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Queen Bee Brought to her Knees

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Don’t even get me started.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Show me.

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

Take off your shirt.

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

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

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

Take off shorts. Show me pussy.

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

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

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

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

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

***

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

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

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

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

Oh, no.

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

“Leroy! You creep! How did you…”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You creep!” I yelled.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

My eyes were wide and my lips were quivering.

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

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

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

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

But that was so wrong!

He was my stepbrother!

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I held back, biting my lip.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Leroy, what are you…”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Wha…what are…”

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

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

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

“Mmmfff,” I moaned into the cushions.

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

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

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

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

He was right.

I was going to beg him for more.

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

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

And saw something that made my blood run cold.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I smiled for the camera.


Bonus Story: Bimbo Hotel

If you had told me that the corporate retreat I was invited to as a reward for outselling any other salesman in the company would be the highlight of my life, I would have laughed right in your face. After all, a bunch of stooges I didn’t really like when I had to work with them couldn’t turn out to be that much better when I had to vacation with them, right? And hanging out with Jeremy, my manager, for a whole week kind of took the fun out of a free trip to Cabo.

But of course, the minute I stepped on that plane, I realized how wrong I was.

Bimbo Airlines wasn’t just named after some weirdo who ran the company. It was a full on, all expenses paid, brothel in the sky. For the entire flight, I’d been balls-deep in hot, nympho, teenage pussy.

So you can imagine that I was pretty excited to see what the hotel had in store. By the time we landed, it was already pretty late, and the drive to the hotel took an hour. It was too dark to really take in the sights and sounds, and I was wiped. When we pulled up to the resort, with its banal fountains and shrubbery, I was too loopy-headed to make any judgments about it. Jeremy and I were ushered through the front door by two attractive but fully-clothed women, into a lobby that was…normal. Really nice, but totally normal.

I knew that Jeremy had said the flight was just the beginning, but as I looked around the room, I was a little disappointed. There were plenty of men who were there for the retreat - they all had nametags, and waved genially to Jeremy and I as we approached the front desk.

The staff was composed entirely of pretty young girls, but they wore full uniforms. The happy chatter from the hotel bar and the low mumbling of men in the lobby over the muzak was all I could hear - no moans of unearthly pleasure or cries of passion. Dejected but ready to accept that I couldn’t expect the company to pay for a sex resort, I followed Jeremy to the front desk.

The young blond waiting for us wore a bright smile and sharp black suit, tailored pencil skirt showing off her hips but not much else. She walked Jeremy and I throuhg the hotels’ amenities, giving us brochures and stickers where we could write our names so everyone would know who we were. Jeremy acted like some Dad, making bad jokes and acting way too interested in the boring information Jenny was giving us. Finally, though, I had my room key and my room number. Jeremy handed it over, smiling.

“Shall we meet at the bar for drinks?” He asked.

“Actually, I’m kind of exhausted,” I admitted, feeling just how true that was as soon as the words left my mouth. I’d lost count of how many times I came on the plane, and even with the help of Viagra I was spent. The idea of laying in a nice clean hotel bed, ordering room service, turning on the TV and drifting off to dreamland suddenly seemed better than sex!

“I guess you are,” Jeremy chuckled, winking. “My first time, I missed the whole first day of the conference! Well, you rest up, Josh. You’re gonna need the energy.”

He winked again before turning around and shouting some guys’ name, approaching a small group of men with his arms out. I didn’t want to waste the brainpower wondering if I should expect more of the treatment I’d received on the flight. Maybe Jeremy just meant that the retreat would be chock-full of team building exercises and boozing with middle managers. Either way, I sighed in relief when I got to my room and collapsed on the bed.

Not even two hours later, after a sumptuous meal delivered by another fully-dressed young bombshell, I was drifting off to sleep. But before I was dead to the world, I thought to call up the front desk and ask for a wake-up in the morning. Eight seemed like a responsible time to wake up and get ready for the day’s roster of meetings and lectures and workshops. The front desk girl chirped that she’d be happy to schedule my wake-up and hung up - and I barely had the phone down on its cradle before I was deep asleep.

***

I slowly began to understand that I wasn’t sleeping anymore. I was dreaming, surely - I hadn’t brought a girl back to my room the night before, so there couldn’t possibly be a set of lips wrapping themselves around my thick, throbbing cock. I groaned, wanting to plunge back into the sweet dream I was having. The one where I could reach down and find a tangled mess of warm, silken hair to wrap around my fingers. The one where a soft tongue lapped and licked at my balls while a strong fist pumped my shaft.

