!” I struggled to get up. “No! Not there!”

“Yes, here,” he chuckled. “You’re my niece, I’m in charge, and I’m going to fuck your ass. Or you’ll never feel me in that desperate, nasty cunt of yours.”

I groaned, knowing that this was going to hurt. But I couldn’t stand the idea of spending the whole summer like this, begging for his cock and never getting it. I went slack under him, resigned to my fate.

“So tight,” he groaned, the head of his cock pressing against my virgin rosebud. The first inch had me howling in pain, getting the attention of Shep the farm dog. He came over, wagging his tail, watching his master fuck me in the ass. I closed my eyes and bit my cheek to endure the pain of Uncle Rocky shoving all twelve inches of his cock into my tight asshole. He split me in two; I was sure I was bleeding. And yet my pussy kept dripping its arousal down my thighs, the sensation not entirely unpleasant.

“It’ll feel good soon enough,” Uncle Rocky promised as he began to shift his hips against me. He reached a hand between my legs, tantalizing me with a second of satisfaction before he pulled away, using my juices to help lube his cock in and out of my ass. A slow, deep pressure built inside me. I just lay there, letting my uncle fuck my ass, waiting for it to “feel good”, like he said.

“Oh,” I moaned as he fucked me faster. The sensation was…strange. I found my hips beginning to respond to his strokes. Uncle Rocky grunted his approval, and rewarded me by slipping one hand around my waist and finding my clit with his fingers. Immediately, the pain became intense pleasure.

“Yes!” I cried out. “Yes, please! Thank you, Uncle Rocky! Fuck my ass, please, harder!”

As he rubbed my clit, fast and hard, he pumped himself into my ass. I rubbed my face and my tits into the straw, overwhelmed by the way my body wanted his cum. I wanted to feel it flooding my ass, pulsing all the way up to my fucking stomach. My knees quaked in pleasure as he abused my clit with one hand, raping my ass steadily.

“Cum,” he barked. “Cum for me, Katie.”

“Y-yes, sir,” I whimpered, my muscles going taut. He slammed his cock against me, his balls slapping my wet pussy. I cried out, howling like an animal as I came. He pushed himself into me farther than ever, almost kneeling over me to penetrate deeper, and burst. His throbbing cock pulsed as it released another generous helping of seed into my needy body. My spasms milked his balls dry, every ounce of cum drained into my ass.

“Very good,” Uncle Rocky said. “Though you’ll need plenty more training. When I’m done with you, you’ll be able to fit a horse up this ass.”

He slapped one cheek as he rose, sliding from my ass with a plop. Cum trailed down my thighs.

“Now, get up. It’s time to mulch the compost pile. Go play in the shit like the little pig you are.”

He laughed as I wobbled up on shaky legs. He shoved a rake into my hands and led me by the arm to the mulch pit. After showing me how it was done, he shoved me in there and watched me, laughing the whole time. Pretty soon, I noticed he was hard again and crawled forward, ready to serve him

Chapter Six

That night, after being used a few dozen more times, I was tied to the bed again. I was allowed to shower at least, and I snuck a few orgasms in while I was in there. But it seemed like the more I came, the more I needed to cum. Being tied to the bed was torture. Eight whole hours without being able to play with my tits or fuck myself with my fingers.

I decided I needed to really step up my game. I needed to be fucked, and I’d do anything to make sure it happened soon, before I went totally crazy. So I decided I would act the part he wanted me to play. Dumb, sweet, cum princess. When he came to get me in the morning, I asked him to please let me serve him. Then I made him breakfast, and sucked his dick under the table while he ate. I did my morning chores before he was even up and out the door. He seemed impressed.

“You’ve acclimated quickly,” he said as I came to him with a basket full of eggs, kneeling in front of him, my fingers already reaching for his zipper, the outline of his hard cock visible. “Your tits must be heavy by now.”

“Yes, sir,” I said. “They’re so big, it’s really distracting.”

“Hmm,” he said. “Come inside then. Before we start the day for real, I think you deserve a little treat.”

“Thank you, sir!” I cried. “Thank you so much!”

He held the door open for me and I crawled inside the way I knew he liked, on all fours. In the kitchen, I waited on my hands and knees. He came in, and I squealed as his big, strong arms lifted me up and lay me down on the wooden kitchen table.

“Are you finally going to fuck me?” I begged, spreading my drenched pussy again. “I need it sooooo bad.”

“No,” he said, slapping my hand away and standing between my legs, his hands reaching for my tits. I groaned, crestfallen. I almost felt like crying. Didn’t he know how badly he was torturing me? My pussy needed to be filled! “Stop whining. You’ll enjoy this.”

He kept pinching and rubbing my breasts until I calmed down.

“Mmmm,” I moaned. “Uncle Rocky, that feels good. You touch me really nicely.”

He smirked.

“Have you ever had a man go down on you?” he asked. I shook my head I didn’t really even know what that meant. I knew it meant a guy licking you down there, but it never sounded too appealing to me.

“Good,” he said. “I like showing my little niece all her first times. But I want you to beg me first.”

I pouted. I didn’t even think I wanted that. I wanted him to fuck me, not lick me! His hands on my tits squeezed hard enough to hurt, and I yelped.

“Beg,” he demanded.

“Please,” I moaned, writhing. “Please lick my pussy, Uncle!”

“Better,” he grunted. “You’ve finally started acting like the good little cum slut you should always have been. That’s the only reason I’m rewarding you. If you ever go bratty on me again, you’ll regret it.”

“Yes, sir,” I moaned.

“Good,” he said, and I watched his head drop down. I squirmed as his hot breath snaked over my wet slit.

“Oh!” I exclaimed at how good it felt when that breath hit my clit. And then when he leaned in, his tongue tracing up from the bottom of my slit up to the top, I was gone. His lips wrapped around my clit, sucked, and I screamed.

“Uncle Rocky!” I yelled, my hands digging into his hair as my hips bucked. It was the best thing I’d ever felt! It was so much better than touching myself. He licked and suckled my clit, whipping his tongue around it until I was bucking and dripping onto the table. “Please, Uncle Rocky, I wanna cum, please don’t stop…”

He didn’t stop. It only got better. I felt him press two fingers against my slit and then thrust them forward. Groaning, I let go. He pushed his fingers against my g-spot and sucked my clit between his lips at the same time, and I came like a runaway train.

I screamed, my hands grabbing his head and pulling him tight to my pussy, flooding his hand, my clit sparking and jumping along with my muscles as sweet, delicious release pulsed through my body. I’d never come so hard, and he licked me until I was done, panting and spent, my thighs falling weakly to the side.

Uncle Rocky used my thighs to leverage himself up, towering over me once more and wiping his fingers on his shorts.

“What do you say when someone gives you a gift, Katie?” he growled, hands on his hips. I was dazed and confused, but I managed to come up with the answer.

“Thank you, sir,” I murmured.

“That’s right,” he said, and suddenly reached forward, grabbing my hair and pulling me forward. “You must always thank a man for making you come. Thank him in words, and then thank him by returning the favor. And then, you should thank him for using your body as his cum receptacle. Because that’s what you are, Katie. You’re a receptacle for cum. Understand?”

“Yes, sir,” I said, looking up at him, voice thick. “Thank you, sir.”

“Now get up, and suck me dry,” he said. I leapt to my phone, already drooling, his cock dripping and hard. I looked up at him in gratitude as I slurped him into my mouth, playing with my tits as I bobbed my head up and down on his shaft.

Uncle Rocky watched his teenage niece fuck him with her tender little mouth, slurping and sucking until he came, filling her belly with his seed. I imagine that was pretty nice for him, but nowhere near as nice as it was for me. I was growing to really love the feel of him in my mouth, and the taste of him sliding down my throat. It was almost enough to make me patient for feeling him inside me.

Chapter Seven

Another day went by and still Uncle Rocky refused to give me the one thing I needed most. All day long, I served him with my mouth or my ass, and when he tied me to the bed at night, he licked my pussy again. But he wouldn’t fuck me. I was started to wonder if he would ever fuck me.

“So, my little slut,” he said the next day. “Are you learning a lot about farm life?”

We were sitting outside the barn on hay bales. He had one hand between my legs, idly stroking my tortured pussy, not nearly hard enough to make me cum, just hard enough to make me squirm and moan in need.

“Yes, Uncle Rocky,” I moaned. In the distance, I could see two horses fucking, and it tortured me further. Why couldn’t Uncle Rocky fuck me like that?

“And you’re learning a lot about how to serve a man, aren’t you?” he said, reaching for my oversized tits and squeezing them. I groaned and nodded at the same time.

“Then I guess you’re as ready as you’ll ever be,” he said, pulling both hands away and standing up. I didn’t want to be disappointed, so I tried not to read too much into his statement. “Roll over.”

Immediately, I took the position we used for fucking my ass, my face and tits pressed into the hay, my ass in the air like an animal ready to be mated.

“My pretty little niece,” he said, grabbing my ass cheeks and squeezing them. “I’m going to fuck you like the slut you are. Your first time isn’t going to be special. I’m going to fuck you like an animal, and you’re going to love it.”

“Oh, god,” I said, and surprised us both by cumming. His words were so dirty and awful, I couldn’t hold back. My body shuddered as the mini-orgasm shook me. But he scowled, shaking his head.

“Fucking pathetic,” he said. “Cumming like that, just thinking about getting fucked. Maybe this is too soon after all…”

“No!” I cried. “Please, Uncle Rocky! I need you inside me! Please, fuck my teenage pussy, please!”

His hands immediately pulled at my hips, lining me up with his cock. Just the tip of it spread me wide, and I moaned as he thrust forward. It hurt, but I needed it so bad that I felt like I had a fever. Finally, finally, I was going to feel my Uncle’s foot-long dick buried in my virgin pussy!

“Hold tight,” he said, and slammed all twelve inches into me. I screamed, my hands clawing at the straw, as pain surged through me. I felt torn apart, raw inside. He held me tight, his cock buried into my deepest center, throbbing and hot.

Whimpering, my body relaxed as the pain began to subside. And then he slid away, slowly, only to push back in. This time, the sensation was different. There was pain but there was also pleasure. A deep, rolling relief. I could feel myself tingling all the way to my toes. My hips shifted and he slipped in again, thrusting inside me.

The next time he slid out, I pushed my ass back, wanting him inside me again. His fingers on my hips tightened. It felt like it would leave bruises, but I didn’t care. My head was starting to spin, heat licking at my cheeks. He used my hips as momentum, sliding me back and forth on his dick, slowly gaining speed. This was really happening. I was letting my uncle take my virginity.

“Thatta girl,” he growled, moving faster and going harder. My breath was shallow, my body clenching, muscles stiff. I was moaning into the hay, my pussy gushing around him, tightening as my climax built. He slipped one hand around me and rubbed my clit; my back arched at the sudden pleasure and he slammed into me, his cock pressing into some hot, wet center in me.

I felt a flood escape me and then everything went black, my muscles snapping like rubber bands, a guttural groan escaping my throat. He kept his dick deep inside me, pulsing in time to my pussy’s spasms, riding me through my climax.

But when it was over, he wasted no time waiting for me to recover; he grabbed a fistful of my hair, wrenched my head back, and started slamming himself into me, his cock hitting my womb with each thrust, spikes of pain and pleasure dancing through me. I was barely recovered from the one climax when I felt another building, spurred by the way he fucked me, like an object, something that existed for his pleasure alone.

“God, I can’t wait to cum in your tight cunt,” he growled. “You’re gonna be addicted to my cum by the time we’re done. I want you to beg me for it, brat. Beg me to fill you with my cum.”

“Please! Please, Uncle Rocky, fill me with your cum! Oh, god, I want it so bad,” I moaned, not surprised anymore to find I meant every word. He was right. I was addicted. I wanted to be coated, head to toe, in his seed. I wanted him to fill me in every single hole. I wanted to be his sex slave, to exist for his pleasure, always ready to do his bidding…

He grunted, slamming my body against his and thrusting his cock against my womb. I could feel his dick pulse inside me, then the first hot splash of his seed as it filled my virgin pussy. It triggered another orgasm, and my pussy walls clenched around him, milking every drop of precious cum from his dick. The heat and force of it had me melting around him, and it oozed from my slit down my thighs until he finally went limp and pulled away.

“Thank you, Uncle Rocky,” I moaned, swaying on my knees, tender all over. He slapped my ass once, apparently satisfied with my performance. It was everything I dreamed it would be. For the first time since I arrived, I felt completely satisfied.

For the moment, at least.


Chapter Eight

That night, Uncle Rocky didn’t tie me up. Instead, I slept at the foot of his bed, right next to the dog. He said he wanted me to be close in case he woke up and wanted me to service him. I was more than happy, because that meant he might fuck me again. I was already craving his cum inside me, harder than before he’d fucked me, if that was possible! I was a full-on cum slut. I fell asleep only after a long night of tossing and turning and fucking myself, dreaming of Uncle Rocky taking me all sorts of ways.

“Katie,” I heard his voice calling me awake. “Katie!”