Of course, it didn’t take long before I realized - this wasn’t a dream.

“What the…?” I wondered aloud, opening my eyes to a dark room. I grabbed the covers, pulling them up to see what was underneath. Two big, green eyes looked back at me, soft flesh pressed between my thighs.

“Good morning, sir,” the girl said. “This is your wake-up call.”

Oh, right. I grinned, watching her work her hands around my balls, alternately stroking and squeezing while her fist pumped up and down my cock, lubricated by her spit. Pre-cum gleamed at the tip of my cock and dribbled down, and she eagerly leaned forward to collect it on her tongue, moaning as she swallowed it down. She had long brown hair and what little I could see of her breasts was lovely. Even better was her round, tight ass wiggling in the air as she wrapped her lips around my tip again, moaning in ecstasy, her eyes rolling back in her head, inching her way down my cock. I pushed the covers down so I could see better.

“That’s not bad,” I said. “Are you the hotel’s resident slut?”
“One of them,” the girl giggled. “You didn’t know? We have a whole team of eager little nymphos. Just ring the front desk and ask for a fucktoy.”

“I’ll remember that,” I sighed, letting her get back to work.

“How would you like me to proceed, sir?” the girl asked in between slurping my cock down her throat. “We’re always open to feedback.”

She was so professional! I chuckled and reached down to get a grip on her head.

“Just open wide,” I growled. “I want to fuck your throat.”

“MMmmm!”

The girl nearly jumped off the bed as I slammed her head down and my hips up at the same time. I felt my cock slide deep into her throat, her gag reflex kicking in. But she fought it back, and I admired how well she handled herself as I began to mercilessly thrust into her throat. Her eyes watered, dripping tears down her cheeks as I choked her with my dick, raping her sweet little mouth like I owned it.

“Good girl,” I grunted, feeling my balls churn as her spit flowed down, making them all warm and wet. “You ready to swallow?”

Her muffled agreement was music to my ears. She looked like she was excited about it! It drove me over the edge, and I forced her head all the way down, until I felt her nose hit my pubic bone, before spilling into her. I held her close, thrusting with each spurt of cum that I fed her. She clawed at the sheets, clearly struggling to get enough air, and eventually I was finished and let her up. She gasped, looking like a whore with her make-up running and my cum on her lips.

“Thank you, sir,” she moaned, licking her lips and swallowing. “That was delicious!”

“You ‘re welcome,” I said, leaning back, satisfied and very awake. The nameless girl bounced off the bed. Everything on her body bounced, too.

“Now, unless there’s any other way I can help you, sir, I have a whole list of men who require waking up,” she said. I looked down and noted that she was dripping wet. Poor thing needed some relief.

“Do you fuck? Or just blowjobs?” I asked.

“Oh,” she giggled. “They won’t let me fuck yet. I only just turned 18. I’m not experienced enough!”

“But you must be really horny,” I said.

“Yes,” she agreed, reaching down between her legs. “I’m like this all the time, but the mornings are the worst! I just love sucking cock so much, and getting all full on cum…but yeah, I don’t really get to cum myself.”

“Well, how about a tip?” I laughed. “Lay down. Spread ‘em.”

“Sir? Really?!” She squealed in delight, kneeling on the bed again.

“Just do it,” I growled. “Before I change my mind.”

Soon, she was laying down before me, legs spread, perfect little body on display. I knew I was going to get hard again, but I could deal with it. I started with her tits, squeezing and kissing her nipples, making them hard for me before biting them gently. She squirmed underneath me, panting already. Slowly, I made my way down her stomach. I was already getting hard again! That gave me an idea.

“Wait,” I said, pulling back. She groaned in disappointment, looking at me frantically as I denied her. “How about I ride your face while I do this favor for you?”

“Oh, yes, please!” She squealed. I still didn’t know her name! But I turned myself around, positioning my cock over her eager mouth. Slowly, I began to thrust into her willing throat, making her gag all over again before I leaned down and buried my own face in her sweet little pussy. I wouldn’t have been interested if she was fucking other dudes, but I always liked eating pussy and hers was clean. I eagerly lapped at her clit, suckling it between my lips while she let me rape her throat again. I reached my hand around until I could shove two fingers into her pussy, thrusting up to find her g-spot. I heard her muffled cries as she came for me, bucking on my hand. I laughed at how easy she was to please, how wet she was. I rose, giving her a last few good thrusts before cumming in her mouth again, adding to her bellyful of jizz. She groaned, drooling, as  I finished and pulled away.