“Yes!” I cried, snapping into consciousness. The first thing I saw was Uncle Rocky’s beautiful, dripping cock, standing up under the sheets. Desperately, I crawled towards it, my huge breasts dragging along.

“Uncle Rocky, can I fuck you, please?” He hadn’t fucked me again after that first time, just using my mouth and ass again.

“You may,” he said. “Straddle me and ride my cock like the good little whore you are.”

I squealed in pleasure, throwing the sheets back and groaning as I laid eyes on his cock in all its glory. My mouth watered, but my pussy was absolutely soaked.

I straddled him, positioning the head of his cock underneath my slit; I lowered myself slowly, groaning as each inch buried itself in my pussy. When Uncle Rocky’s cock finally filled me, every inch pulsing in my cunt, I ground against him once, then began to ride him. He put his hands on my hips to help me lift and lower my body against his; my breasts bounced before his eyes, my hands coming up to tease and pinch my nipples. My tongue hung out like an animal as pleasure flooded my synapses, my cock-starved pussy finally feasting on his massive member.

My pussy juices ran down his shaft, his hips thrusting against me with each stroke, and I knew I was going to cum – quickly.

“Cum for me, Katie,” Uncle Rocky growled, and slamming me down on his lap, he burst. I came, flooding his lap, taking his seed with my pussy's contractions, my hips jerking and grinding down against him.

For the first time, Uncle Rocky kissed me, grabbing my head and pulling it down to meet his. It was utter bliss, feeling his tongue filling my mouth as his cum pumped into my tight, unprotected slit.

Unprotected.

Suddenly, it dawned on me just what that meant, and I struggled against his grip.

“What?” he said, annoyed, as I pulled back. My eyes were wide with fear.

“I’m not on birth control!” I said. He started laughing.

“Of course you’re not,” he said. “And even if you were, it wouldn’t matter. The formula would counteract it.”

“But…but…”

“You’re a brood mare,” he chuckled. “What do you think you’re here for? Just to have fun playing with Uncle Rocky’s dick all summer? No. You’re going to be pregnant by the time I send you home to Daddy. He knows it. It’s the only way we can figure to make sure you don’t just lapse back into naughty behavior when you go home.”

“But I’m only 18!” I protested.

“What? Were you planning to be a Nobel peace prize recipient? You didn’t even get into college. Honestly, being your family’s little breeding slut is the nicest life you can ask for. When I’m done with you, it’ll be your Daddy’s turn, then Brett’s…”

I moaned in horror – and something else. Uncle Rocky’s cock was still tightly lodged in my pussy, and I squirmed a little around it. The thought of being used for the rest of my life by my family…only existing to be their cum dumpster and bear their children…

“See?” Uncle Rocky grinned. “You’re so turned on by the idea that you’re heating up. Getting it all nice and warm in there for my seed.”

He began to pump upwards, that magical dick of his never running out of steam. In one lithe motion, he flipped me over onto my stomach. I groaned as he slipped deeper than ever into my little cunt.

“You know this is what’s best for you,” he whispered into my ear. “How nice will it be? You’ll always have a cock to serve. Always have cum to swallow. Someone there to play with those big, aching tits of yours…”

My hips worked backwards against him, a climax building inside me.

“It’s all you’re good for,” he grunted, driving himself all the way against my womb. His second orgasm triggered mine, and I writhed in pleasure as my pussy sucked his cum deep into my body. “Good girl, take your uncle’s cum, just like you’re meant to…”

Yes. That is what I was meant for. I would bear his children…then Daddy’s children…the Brett’s children…

I groaned in utter ecstasy, letting my body be used for its ultimate purpose.

I was learning so much!


Chapter Nine

“Put on some clothes,” Uncle Rocky said when I came downstairs one morning, a month after coming to the farm. I was taken aback. I never wore clothes anymore. All the easier for Uncle Rocky to bend me over and fuck me at will. “Do it.”

Unwilling to argue, I ran back upstairs. I picked out a pleated denim skirt and a halter top. My breasts barely fit into the top, and the skirt rode up to show off my ass, but it was clothes. I went back downstairs and found Uncle Rocky standing in back, outside the sliding kitchen doors.

There was someone else out there with him.

I stopped short, heart thudding hard in my chest. A very handsome young black man was talking to Uncle Rocky. He didn’t notice me, but boy did I notice him. He was hot. My pussy immediately gushed. I was sure he’d notice the second I stepped outside. My nipples, as always, were diamond-hard, and now I imagined his hands squeezing my tits, using me like Uncle Rocky did.

Finally, they both noticed me standing in the kitchen and staring in at them. Uncle Rocky waved, looking impatient. The young man smiled. I meekly stepped outside.

“Katie, this is Lenny,” Uncle Rocky said. “He usually helps out around the farm. He’s been studying in Spain for the past month as part of his agriculture program at school.”

“Hi,” I said, wondering how much of my obvious lust he’d already noticed. He gave me a broad grin, looking me up and down like the piece of meat that I was.

“Katie, why don’t you go feed the pigs? Lenny and I will be doing work in the barn. Come see me after your morning chores.”

I pouted. I wanted to spend time with Lenny. It had been so long since I saw anyone but Uncle Rocky. He was about my age, and we would probably get along.

“Go!” Uncle Rocky barked, and I yelped, running off quickly to complete my chores. As usual, the animals were enjoying themselves, and the smell of sex and sound of grunting filled the air, driving my lust to cataclysmic heights. Maybe I rushed through my chores a little bit, but I just really wanted to see Lenny again and talk to him. Just to have a person my age to chat with would give me some relief.

But Uncle Rocky would never share me, would he? I was his property, and he probably didn’t like to share his toys. I was already talking myself down from my excitement when I entered the barn.

“Done already?” Uncle Rocky said when he saw me. It looked to me like they were just talking, but they had clearly just been doing something difficult, because they were both shirtless and sweating.

“Yes, uncle,” I said obediently.

“Alright,” he said suspiciously. “Well, come here.”

I came to stand beside him near the hay and the oat barrels. I smiled at Lenny, feeling a flush of ardor in my chest. I tamped it down. I just needed a friend, right? I didn’t really want to be even more of a slut than I already was.

“You think Lenny is handsome, don’t you, Katie?” Uncle Rocky said. I nodded, not sure where this was going. Surely Uncle Rocky didn’t want to, like, share me? He wouldn’t embarrass me like that, right? Uncle Rocky grinned. “Lenny knows all about my experiments.”

“Really?” I said, unable to take my eyes off his hard, sweating chest. No matter what my head told me, my pussy argued back.

“Yes,” Uncle Rocky said. “He’s interested in the sciences. And he knows you’ve ingested the formula.”