“Now, if you don’t mind, I do have to get up now,” I said, pulling her off the bed and giving her ass a friendly slap as I pushed her towards the door.

“Thank you, sir! Thank…”

I slammed the door shut in her face, knowing that if I let her stay any longer I’d be adamant about being the first man to fuck her. And it really was getting late, and I needed to get down to the lobby to start my first full day at the corporate retreat. After all, I wasn’t just there to empty my balls, right? Though I wondered what I would really find once I got downstairs…

***

Internet Sales Strategies. Effective Communication. How To Gain Trust In Clients. The morning was full of workshops and talks, networking and stale platters of cheese and crackers. There was some neat swag, but other than that it was pretty boring. But considering the morning and the day before, I wasn’t about to complain.

Still, when it came time for us to break for a few hours in the middle of the day, I declined Jeremy’s offer to join him and a few other regional managers at the pool. I knew it was clothes optional - it had said as much in the brochure I got at check-in - and I’d seen enough of Jeremy on the flight. I needed a break. Besides, there were a lot of men at the conference, and I hardly wanted to see them all without their clothes.

I figured I could just call the front desk and arrange something private, in the comfort of my room. I was pretty chipper as I made my way up there, until I was just outside my door.

I guess I should have known from the sounds I heard and the general way the weekend had been going, but when I heard the TV on in my room I immediately went on high alert. I hadn’t even turned the TV on. Someone was in my room! I had my computer in there, and enough cash that I didn’t want anyone taking it! Angry and ready to fight, I burst through the door.

To my surprise - and relief - I didn’t catch a burglar red-handed. I realized that I’d heard the television, but hadn’t really listened to what was playing. Now, I saw the huge flat screen flickering with flesh. It was porn! Of course it was porn! On the screen, a woman was bent over a pool table, taking it in the ass while another man jacked off in her face. Stunned and instantly aroused, I looked at the bed, which was right in front of the television. What I saw there was even better than the porn.

“Oh, god!” The woman was dressed in the skimpiest maid’s outfit you can imagine. She lay on her back, spread-eagled, fucking herself with the end of a feather duster. Her cheeks were pink, her black hair tousled and spread out on the comforter. “Oh, sir, I’m so sorry! I was cleaning your room, and I just couldn’t help myself!”

“Well, well, well,” I said, shrugging off my suit jacket and admiring her plush ass as she thrust up against the feather duster. Her free hand was clutching her breast, kneading it through her dress. “Will you look at this. The hotel maid, slacking off on the job. I walk into my room expecting it to be clean, and what do I get? A dirty slut fucking herself on my bed, watching porn on my television!”

“I’m so sorry,” she panted. Her nametag said Cindy. “I get so horny sometimes, I can’t stop myself. Are you going to tell on me, sir?”

I grinned, already working on my belt.

“That depends,” I said. “What will you do to keep me quiet?”

“Anything,” she groaned, thrusting again before pulling out the feather duster and spreading her legs wide. “Please, sir. Use me. Choke me. Spit on me. Do anything you want, just please don’t tell on me. I could lose my job!”

“You’re telling me that I can do anything I want to you?” I said, my pants at my ankles, cock hard and throbbing in my hand. I watched her eyes travel down to take in my member, thick and long. She got a glazed look of lust, and licked her lips. She nodded her head vacantly.

“Please, sir,” she said. “Let me make it up to you. I’ll be a perfect little fuck toy. You can have me any way you want.”

“Good,” I said. “Stay right where you are, but pull your dress down. Let me see those tits of yours.”

She was all too eager to comply, squirming as she pulled down the straps of her dress until her rosy, D-cup breasts spilled forward. I groaned, thinking of ramming myself into her while grabbing those tits. Her nipples were hard and pointy, begging for attention. She was still spread wide, her pink cunt dripping wet. I was struck by sudden inspiration. Smirking, I approached the bed, then knelt beside her face. She pouted up at me, eyes begging.