“Uh-huh,” I said, distracted by the smirk on Lenny’s face as he stood in the barn with his hands on his hips.

“Lenny, what would you like my little fuck slave to do for you first?”

That got my attention. Now that it was a reality, I kind of freaked out. Lenny was a stranger! At least Uncle Rocky was family. What would Lenny think of me? He seemed so nice and cool, I didn’t want to be a little fuck slave in front of him. I wanted to be a good girl!

“Gosh, I don’t know,” Lenny said. “I kind of want to watch her finger herself.”

“Oh, Katie, you’re lucky,” Uncle Rocky observed with a laugh. “You love fucking yourself, don’t you?”

I looked at Uncle Rocky, panicked. He couldn’t possibly make me do this, could he? It was so dirty! No dirtier than fucking your uncle and bearing his kids, but still!

Lenny’s eyes glittered as he looked at me.

“Is that so?” Lenny said. “Why don’t you hop up on that barrel and spread your legs for me.”

“Go,” Uncle Rocky barked, seeing my hesitation. He wanted Lenny to see what an awful little slut I was. Slowly, I made my way to the barrel and got up on it. My barely-there skirt didn’t conceal anything, least of all the constant stream of pussy juices that leaked down my thighs. I whimpered as Lenny came forward, his dark hands on my knees, splitting my legs even wider as he devoured the sight of my bare, glistening pussy. He reached up and snatched my top away, my enormous breasts bouncing free, nipples hard as pebbles. He licked his lips.

“Hmmm,” Lenny said, looking around the barn. “I want to watch her use a toy. Something like…”

His eyes landed on the far wall, where a rake hung. The handle was polished smooth. He grinned, grabbed it, and brought it back to me. He threw it against my body; the angle I was sitting sent it right between my pussy lips, smacking against my throbbing clit and burying between my breasts.

“Go ahead and start pleasuring yourself, Katie,” Uncle Rocky said through an appreciative grin. He was hard again, I could see it through his pants. What else was new. Lenny, though…

I focused on the outline of his cock under his pants as I began to obey, holding the rake in one hand as I shifted my hips up and down. I threw my head back, tongue hanging out as the polished handle grew slick from my juices and rubbed against my clit, up and down as I humped it.

“Do you have any nipple clamps, Rocky?” Lenny asked. I barely paid any attention to him. Of course I knew Uncle Rocky did. He liked to use them on me. I guess Uncle Rocky knew that Lenny was into that, because he produced them from his pocket and tossed them into Lenny’s hands.

With a grin, the young black man approached. I groaned, nearly exploding when he squeezed my tits, my hips still working the handle like a stripper pole. My nipples were nice and hard as Lenny applied the clamps, and my back went rigid as the flash of pleasure and pain shot through me.

Almost as soon as they were attached, I started to cum, gushing around the rake’s handle; desperate, I shoved the whole thing down between my legs and then up into my clenching pussy. My eyes rolled back as I came on the tool, bucking and humping it like the feral whore I was.

“Not bad at all,” Lenny said, watching my body go limp. “How’s her mouth?”

“Decent,” Uncle Rocky said with a shrug. “Go ahead, son.”

Lenny grinned as he pulled on the nipple clamps. I screamed, shoving myself off the barrel and onto the ground to minimize the pain. It left me kneeling in front of him, and it didn’t take me too long to figure out what I was supposed to do from there. I moved in close and undid his zipper, releasing his impressively-sized cock. I started drooling immediately, the response nearly Pavlovian. My mouth wrapped around the dark head of his cock, sucking his pre-cum into my throat with a grateful moan.

I immediately began to suck him hard and deep. When I felt his head hitting the back of  my throat, I moaned, loving the way it made me gag. Spit flowed down my chin onto my exposed breasts, even wetting my nipples in their clamps.

I looked up at Lenny, showing him how much I loved his cock, how much I appreciated it and was grateful to suck it. He grinned, then grabbed the back of my head and began to thrust. His cock was already deep in my throat, but his hips drove it deeper. My nose met his torso, the small dark curls of his pubic hair, and I smelled the deep manliness of his musk. I brought my hand to his balls, fondling them tenderly as he groaned in pleasure at my tongue and fingers.

Lenny held my head in place as he moved us, forcing me to scramble backwards. I felt my head hit the wooden barrel, and he used it as leverage to pin me in place. He leaned over, hands gripping the barrel, my body poised under his spread legs. The angle allowed him to go hard, fucking my face like it was a pussy, slamming his balls into my chin as I moaned and squirmed in pleasure.

I loved the way he violated my throat, treating me like the dirty little slut toy that I was. I drove a hand between my legs and my eyes rolled back as I came at once. Saliva drooled from my lips, I went rigid and sucked harder than ever in my climax. Lenny groaned, then burst into my throat, unleashing his first load of hot, sticky cum. It tasted different than Uncle Rocky’s, and I liked it.

I swallowed eagerly, but there was too much for me to take all at once, and some of it leaked down my chin onto my tits. Lenny kept his cock buried in my throat until it was limp, then pulled it out and grabbed my hair, forcing me to sit up straight.

“Lick it up,” he ordered, pointing to the cum that had dripped onto my chest. I drew my finger across my breasts, collecting his seed and sucking it between my lips, moaning as I swallowed it. Only then did Lenny release me, panting a bit and smiling like a kid in a candy store. “God, this is sweet. I’ve been wondering when you’d get a real woman to practice on, Rocky. And you say she’s your niece?”

“By adoption,” Uncle Rocky explained. “Still, it’s nice to know she’ll never be able to get too far away.”

“Yeah, for sure, man,” Lenny said, his cock going limp. “How do you feel, slut?”

“I want more,” I moaned, not even knowing what I was saying, just feeling the need rising in me as my last climax faded away. “More, please.”

“More?” Uncle Rocky laughed. “Come here, Katie. Poor little slut needs something to suck. You can start with my balls.”

I crawled over to him, taking his cock in my hand and burying my face in his balls. I wrapped my tongue around them, coating them in my saliva, sucking them into my mouth. They tasted sweaty and musky, and I loved it. His cock dribbled pre-cum as I stroked it. Uncle Rocky leaned down just enough to unclamp my nipples, and I moaned in deep appreciation as relief flooded into them. Rocky pushed me away, lifted me up, and threw me onto a bale of hay.

“I don’t think her tits are going to get any bigger,” he said, speaking to Lenny, who came up to watch. “But they’re pretty nice as they are. Give them a nice long feel.”

Together, the men squeezed and slapped my tits, sucking my nipples, soothing them after the pain of the clamps. I squirmed, dripping onto the straw, needing to be filled again. If I had the rake, I would have used it to fuck myself again. Instead, I reached down for Lenny’s cock, hoping to get it hard again.

“Woah,” he chuckled. “Impatient little whore.”

“Please,” I whimpered as he went back to abusing my breasts.

“Not yet,” Uncle Rocky said. He grabbed my head, releasing my breasts. Lenny took over for him, rubbing me with both hands while I stroked his cock back to life. Uncle Rocky positioned himself at my mouth, and I leaned in eagerly, ready to suck him down and taste his delicious cum.

He put a gentle pressure on my scalp and I swallowed his tip between my lips. Lenny’s cock was hardening, his pre-cum lubing the shaft as I stroked it. He was enjoying my tits almost as much as I enjoyed him playing with them.

“Shit,” Lenny hissed. “I’m ready to go again.”

“I haven’t had the chance to put two dicks in her at once,” Uncle Rocky observed. “Think you can handle taking her ass?”

Lenny grinned, the only answer he needed.

“Wait,” I panted, pulling my mouth from Uncle Rocky’s cock. “I can’t take it!”

“Of course you can,” Uncle Rocky growled. “The way I’ve been fucking you, you’ll be able to take the whole town by the time summer ends. And you just might, if you’re a good girl and obey me.”

I didn’t have time to make sense of that little bomb, because I was being flipped over and turned around. As Uncle Rocky leaned back against one of the hay bales, Lenny used his strong workman’s arms to lift me. I straddled my Uncle, moaning in pleasure as his massive cock began to thrust upward, into my dripping slit.

Any fear I had disappeared as my body’s desires took over. As soon as Lenny let go of me, I started fucking Uncle Rocky, driving his cock deep against my womb. He grabbed my tits, squeezing them and sucking my nipples as I leaned over his body. I felt Lenny grab me again, holding me down on Uncle Rocky’s cock.

“Ooooh,” I cried out as my Uncle thrust upward at the same time Lenny positioned himself against my ass and shoved downward. Lenny was smaller than Uncle Rocky, and my ass stretched easily to fit him. I was pinned between the men, Lenny’s weight on my lower back, Uncle Rocky’s hands wrapping around the backs of my thighs. “So full…”

It was a sensation like I’d never known before, so deep and full that my mind went totally blank. Even as they began to fuck me, each timing their thrusts so that I was stuffed full at all times, I couldn’t think of anything. My tongue wagged like an animal as my eyes rolled back and pleasure rolled through me.

“Ha,” Uncle Rocky bit out below me. “I knew she’d love it. You love it, don’t you?”

“Yes, Uncle,” I moaned. “Feels so good…want cum…”

“Hot little slut,” Lenny moaned approvingly behind me. He smacked my ass as he fucked me, his black cock driving between my creamy white ass cheeks.

“Fuck,” I groaned. “Fuck, fuck, FUCK!”

My climax came on so suddenly and so strong that I went totally still, my whole body rigid. My pussy and my ass both clenched down around the cocks filling them, and I felt Lenny’s cock throbbing in my ass. He groaned as he came, emptying into my asshole while Uncle Rocky continued to thrust against my womb. The warm, thick seed filling my stomach made my head spin, and once Uncle Rocky started to explode inside me, I was sure the pleasure would break me.

“M-More! I need more!” I heard my voice crying out as they both began to wilt. “Please, I want more!”

A sudden slap to the face shocked me back to reality. I shrank back, feeling cold and empty as the two men pushed me off them and onto the hay.

“Stop being so ungrateful,” Uncle Rocky said. He grabbed me by the chin, forcing my lips to open. Leaning down, he spit into my mouth. “You’re my whore, and you get what I want to give you. And you be grateful for it, understand?”

“Yes, Uncle,” I murmured, ashamed of my outburst. “I’m sorry, sir. Thank you for fucking me.”

“And thank Lenny, too,” Uncle Rocky said, releasing my chin. I looked up at the smiling, handsome man.

“Thank you for cumming in my ass,” I said dutifully. He laughed.

“Anytime,” he said. “Seriously.”

“You know,” Uncle Rocky said. “The only problem with her so far is that she isn’t pregnant. It’s been nearly a month of daily fucking, and she still hasn’t been fertilized.”

“Weird,” Lenny said, scratching his chin. The two men began to talk over me, discussing science-type things that didn’t make any sense at all to me. My swollen pussy lips were coated in my own pleasure and their cum, and I gently traced my finger up and down, collecting a nice dollop of their seed to suck down.

“Hungry, Katie?” Uncle Rocky said, noticing my actions. I nodded. ‘Then go make us lunch. Bring out some sandwiches for Lenny and I.”

“Okay,” I said, hopping to my feet and skipping into the house, happy to have something to do. Maybe if I fed them good, they’d get their energy back and want to fuck me again!


Chapter Ten

“If you make me late…”

“I’m sorry, Uncle Rocky!” I said, running down the stairs. It had taken me longer than I expected to get dressed for our day at the county fair. Mostly because it had been so long since I wore clothes that I pretty much forgot how they were supposed to look or feel.

Uncle Rocky told me to dress nice, so I picked a short gingham dress that showed off my oversized breasts and my thighs, which were growing thick and muscular from all the physical labor I performed every day. Riding a man is a lot more fun than squats, and it uses basically the same muscles!

“Ready?” He sounded exasperated as I turned the corner, putting my hair up. I nodded, bouncing out the door. I was so excited! It was going to be my first day off the farm in two months! I hopped into the truck, nearly wetting the seat beneath me as I did. The back of the truck was loaded up with the things for Uncle Rocky’s booth.

He was going to be showing off his magical breeding formula. I was so proud of him. What he made was really so wonderful. I, for one, had never been happier. I’d finally gotten pregnant, a month earlier. It didn’t stop our constant lust for each other, but it did make it feel more special.

Uncle Rocky got in beside me, and as soon as the truck came to life I realized I would enjoy the ride into town, maybe even more than the fair itself. The old truck rattled and buzzed underneath me, and each bump in the road made me moan as the vibrations rolled up my body.

“C’mere,” Uncle Rocky growled, grabbing my head and pulling me towards him. His cock was nice and hard for me, and I immediately started sucking him as he drove, fingering myself at the same time. I moaned in pleasure as the ride went over a particularly bumpy path; by the time we got to the highway, I’d already cum twice!

Uncle Rocky steered the truck with one hand, using the other to hold my head down against his cock. My ass pressed up against the window, and I began to hear a lot of honking and stuff. I realized that anyone on that side of the car would have a view of my dripping wet pussy!