On the screen, the woman was being held between the two men, one fucking her slit while the other worked her ass. I watched the screen as I grabbed Cindy’s head and guided her mouth to my cock. She immediately got to work, guiding her tongue expertly around the head of my cock, then swallowing it inch by inch. It felt great, especially in conjunction with the porn, but I didn’t want another blowjob. Once Cindy had gotten me nice and wet, I pulled back.

“I’m gonna fuck your tits,” I said. “And you’re gonna worship my balls while I do it.”

Before Cindy could say anything, I positioned myself over her head. My balls hung right over her mouth, and I grabbed her breasts, squeezing them together. Thrusting my rod between them was amazing, but her mouth on my balls was even better. From my vantage point, I could watch the porno as I fucked her tits, using them like another hole, tweaking her nipples as I kneaded her breasts together to form a tight little slit for me. Beneath me, I heard her moan in appreciation as my balls moved over her face, her tongue lapping at them, sucking them between her lips.

“Touch your dirty little cunt for me,” I said. “I know you want to. You’re a desperate little slut, aren’t you?”

Her response was muffled as I ground down on her face, but she reached down between her legs, spreading her pussy and working her clit. I grabbed the duster from the bed, guiding it into her hand, and soon she was fucking herself hard as I pumped between her tits. On screen, the woman was servicing both men with her mouth, sucking her juices from their cocks and begging for their cum. I could feel Cindy’s body shifting beneath me, tensing up as she neared orgasm.

“Don’t you dare fucking cum,” I warned. “Not yet.”

Her muffled protest nearly drove me to the edge. But I knew what I wanted, and I held her down as I moved, getting off her face and flipping her over in one deft move. She weighed nearly nothing. I pulled her into position so that we were both facing the television, and she was on her hands and knees. Reaching between her legs, I shoved two fingers into her cunt and then dragged them up to her ass, lubricating it.

“You’re gonna take my whole load in this ass,” I promised, positioning myself. “And you’re going to enjoy it, aren’t you?”

“Yes, sir!” Cindy moaned, still rubbing her clit, her eyes on the screen as the woman coated herself in semen, rubbing it into her breasts and asking for more. “Yes, please! Please fuck my ass! Hard!”

I was happy to oblige. She spread easily as I thrust forward, burying myself in her ass in a single pump. She was tight and warm, and she went stiff as I slammed my balls against her. On the screen, the chick was rubbing cum into her slit, fucking herself with two fingers.

“Oh, yes! Sir, please! Fuck my ass! Punish me!”

“Fucking slut,” I said, spanking her as I rode her ass. “You’re a worthless little cunt. Not even worth cumming anywhere but your ass.”

“Oh, fuck,” Cindy screamed, the filthy words pushing her over the edge. Her body spasmed, stiffening and relaxing around my cock. It triggered my own release, and I groaned, burying myself to the hilt in her ass and pumping my load into her. She rammed against me, squeezing me dry with her climax. Panting, I watched her collapse, her face against the mattress. I pulled out of her, breathing hard and feeling a bit like collapsing myself.

“You aren’t done cleaning, are you?” I said, looking around the room at the things that still needed to be tidied. She would need to make the bed again, too.

“No, sir,” she moaned, dragging herself to her feet. I saw with satisfaction that she was having a hard time walking, and I could even see the glimmer of my cum dripping down the backs of her thighs. She went about her work dutifully, first fixing the bed as I stood beside it than cleaning the rest of the room while I relaxed and watched the porno on TV.

“Alright, sir,” she sighed. “I’m all done. Thank you for not telling on me.”

“Sure,” I said.

“And…thank you for fucking me,” she added with a smile. “That was really fun!”

Well, it wasn’t like watching the porno had gotten me less hard, and that little smile of hers helped me the rest of the way. I grinned back.

“I changed my mind,” I said. “I don’t think you’ve really made it up to me yet. I think I still need to punish you.”

She squealed with delight, jumping onto the bed and onto my cock again.

***

After another long couple of workshops after lunch, I was more than ready to get back to the “retreat” part of the corporate retreat. I was at the point where nothing was impossible - if a parade of naked women riding dildo-shaped unicycles came through the lobby, I wouldn’t be surprised.

So you can imagine my excitement when I got back to my room and saw the complementary tickets to the spa on my nightstand. Cindy might have left them when I left her in the room to make the bed for a third time, or maybe the concierge slipped in and left them. It didn’t matter - what mattered was taking full advantage of all the perks available to me.