The thought turned me on, and I thrust my fingers inside myself, slobbering as I moaned over Uncle Rocky’s fat cock. He grunted, thrusting his hips up one time before exploding into my mouth. I swallowed every drop before coming up for air, covering his neck in kisses of gratitude while still giving the rest of the drivers on the road a show to die for.

I was almost disappointed when we got to the fairgrounds and the ride was over.

If only I knew what was in store for me…

Uncle Rocky picked up the information for his booth, and we drove through the packed crowds to the unloading zone for the animal booths. The air smelled like hay and manure and grass and beer and cotton candy. It was loud and exciting, and since it was my first taste of the outside world since June, I soaked it all in.

The best part was all the men. There were hundreds of them. All sorts. Young, old, fat, skinny, muscular and geeky. Every one of them gave my hot, curvy body an appreciative look, and I, in turn, fantasized about their cocks, staring wantonly at their crotches.

“Stop ogling the crowd and help me,” Uncle Rocky barked.

“Sorry, sir,” I yelped. “Sorry!”

I helped him set up the signs and the table with all the information on it.

“Uncle Rocky,” I said, curious. “It says ‘live, interactive demonstration’ on the sign, but we didn’t bring any of the animals with us?”

“Yes, we did,” he said with a chuckle. I hummed my confusion, looking back in the truck to see if I had missed something. Bending over, my dress was so short that my ass was on full display, and I heard some hooting and whistling from passing men. I turned back to Uncle Rocky, thoroughly confused.

“I’m talking about you, Katie,” he said, frustrated by my stupidity.

What?!

“I don’t understand,” I said. “How are you going to demonstrate with me?”

“You’re about as good as an animal,” he said, grinning. “Better, because you’ll show the men just how good their lives could be if they introduce my formula to every part of their lives. You’re going to be ridden like a prize pony today, Katie, and you better perform! If you fuck this up for me, you’ll be punished.”

I was totally floored. Tears sprang to my eyes. I couldn’t believe Uncle Rocky was going to use me as a live demonstration! What did that even mean? Was he going to…were they going to…all these men?!?!

“I love it when you get that look on your face,” he grinned. “Come here, let me warm up your ass before the crowd gets to it.”

Unable to help or stop myself, I moaned in pleasure as he pulled out his cock.

“Anyone want a sneak peek at the festivities?” He called out to the other men who were setting up their booths. Slowly, they started to come over, curious looks on their faces. I’d only been with Lenny and Uncle Rocky…this was too many! And they were all going to watch me let my Uncle fuck my tight, teenage ass! Biting my lip, I let Uncle Rocky bend me over the table. He pulled the skirt of my dress up over my hips and slapped my generous ass cheeks once.

“In a few short hours, gentleman,” he announced, sliding his meaty cock up and down between my cheeks to get me nice and lubed up. “You’ll have your chance to see what my special breeding formula can do for you. Good for horses, pigs, sheep…”

Uncle Rocky spread my cheeks wide, placed himself against my rosebud, and immediately sank all 12 inches of his cock into my asshole. I groaned, warmth spreading up my spine as he fucked me.

“…and bratty little teenagers,” he finished his spiel. I tried not to look around at the men who were watching, all of them wearing expressions of lewd excitement. I closed my eyes and let my body take over. It felt so good, having Uncle’s big cock in my ass. Soon, I was fucking him back, moving my hips and begging him to go deeper and harder.

“Hell, I can’t wait!”

“Look at that, she’s begging him to cum in her ass!”

“I think she just squirted!”

The men cheered Uncle Rocky on as he made my body bounce; my tits, barely contained in the dress, flew out, moving with each slamming thrust.

“Yeah, please,” I moaned, needing to feel his hot cum filling me up. “Please, Uncle Rocky, I want it so bad…”

“Fuck yeah, you do,” he grunted, and pulled my hips back as his balls churned and cum spewed into me, burst after burst driving me wild, my orgasm ripping through me, juices trickling down my thighs. Uncle Rocky pulled away, dripping cum behind him, slapping my ass again as he put himself away and faced the crowd.

“Two o’clock, gentleman,” he said. “Any hole you choose. Free for today only. One ride and you’ll know exactly what Rocky’s Breeding Milk can do for your farm, and your bedroom!”

The crowd clapped, cheering and hooting before slowly drifting back to their own booths. Panting, I glanced at the big clock hanging in the center of the outdoor exhibition area. It was noon. I only had two hours before…

“Let’s get you all ready to go,” Uncle Rocky said, grabbing me by the hair and pulling me up. “I had to get special permission to use the pen, since you’re not technically livestock. But we can’t have women and children walking by and seeing my slutty little niece in action.”

The pen was only a few feet from the booth; the other pens were all occupied by horses or cows or pigs. It smelled like animals, and sounded like animals, too. Uncle Rocky pushed me into the hay and the dirt, then introduced something new and strange to me. It was a kind of stocks, like the kind they used to punish criminals in, but they were portable, and lower to the ground. On my hands and knees, with my head firmly locked in between two slabs, I had very limited range of movement. Uncle Rocky walked all around me, examining me.

“It’ll do,” he said, and came to his knees. I felt him struggle with my dress, unzipping it and forcing it down my hips until I was totally naked. Tears threatened my cheeks again as I realized I really was no better than the horse next to me, or the pig on the other side. I was just an animal, domesticated to be useful to men.

“Very nice,” Uncle Rocky said. “I think this will sell a lot of formula. As long as you can keep up. And remember, if you fuck up…”

“I won’t, Uncle Rocky,” I promised, determined to make him proud. If I had to be an animal, I might as well be a good one! “I’ll do my very best.”

“Yes, you will,” Uncle Rocky said, a warning in his tone. “Now, I’m going to leave you here. Be a good girl and be prepared for me when I bring the first group in.”

“I love you, Uncle Rocky,” I blurted out, not really knowing why I said it, but knowing it was true.

“Yeah, yeah,” he said, waving as he left me alone in the pen, among the cattle and swine, waiting to service any man who came by. This was my life now. The thought of it scared me, but my pussy leaked with anticipation. I focused on the positives. By the end of the day, I’d be full of cum, and Uncle Rocky would be so proud of me…

I’d show him what a good girl I was. I’d be the best little niece ever. The best animal at the whole fair!

Chapter Eleven

When Uncle Rocky brought the first group in, my jaw dropped to the floor.

There were enough men to fill the whole pen – and some waiting outside!

And they all looked at me with the same lecherous smiles.

“Gentleman,” Uncle Rocky said, standing beside my stock-locked head. “I present my living, breathing breeding toy. She unwittingly – but willingly – took a dosage of my formula, and ever since then she has maintained a constant need for sex and a hunger for cum. Isn’t that right, Katie?”

Nervous and overwhelmed by the sheer number of men I was about to service, I could only nod.

“She has already been fertilized, which is the only reason I’m letting you lads have a go at her,” Uncle Rocky said, and the crowd laughed genially. “Now, you’ll see that her breasts are quite large – they started at double-D size, and now are at least an F. They’ll only get larger as she is used for her purpose of breeding.”

His words made me blush bright red. For maybe the first time in a long time, I realized just how low I’d sunk. I was no longer a human. I was just cattle, to be bred. Talked about like a dog or a prize pig. Like his property.

With his seed in my belly and my pussy constantly dripping, needy for his cock, I guess I was his property.

“Now, the breeding formula makes her extremely horny, but it didn’t affect her mind at all, so you may find some resistance at first. They’ll have to be willing to be used, but in time they’ll come around to the idea, as their desire for cum will overwhelm their autonomy.”

The men nodded along.

“Now, without further ado,” Uncle Rocky said, stepping to the side and sweeping his arm out over me with a flourish. “I implore you to be civil and take your turns. Have at her, boys.”

There were too many faces for me to focus on any one of them. One man came forward. He examined me for a minute, jiggling my tits for a second before slapping them to watch them bounce.

“Alright, slut,” he said. “Get ready to suck!”

The crowd laughed and cheered; my legs were wet with the arousal dripping down my thighs. I closed my eyes and waited to be used.

Someone circled around my back and grabbed my wrists. He yanked my arms back, hurting my shoulder and making me squirm.

“Quit moving,” another man said, slapping me across the face.

“I’m sorry, sir,” I moaned, wondering if Uncle Rocky was still there, if he could see the way I was being treated.

“You better be,” the man who’d slapped me growled, unzipping himself before my face. I peered out through my eyelids. Behind me, I felt a man bind my wrists together tightly. I opened my mouth wide, sticking my tongue out, anxiously awaiting my first load of cum. For all my fear and shame and disgust, the smell of animals and hay and men filled the air and triggered all my arousal. It was like all the times Uncle Rocky bent me over in the barn, or fucked me outside the pig pen, only there were a dozen Uncle Rockys.

The first man stepped forward, showing off his long, thick cock, dribbling pre-cum from the tip.

“Suck,” he ordered, and grabbed my cheeks, pulling my head as far as the stocks would allow.

Immediately, I started to work his shaft with my tongue. He was standing over me, looking down into my wide blue eyes as he fucked my mouth. He was so rough with me. I almost couldn’t keep up with him as he rammed into my throat, the crowd cheering him on. Smirking, he spat down onto my face, aiming for my eye. I moaned my thanks for his gift, hoping that Uncle Rocky could see how good I was doing. His balls slammed into my chin each time he buried himself in my throat. He pulled away violently, keeping his hands on my cheeks.

“You really love being a filthy little fuckslut, don’t you?” he growled, stroking his cock, which dripped and shone with my spit.

“Yes, sir,” I moaned, growing desperate for his cum. My stomach rumbled for it. The rest of the men in the room kind of faded away. My pussy was flooding down my thighs now, the cold air in the room stimulating my nipples. They are always hard, but now they felt super hard, like steel.

“Where do you want my cum, trash?” His hips were jerking, and I felt he must be close to cumming.

“Please let me swallow it, sir,” I whimpered.

“Oh, yeah,” he moaned, and shot a thick strand of cum into my waiting mouth. He pushed his tip between my lips so I could suck him dry, savoring the flood of cum going down my throat. He released my ponytail first, then stepped back, spitting once more, this time into my mouth.

“Thank you, sir,” I murmured, savoring the way the cum dripped warmly down my throat. I was beginning to relax; sucking cock always did that. It was almost like a pacifier for me.

“That all you got?” Another man said, pushing himself forward. “That’s not how you rape a slut’s throat. Here, watch…”

He barely gave me time to open my lips for him before he had his cock in my throat. He tasted funny, kind of dirty, but I stopped myself from reacting to it. He grabbed my head in both hands and slammed into my mouth, burying his whole cock into my throat and then pulsing deep inside me.

Drool flowed down my chin and onto my tits as he ground his hips against my face, forcing my nose into his pubes, his wrinkly balls pressed to my chin; the flow of spit got them wet and slippery, and he grunted when he pulled away, just to thrust forward again. Each time he filled my throat, he stayed there for so long that I almost ran out of breath; but he always pulled away so I could recover, only to plunge forward again.

Soon, I could feel his cock throbbing against my tongue, and moaned in excitement. I couldn’t see who, but someone came around behind me and dropped down. I felt his hands on my tits, kneading them hard and pinching my nipples. The sensation went straight to my clit, and my eyes rolled back in pleasure as the man filled my mouth with his seed. I could feel a hard cock pressed between my thighs, sliding between them, slick with my arousal.

“That’s a good little girl,” the voice said. “Go ahead and cum for us. Cum while you choke on all that jizz.”

I shuddered in pleasure, my climax triggered by the pinching of my nipples and the salty, thick cum sliding down my gullet into my belly. I flooded over the stranger’s shaft, jerking my hips in ecstasy. The man in front of me stepped back, watching me swallow every drop of his seed with a smile.

A third man pushed his way in front of me, stepped up to my mouth, opening it wide with his fingers, and shoved himself inside me. He was very much on the smaller side, so it was much easier for him to violate my throat with his whole cock, and my nose buried into his pubes, letting me smell the delicious scent of his manhood with each stroke. I couldn’t see anything anymore, but I felt hands pinching and pulling my nipples, and a cock spreading my pussy wide.

I was being reamed from both ends, while my tits suffered constant abuse from what felt like a hundred different hands. I was going crazy with sensation, the formula working its magic, my libido going wild as I finally felt really, truly, fully satisfied. Who knew it only took a room full of men willing to provide me with a constant stream of cum to slake my constant lust? My pussy clenched around a cock, stroking it even as it thrust into me.

They weren’t men anymore, except in the way they smelled. They were cocks, beautiful, hard, long, fat, throbbing cocks. And I was the little teenage slut who was lucky enough to service them all!

“Cum again, whore,” a voice said, and I obeyed at once, squirting in pleasure as someone split my thighs and pushed further against my womb. My climax had me clenching down on his shaft, and I heard a curse as he let go, releasing spurt after spurt of cum into me. And still the man in front of me fucked my throat, his balls smacking and dragging against my face. Soon, he too was cumming, letting me swallow his load. My hair was getting messy, knotted and tangled with spit and cum, as one pulled out and another man took his place.

“Open wide. Let’s see you gargle that cum.”

I obeyed, my tits bouncing freely as the man between my legs rammed against my womb, showing everyone how much I loved cum. Swallowing, I moaned in happiness.