I went down to the spa.

It was the usual New Age-y place, all dark wood and tiny waterfalls and mini zen gardens and harp music playing in the waiting area. I signed my name where the cute, chubby receptionist asked me to sign it and was directed to the shower room to change into my complimentary fuzzy robe and slippers. Then, I was directed to one of the massage rooms and told to disrobe, lay on the table, and wait for my masseuse.

I was pretty relaxed already, given the day I’d had. So when the door opened and closed, I almost wondered if I should give my manhood a rest. There was still a whole week to go, right? I wouldn’t want to overexert myself! The next day, in fact, we were to take a pleasure cruise, and I had a whole new idea of what corporate considered “pleasure.”

“Hello, sir,” a timid, sweet voice said. I resisted the urge to look up, and it was a very hard urge to resist. “I’m so honored to be able to help you relax today. Let me just get my oils and…”

I wondered what she looked like, trying to put a face to the voice. Was she black or white, or maybe Asian? I thought of all the women I’d encountered since stepping on the plane, and wondered how she would stack up compared to them. I should have listened harder, instead of imagining what she looked like. That voice was very familiar.

“Oooh,” she said, and I felt her hands on me for the first time. “You keep a lot of stress in your shoulders, huh?”

“I guess,” I said, shrugging, which made her laugh. She started to work my muscles, kneading my skin in delicate but deep circles. I groaned, unable to hold back as she worked her magic. Never mind that familiar voice, and never mind the warmth of the oil on her hands. It was all about that pressure. Not just her massage skills, either.

I could feel her breasts pressing against my skin, could even feel her nipples. Clearly, my masseuse was naked. And from the feel of her, she wasn’t lacking in the chest department. I groaned again as she moved lower, spreading that warm oil all over my body, kneading away all my tension and stress and tiredness. I felt myself slipping into a deep, relaxing space in  my mind.

“Does that feel good, baby?”

Mmmm, something about the way she said that - in that uncanny voice of hers, all innocent and shy - got me hard. It surprised me, but not too much. I smiled, eyes still closed.

“Yeah,” I said. “But I think you could make me feel better.”

She giggled, and I got just a little bit harder. Something about that giggle…so familiar, and sexy…

“Okay, sir, well, why don’t you turn around and we see what we can do to get you fully relaxed?”

Didn’t have to tell me twice! I rolled over, eager to finally get my eyes on…

“Suzie!” I said, taking her in. She gasped. I should have known that voice! It was none other than little Suzie Bates. She was the daughter of my father’s good friend. She was fifteen years younger than me, which put her almost at 19. She’d always been a cute kid growing up, but I’d be lying if I didn’t say that she’d gone from cute kid to bombshell once she reached her late teens.

She had a flat stomach with a disproportionate ass, and perky c-cup tits that defied gravity. Her red hair was always done in a braid, like it was now. She was short, and looked so damn cute with her hands over her mouth, blue eyes wide with shock, freckles bright as she blushed. I grinned. “Well, I never expected to see you here!”

“Oh, Josh,” she said, quickly moving to hide herself. But it was way too late - I’d seen every inch of her perfect, teenage body. “I can’t believe it’s you, I had no idea! I’m so sorry, oh, gosh, you…you’re not gonna tell Daddy, are you?”

Her eyes were worried. I was annoyed that she was covering up, grabbing a towel from the rack.

“What are you doing?” I barked. “Get back here.”

Slowly, she dropped the towel and turned, biting her lip. Her nipples were rosy, perfect for sucking. God, it was so hot, seeing this girl I’d always known as an innocent little thing, a professional slut! She was a dirty little whore after all, and I was hard as a rock thinking about how I was going to fuck her hard, then probably shake hands with her father next time we played golf together.

“Josh…you don’t…?”

“Don’t what?” I asked, feigning anger. “You told me you were going to give me some ultimate relaxation. Are you backing out? Because that’s a naughty thing to do.”

She blushed, and I noted that her nipples got a little bit hard.

“But…but…you’re like…I’ve known you my whole life! Daddy…”

“Daddy doesn’t know you have this job,” I said. “He thinks you’re teaching English, doesn’t he?”

She nodded, her lip going pink as she bit it. Her eyes were downcast, her red braid falling over one shoulder. She half-covered her breasts with one arm, and I reached out, snatching it away.