“How’s it feel, being a little cum dumpster?” The question came from the man between my legs; when I looked up, I could see faces looking back down, waiting for my response; for every face, there was a beautiful, hard cock, waiting for me to worship.

“I love it, sir,” I cooed. “I want more, please. Please give me more…”

Another man approached. He grinned down at me, grabbed my ponytail, and tugged on it to force my head farther down. I groaned, barely even registering that the man in my pussy was cumming, his semen splashing against my cervix.  A cock slammed into my throat, someone reaching over me to grab my tits and play with them, roughly. I choked for a second, then adjusted to the angle.

“Cum, bitch,” someone ordered, and once more I gave in to my lust, bucking in pleasure while another man stepped between my legs. This time, I felt my thighs lifted further, and a hand smearing the cum from my pussy onto my asshole. While one man humped my mouth, fucking deep in my throat, another was entering my rosebud, stretching my tight little ass.

While my ass clenched and spread for the cock thrusting into it, I concentrated on pleasing the cock in my mouth, drooling and lapping at it. Someone pulled at my nipples, pleasuring me to the point of orgasm again and again. When I felt cum bursting in my throat, I swallowed it eagerly, loving his taste more than anything else in the world.

One by one, or more like two by two and sometimes three by three, the men approached, dumped their cum into my tight, willing body, and left. Some of them laughed, some of them spit on me, all of them knew that I was just a cum slut, willing to take all of it if it meant I’d get to cum on a dick. My pussy dripped cum down my thighs, so much of it that it pooled beneath my knees. My stomach, pumped full of seed, began to ache. My ass was raw and abused from the way the men fucked me like savages, treating me like the animal I was.

Slowly, the room emptied. More came, but not forever. Eventually, there were only a few men left to please. Wasted on orgasmic bliss and groaning from all the places I’ve been violated repeatedly, I shook and shuddered every time a hand landed on my body. The last man, a huge fat guy with a long cock, emptied his balls onto my bare back, the sticky cum dripping down my waist and around the bottoms of my breast.

He left me, and I was alone. I had no idea how much time had passed, no idea how many men had just used me for their pleasure. Uncle Rocky appeared in the doorway, looking down at his cum-soaked niece with his hands on his hips.

“I thought that might actually be too much for you,” he said thoughtfully. “But you really did love that, didn’t you?”

“Yes, Uncle,” I moaned. “Was really good.”

“What a disgusting little pig,” he laughed. “This formula is going to make me a millionaire. I’ve already sold out. We’ll have to bring more tomorrow.”

“Tomorrow?”

“Of course,” he said. “The county fair lasts all week. Though if enough men get their hands on my formula, there might not be anyone left who needs their cock sucked.”

He laughed at that, and came forward, unlocking the stocks so I could remove my head. I was too weak to stand, but Uncle Rocky didn’t show any signs of helping me, so I crawled along behind him, my knees and palms dirty.


Chapter Twelve

“Please, Uncle Rocky, please don’t make me,” I begged on my hands and knees. We stood outside, and I was at his feet, crying as I looked up at him.

“It’s not my decision,” he said with a shrug. “You’ll be back once the baby comes. But you know you have to go home. You don’t belong here.”

“What do you mean?” I whined. “I love you. I’m your perfect little fuck toy, aren’t I?”

“You’re alright,” he said with a shrug. “I’m a little tired of you, to be honest. There’s a new girl who’s interested in the job. She’ll take your place until you’re ready to deliver. Then again when I send you back to Daddy.”

“But…but…”

My eyes filled with tears. It was the end of summer, and I was two months pregnant. But now Daddy was on his way to pick me up and bring me back to the city! Uncle Rocky said it was better, because I could go to a OBGYN during my pregnancy and be sure to deliver a nice, big, healthy baby. It would make it easier for me to get pregnant again after that.

I would be allowed to return when I had my baby, to come back here for a few months so Uncle Rocky could fertilize me again, but really I was supposed to live with Daddy and Brett. But I didn’t want to. After all Uncle Rocky had showed me, all we’d been through, I couldn’t bear the thought of leaving him.

Obviously, he didn’t feel the same.

“Thank God,” he muttered. A cloud of dust appeared on the horizon. “Get up.”

“No!” I wailed, throwing my arms around his legs. What would I do without Uncle Rocky to satisfy me? Who would I serve? I would have to walk the streets, begging for cock to suck and fuck…

“Get up!” Uncle Rocky spat, grabbing me under the arms and pulling me to my feet. We watched the road together, until Daddy’s car pulled up. He stopped the car and got out.

“Well,” Daddy said. “It’s been a long summer. Have you learned about being a good girl, Katie?”

I blinked, sniffling, and shrugged. I turned to Uncle Rocky, throwing my arms around him.

“Are you sure?” I whispered one last time. He pushed me off, rolling his eyes. He grabbed my suitcase, throwing it in the back.

“She’s about two months,” he said, walking over to Daddy. They shook hands. “And by now she’s pretty well trained. Shouldn’t give you any trouble.”

“Right,” Daddy said. “Can’t thank you enough, Rocky.”

“Sure,” Uncle Rocky said, and started to walk back to the house without even saying goodbye! I started to follow him, but Daddy grabbed my arm and dragged me into the car. He slammed the door shut, got in beside me, and we started down the road. I started to cry, and Daddy looked at me sympathetically.

“You really had a good summer, huh, baby girl?”

I nodded.

“I…I don’t know what I’m going to do,” I moaned. I was already itching for a fix, my pussy craving a load of cum to satisfy it for a while.

“What do you mean?” Daddy asked. I turned to him.

“Well, you know what Uncle Rocky did to me, right?” I asked. Wasn’t this Daddy’s whole plan? To get me pregnant so I would behave?

“Sure,” Daddy said. “He turned you into a perfect little breeding slave.”

I was a little shocked to hear Daddy say it like that. Daddy smiled.

“What?” He said. “Do you think I’d let Uncle Rocky have all the fun? No, baby girl. Now, get down here and show me what you’ve learned.”

Before I knew what was happening, Daddy grabbed the back of my neck and yanked me down, until my mouth was on his lap. Under his jeans, I could feel his cock, hard and throbbing. My heart fluttered with hope.

“Really, Daddy?” I said, looking up at him as I worked his zipper.

“Stop talking and suck,” Daddy ordered.

“Thank you,” I moaned, looking down at my new favorite cock and tasting it for the first time. Things were going to be alright, after all! I loved my family. What would I do without them? Daddy drove us down the road, back to the city, and I sucked him dry twice on the way. I was so grateful to be going home, where I had two men to service!
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