“And if you want him to keep believing that, you’ll show me what a good little slut you’ve turned into since I last saw you,” I said.

“Josh!” She gasped again, but now her nipples were pointing at me. I grinned, grabbing my erect cock in hand and stroking it. Her eyes glanced towards it, widened as she saw how big I was, and then returned to my face, shame reading in her features.

“Come on,” I said. “Hop up here, spread your legs, and ride my dick like the whore you are. I know they must have trained you pretty well. All the other girls at this hotel are aces. You like working here, don’t you?”

Slowly, she nodded. And while she didn’t show any signs of getting on top of me, she did reach out and wrap her small hand around my cock, slowly stroking it.

“That’s right,” I groaned. “Daddy’s little princess is gonna get wet for me. I’m going to do you two favors, princess. I won’t tell Daddy, and I’ll let you cum on my cock. You want that, don’t you? I can see it in your eyes.”

She whimpered, staring at my cock now, watching as it dripped pre-cum into her palm. She spread it down the shaft, body trembling.

“Yes, Josh,” she whispered. “I want it so bad.”

“Good girl,” I said. “Show me how bad you want it. Get up here.”

Slowly but surely, Suzie crawled onto the modified massage table, never once letting go of my cock. She stared at it like it was hypnotizing her. I groaned as she positioned herself above me - I reached for her, grabbing her hips first and then trailing my hands up to her tits. She squealed, lowering herself inch by inch, her sweet little cunt stretching to fit me. She couldn’t have been working at the resort very long, judging by the condition of her pussy. It was like fucking a virgin!

And her breasts were perfect. More than a handful, soft and pliable. I waited until she had sunk all the way down on my cock, moaning the whole way, and then pulled her down so I could suck on her pert little nipples while she rode me. Her hips worked against mine, her cries of pleasure music to my ears.

“Oh, fuck, Josh,” she cried. “I’ve thought about this so much…”

“Really?” I asked, kneading her tits, watching her face contort in pleasure as she ground against me.

“Y-yes,” she gasped. “I always th-thought about you when I touched myself! I always wanted to show you what a good little fucktoy I could be!”

I grabbed her hips and pumped her body up and down on my shaft, spurred on by her words.

“You’re not bad,” I panted. “I might just have to tell Daddy anyway. To brag about fucking his sweet little baby girl.”

“N-n-nooo!” She cried out, but her fingers clawed at my chest, her pussy flooding my lap. “Please!”

“They got you on the pill out here? Shit, I like the idea of getting you knocked up, making you run home to Daddy, tell him who got you pregnant while you were working as a whore in Mexico…”

“Josh!” Suzie screamed, slamming herself down on my cock and grinding around, one hand on her clit. “I’m c-coming!!!”

“Fuck right you are,” I grit out, hands on her hips now, forcing her body to jerk back and forth as I watched her shake in ecstasy on my cock. The idea of fucking Suzie Bates just got the better of me, and I exploded, filling her sweet little cunt with my cum

“Oh, fuck, yes, give it to me,” she squealed, squeezing herself about my shaft, her pussy sucking my balls dry. I shot the last of my load into her before collapsing back on the table, breathing hard, unable to believe what I’d just done. Fucking my little, innocent family friend! It was crazy, and it was awesome. She climbed off me, her cheeks rosy and chest heaving.

“So, you’re not gonna tell Daddy, right?”

“Depends,” I said, chuckling. “On how you treat me next time we have you guys over for dinner. I expect you’ll find some way to please me again. Maybe crawl under the table and blow me while I talk to Daddy about how business is going.”

She looked horrified and aroused at the same time, and I decided I really liked that look on her.  She gave me back my robe and kissed me on the cheek before running from the room, giving me a good look at her sweet ass as she went. I took my time getting my stuff together and returning to the showers, where I indulged in a sauna before leaving to go back to my room.

I happened to pass Jeremy and a few other guys on my way back, and they looked like they were having just as good a night as me.

“Looking forward to tomorrow?” One of them asked, clapping me on the back.

“Oh, yeah,” I said, wondering what I might find on that cruise. Hopefully something as good as I could get at the hotel - or maybe even better! I’d never had sex at sea before, and this seemed to be a week of firsts. I got back to my room and laid in bed for a bit before picking up the phone to order room service, with a side of pussy.


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!
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